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“Wullo!’ said the School Board, bursting in. ‘‘ That your infant? Why hasn’t it attended school? Where are the fees? 


You haven’t applied for remission? What the dooce d’ye mean by it? What's the excuse ?-—* Got to stop at home and mind a 
gross of babies younger than itself?’ ‘Got work ina factory?’ ‘Hasn’t any shoes and stockings?’ Pooh, pooh! All fudge! 


Don’t try to come that over me! hat’s your full name and address and occupation ? 


Usual tale—‘ out o’ work,’ I suppo 


I'll have you up! You'll be hanged ! 


se?” 


Fun drew himself up to his full height, but replied calmly :— 


I am at present occupied in providing amusement for the 





‘*My name is FAceTIUS JOkER WAGGERY SIDESPLITTER Fun. 


public. This is my newest infant—five minutes old. 


yassed the fifth—nay, the five million five hundred and fifty-fifth—standard. 


libert to examine it.” 

e School Board gaped in blank amazement. 
catechise Aim. 
fled with a howl. 


It is named ‘ VOLUME 


ORTYFO 


R NEWSERIES FUN.’ It has 


It knows everything there isto know. You are at 


The infant could roll him round its little finger for knowledge. It began to 


His tongue clove to his teeth—his head swam—he went round like atop. Then he hastily wrote a certificate, and 
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_ Iv was a secluded, though eleciric-lit, spot 
. at the South Kensington Show. 
A silence had fallen upon the couple, and 
Mr Fun was evidently cogitating something. 
Britannia eyed him with anxious appre- 
heasion and fidgetted. She had sen bim in 
this mood before—once every six months or 
so, and she dreaded what was to foilow. 
\ He lifted his head to speak. 
. » . N WA } / **Don't !"' said Britannia, with quick 
Seo SSS tN ; } : oe pleading ; ‘'flease don't! I haven't come to 
” N \ : , ar OY | , / ask y.u what I am to do with Ireland, I don't 
v 0}, ; yN , | Z want to know the result of the elections, I 
WSh To WS "yy F : don't want anything in fact—I have quite 
. ~ LL 


ufficient—and I don't want you to refer me 





° ° . ° P , — . - t> jour-—— eee 
It was Mr. Fun’s turn tointerrupt. He did so withasmile. ‘I wasn't thinking of that,” he said,—‘‘yet I was thinking what a good idea this Exhibition was, and how 


it might have knit you and your colonies together if only——’ 
‘“What?" asked BrRITANNIA. 
'' If only you had not allowed it to be called the ‘ Colinderies,’ and so raised everlasting hate of the mother country in the Colonial bosom. I should like to puni 

every one who uses the term.’ 

‘t Breavens | <a 
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‘ - —. Bem Sf -HE sweet calm of 
ine at ae ‘SS summer is upon 
(ff é us, and, beyond a 


| ie / couple of new 
we , wie plays a week, and 
Ls nine or ten mati- 
nées, stagnation 
has come upon the 
theatrical world, 
and many a lucky 
lady is “‘ rest-ing ” 
= by the sad sea- 
shore. Alas for 
the critic, no 
hint of resting 

for him! 


' THERE was a 
benefit perform- 
ae or ae ance at the 
ODA ph. os lm 4 dts Comedy the other 

morning, the 

manageress, Miss 
Violet Melnotte, being the d¢énéficiare ; but, although the rows upon rows 
of empty stalls were doubtless sold, theatrical rows cannot compete 
with ‘* the rose of June,” and the attractions of fine weather and out-door 
sports, probably account for the absence of those who should have been 
present—let us, for Miss Melnotte’s sake, hope as much. Shecan scarcely 
be called a great actress, and is certainly not an expert manageress as 
regards the pieces she chooses ; but I know she’d /#ke to produce a good 
piece if somebody would only write it, and she has certainly kept a lot 
of acting folks ‘‘in collar” at some expense. 


ig 


A Hint o’ RESTING-FIGURE. 


THE programme was of very much the usual character: a scene from 
Erminie, an act from Money, and a scene from The Lily of Leoville, 
yo ee with songs, &c., by individual performers—Arthur Roberts, 
Lionel Brough, and Miss Loseby, and Mr. Righton, being distinguished 
a the comics during the time I was present. Mdlle. Delaporte 
justified her assumed nationality by giving a French song in excellent 
style, and Mdille, Isabelle Levallois played Sarasate’s Spanish Dance for 
the violin with spirit and grip. I think it must have been Mr. Van 
Biene who slaye! a violoncello solo, not in the programme, with very 
capital style, 


Drury Lang.—aA little more rehearsing and pulling together would 
benefit /rivo/i considerably ; all the little shortcomings of performance, 
particularly in such matters as taking up entrance cues smartly, and 
such as are usually grouped under the heading of ‘‘ go,” are 
exaggeratedly apparent on so large a stage as that of Old Drury, and 
the performance of Tuesday evening last was not, on the whole, one to 
be proud of. ee 

THE story is very ordinary; the music, pretty enough, but not par- 
ticularly fresh ; and the lyrics, as far as I could judge, 
smoothly written, but no more. The dresses are rich 
enough in material and number, but commonplace in 
design; the scenery, however, Jeaves nothing to 
desire, and the grouping and stage management 
are what might be expected of the expert and 
experienced head of affairs at this house. There 
are two capital ballets, also—in fact, as far as 
spectacle’is concerned, the taste for it can be satisfied 
to the full. 


THE cast looks strong enough on paper, but some- 
how it doesn’t come out very strongly. Madame 
Rose Hersee is not in any way suited to the part 
of Frivoli. Both Messrs. Pierpoint and Thorn- 
dyke, though respectable singers, are painful from 
an — — of view. essrs. Nicholls, Pate- 
man, and Victor Stevens are funny, and will be 
funnier as the piece ages. Miss Tempest’s singing 
would be difficult to improve upon, and is simply 
“‘worth all the money.” Other singers, actors, 
and actresses are in the cast, and do good service, 
but the total result dangerously approaches the 





Her own STAN- 








dreary. The theatre is eminently one for the Dane. 
hot weather in its size and airiness. NESTOR, 
SEVERAL young teetotallers who were advised by a t 
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ENICKNAOKS, 


A WEATHER-BEATEN “Indian,” seated in a bar at the ‘‘ Colindies ” 
last week, was heard to express himself in strong Irish-American ver- 
nacular as follows :—‘* Yew bet, cap, 
if the consumptive, decrepid Britishers 
don’t give our bhoys Home Rule, we'll 
be bound to blow darned old England 
to that location wheer galoshes is onne- 
cessary adjuncts; wheer nary a pair of 
skates has ever bin sowld; and wheer 
a snowballin’ match would be looked on 
as a phenomenal wonder by the oldest 
inhabitant.” 


a 

A YOUTHFUL and vivacious matron, 
who was convicted of bigamy lately, 
pleaded that she was driven to commit 
the crime, as her husband would get up 
in the middle of the night, write poetry, , 
and then wake her and read the twaddle aloud. The sinner was justly 
let off with a nominal sentence by a sympathetic judge. As a matter of 
fact, ultra-poetical men have no right to marry sprightly women. The 
giant poet, Heine, held this idea to be right, and very carefully selected 
a lymphatic partner endued with much patience. His spouse seemed 
as if she had been specially bred to be a poet’s wife, for she was slavishly 
devoted to him, and lolled about day and night listening to all the lines he 
wrote with placid satisfaction. When the great genius was on his 
deathbed, the faithful little woman knelt by the bedside, clasped her 
hands, and sobbingly ejaculated, ‘‘ 1/ox Dieu! do not take my Henri 
from me yet ; I have already lost my parrakeet this week.” 





AN election committee that sat up all night to choose an efficient 
chairman, were interviewed at early morn, at their committee rooms, by 
a deputation of excited wives. Several of the most hard-working Bene- 
dicts were led to their homes in a most exhausted condition, and have 
had to undergo a three days’ treatment of hot beef-tea and iced soda 
entirely through over-exerting themselves in the cause of ‘‘ justice and 
freedom.” 


SoMEBODY or other says: ‘‘ Through the extreme heat of controversy, 
it is hardly to be wondered that sometimes the actual point in dispute 
is never really settled.”” Here we have an instance which proves the 
truth of this deduction. An American cow-boy, who had a difference 
of opinion with his papa as to whether the word whisky had an ‘*h” in 
it or not, settled the debate by settling the old gentleman with a bowie- 
knife. In the room where the murder was committed, a dictionary, 
which was actually stained with the unfortunate father’s gore, stood on 
a low shelf. Neither of the excited men had referred to it to settle the 
momentous question. 


Mr. Henry IrvING’s intended trip to America is to be a pleasure- 
jaunt this time. Henry can well afford to take a holiday in the States. 
During one of his professional visits to Chicago, in one week the great 
tragedian’s receipts reached the respectable sum of eighteen thousand 
dollars odd. Henry’s expressive face and form has been curiously com- 
mented on by various American critics, Per example. <A gentleman 
who combined scene-painting with dramatic criticism, once wrote :— 
‘* Mr, Irving’s facial expression makes the most lunk-headed ignoramuses 
pull up their socks and gaze with intense awe at him. Highly sensitive 
people are elevated into a spiritual Turkish bath by his powerful declama- 
tion. His form is delicate as that ofa young gum-tree. Heis a walking 
scenic effect, and is far more picturesque than a ruined water-mill by 
moonlight.” 


THE mania for collecting old postage stamps has not yet died out. 
An enterprising tradesman who has bought up all the stamps he could 
of the defunct Italian States, has made quite a little fortune by the 
speculation. The only three confirmed adult collectors of stamps we 
have ever had the misfortune to know came to a bad end. No. 1 com- 
mitted bigamy and fied to America; No, 2 retired to Spain under 
a pressure of circumstances, and eventually shot himself; No. 3 departed 
this life in a private lunatic asylum. 


AN American editor says that before he starts for a long holiday in 
Europe he prepares nearly a year’s matter in advance. He remarks 
that it’s no trouble at all to the spry conductor of a smart paper im the 
States to throw a pile of manuscript into the future, and let time and 
the journal catch it up. 





A VOLUNTEER, who spoke with a very strong Irish accent, has been 





fined fifteen shillings for firing at the roof of a railway station, It is 
pposed tl floating about there, and | 
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A HENLEY OUTRIGGER. 
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‘*JUST THE FIGGER FOR A RIGGER.” 






HENLEY WEAK. 
*©Ou, Lor!” 











SONGS OF THE WATERING- 
PLACES. 


No. IIL.—NeEw BRIGHTON, 


WHEN Manchester and Liverpool 
Are panting for ‘‘ a little cool,” 
And cotton lord and jaunty clerk 
Alike is thinking what a lark 
’Twould be to be a triton ; 
If there’s one shore 
That tempts them more 
Than others, ’tis New Brighton, 


In half-an-hour on those bright sands 
The happy Liverpudlian stands, 
Of Cottonopolis the son 
In far less than a three hours’ run— 
They look on maps still nearer ; 
And then each one 
Goes in for fun, 
Or entertainment dearer, 


The witches there of Lancashire, 
And Cheshire girls, set hearts on fire: 
There may be seen some small purse-pride, 
But manners stiff and sanctified 
The jokers cast no blight on ; 
For life is gay— 
** Fast,” some folks say— 
That’s led at cool New Brighton. 


The languid swell will not there find 
The sport of a rejoicing kind— 
The Lancashire and Cheshire crowd 
Like ane ve a little loud, 
Full-flavoured, appetising ; 
And seek a field lias 
That much will yield 
To humours enterprising. 


About good Queen Elizabeth 

There scandal will but waste its breath ; 
Therefore, if pretty Mrs. E. 

Does flirt a bit with Mr. D., 











Such things we elsewhere light on ; 
The two are charm’d, 
And no one harm’d, 

At least, not in New Brighton. 


That this is Cheshire’s Biarritz, 
Each gay abitué admits— 
The ladies have to dress and dance, 
The gentlemen love games of chance, 
But other games play gladly : 
Yes, entre nous, 
All things they’ll do 
But take their pleasures sadly. 


Not to be Thought Of. 


{An ores yeas ines that as Lord Randolph, 
since the period when he attained Cabinet rank, has 
contrived to be occasionally dull, it may come to pass 
that he will become habitually serious. } 
AMIb the battle’s roar and din 
(Of course, I mean, political), 
When people wonder who will win, 
For, lo! the issue’s critical. 
There comes a cry amid the hum— 
A whisper most mysterious, 
Which says ‘‘ Lord Randolph may become 
Habitually serious !” 


Let’s hope the rumour’s not correct, — 
He wakes the House’s dreariness, 
While many members we elect 
Induce a sense of weariness. 

So we love Randy (though we learn 
He’s now still more mysterious), 
And we should grieve were he to turn 

Habitually serious ! 


This quick-change artist’s frequent wheeze, 
The slang he salts his speeches with, 
His fierce attacks, his big, big D.’s, 
The voice his lordship screeches with. 
For these we love this wild M.P.— 
His antics never weary us : 
So, Randolph, never may you be 
Habitually serious ! 








Le Roi S’Amuse. 
(A DisLoyAL DocGeRg1.) 


{Charles the Fifth, in all his glory, was not perhaps 
treated to more ceremony than the pretty little bundle 
of humanity that now represents the royal dignity of 
Spain.— Newspaper Correspondent.) 

OH! could I be the Pride of Spain 

In his lace and furbelows, 
With courtiers bowing might and main, 
As they stand in long, long rows. 


The Pride of Spain a big man is, 
If not, Sir, six months old ; 

A Queen doth watch his little phiz 
In its bassinette of gold. 


For marshals, Sir, and chamberlains, 
Hidalgos small and great, 

And equerries in golden chains 
Keep up our monarch’s state. 


And jolly priests in alb, not band, 
And monks from ev’ry ilk, 

Grand bishops take the front, and stand 
In sacerdotal silk. 


His majesty on ev’ry night 
Is welcomed by the court ; 

And all cry, **‘ What a lovely sight !” 
As in the monarch’s brought. 


‘Mid twinkling gems from Ind and Orm, 
He sucks his little thumbs, 

And condescends to kick and storm 
When inward trouble comes. 


Oh ! save the mighty King of Spain, 
Oh ! bless him ev'ry day, 

Oh! keep him free from sin and pain, 
With a hip, hip, hip, hurray ! 
* » . . 


A million poor must starve and weep 
As the king rocks in his cradle, 

For some are born with a stone in the mouth, 
And some with a golden ladle, 
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JUSTIFIABLE. 


et —s 

No wonder an intelligent jury returned a verdict of ‘justifiable homicide.’ And inside that dilapidated cot, with the rain pouring in upon him through 
This was bow it happened ;—Frisoper, a landscape painter, had chanced upon the the roof, was the ignorant and aggravating inmate, thinking of ** pulling down the 
loveliest tumble-down cottage for a picture, and had sat down to paint it. rotten old place once and for all.” 
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Well, that wretched inmate had repeatedly attempted to do so; but the ye py painter had held him in an iron grip, while he worked at his picture with the 

other hand. 
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PULLING TOGETHER. 
RULE REGATTA. 


OR, 


AT THE HOME 


be 
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THE UNIONIST CREW 


A SKETCH 
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THH OONTRARINESS OF FAOTS. 


i had said lived in Tottenham Court 
Ried, ery Scaetek Pie is not likely Sat two or three persons would 
live at one place !”) 
WITH all the difficulties against which it is the lot of man to contend, 
the laws of na- 
ture don’t usu- 
ally slide clean 
out of their re- 
gular groove in 
order to stultify 
him ; all the ac- 
cepted axioms 
of science are 
not in the habit 
of turning out 
to be myths just 
to put stumb- 
ling-blocks in 
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white out of 
pure perversity 
and bad-feeling toward him. No, our Justice of the Peace was a far- 
ticularly unfortunate man, there’s not the slightest room for doubt! 

He had always been wise from childhood, had our J.P. The wisdom 
of his terse little remarks made during ny, Or would have made a 
lovely book—better than A ty they had been collected, There 
was boldness in them too—boldness and originality, as well as wisdom, 
and an intimate, deep, and instinctive knowledge of the ways of men 
and things which has seldom, if ever, found its equal. Nor can we be 
unmindful of the promptness with whieh our magistrate, even at the age 
of one, arrived at an unerring conclusion ; he appeared to grasp a situa- 
tion and decide upon it without the necessity of deliberation, by a self- 
acting, spontaneous, instantaneous instinct. 

Under these circumstances, it appeared but natural that our magis- 
trate would quickly attain that world-wide reputation for intense wisdom 
which he certainly merited ; but circumstances arrayed themselves dead 
against him from the first, while events were but too obviously actuated 
by an unveiled animosity towards him which could only be described 
as most discreditable. Reflecting upon the trying career of that unfor- 
tunate man, we are persuaded that, had he chanced to remark “‘ water 
will find its own level,” or ‘‘ you can’t get milk out of a stone,” all the 
water in the vicinity would pr weory & op built itself up into a mound, 
or all the road metal round about have gone on in a manner to render 
cows a superfluity. 

It was one day when he was under the care of his nursery governess 
that the difficulties of his career commenced ; the conversation had 
turned upon fishes, Without any apparent reflection upon the subject, 
and evidently assisted by that spontaneous instinct, little Johnny (for he 
was not a magistrate then) remarked—‘“‘ Pooh! Fishes wouldn’t be 
likely to live in the water ; don’t tell me ¢4af¢ nonsense !” 

Now, we happen to know, on most reliable information, that the 
fishes got wind of his remark, and (out of pure bad feeling) immediately 

ut their heads together to prove our magistrate inthe wrong. ‘“ Let’s 
instantly take to living in the water,” they exclaimed in chorus; ‘‘ and 
then the world 
will fancy that 
we always have, 
and put him 
down asa fool,” 
And they did 
take to living in 
the water, put- 
ting up with all 
the _inconve- 
niences of ft for 
the pleasure of 
doing our ma- 
gistrate an evil 
turn; and when 
he led his nur- 
sery governess 
to the river to 
show her exult- 
antly that the 
fish were not in it, but perching on the trees above it, there were those 
nasty fish swimming about in shoals, and winking merrily at one another 
at his discomfiture. 

Let us pass over his early years, all rendered unpleasant by the con- 
trariness of events, and t tl 1 when he 
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take up the thread again at that peri 








was a full-blown magistrate, in complete working order. It was at this 
period that he felt most bitterly the loss of that reputation for wisdom 


which he could not but look upon as his due; but it was in vain that he 
strove after it. . The world tat be biassed by the absurd way in 
which events arranged themselves in opposition to his shrewdest dicta, 
and would look upon him as a maker of blunders and a committer of 
mistakes. One day, during the hearing of a case, he determined to 
throw his whole self into one great effort to achieve that reputation for 
wisdom ; and, without hesitation or any preparation whatever, he threw 
off the following brilliant aphorism :—‘“‘Is it likely that two different 
persons would both be walking along Regent Street in stove-pipe hats 
at the same time?” And decided the case upon the utter improbability 
of the supposition. 
But what was his mortification as he walked home down Regent 
Street that evening to count no fewer than seven hundred and thirty-one 
ersons, all in stove-pipe hats, all walking along that thoroughfare. 
The shock was really too much for him, and he never completely rallied. 
Then the judges turned against him, and repeatedly reversed his deci- 
sions with severe animadversions on his aphorisms; and finally the 
Home Secretary took to writing unkind letters to him. He could not 
stand it; he went clean out of his mind, and took to saying, on every 
occasion, the exact reverse of what his reason would have prompted ; 
and very, very strange to say, he now has a reputation for the utmost 
wisdom, and is looked upon as the best magistrate on the bench ! 


—= ee 


The Unionist Crew; or, Pulling Together. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


PULLING together, the Union Crew 
(An odd one as any that ever you knew), 
Can show in their race 
Both a pretty smart pace 
And a lively abundance of “ go ;” 
And though it seems strange how they all can devote 
Their powers to urging the very same boat, 
Yet the dullest of blockheads may easily note 
That they’re thoroughly doughty opponents afloat, 
With a pull that is strong, 
And a pull that is long, 
Pulling together—yeo-ho ! 

















A breathless excitement attends on the strife ; 
Each oarsman will tug as it were for his life ; 
The waters are rough, 
But the rowers are tough, 
And will certainly do all they know ; 
Their craft they no doubt have the skill to impel 
At a vigorous stroke and a quick time as well, 
Whilst their motley supporters with ecstasy yell : 
Still, he’d surely be rash that should dare to foretell 
Who will win the first prize, 
When such athletes one spies 
Pulling together—yeo-ho ! 





A Nip of “Irish.” 
(A DITTY AFTER DIXky.) 


THE question that now driveth everyone mad 
Is Irish, you know—quite Irish, you know ; 
And the trouble that’s sent Mr. G, to the bad, 
Is Irish, quite Irish, you know. 
We hear of Home Rule, go wherever we may— 
In the salon, the street, at the park, at the play— 
From this topic we somehow can mof get away, 
For it’s Irish, quite Irish, you know. 


News topics were once wont to vary, but now 
They’re Irish, you know—all Irish, you know. 

Many ‘‘ rows” are afoot, but, alas! the great ‘row ” 
Is Irish, quite Irish, you know. 

All other affairs are kept back in the shade, 

This sudden election is stopping all trade, 

Other sons of the Bmpire must wait, we’re afraid, 
For the Irish, the Irish, you know. 


Manifestoes—now issued by scores ev’ry day— 
Are Irish, you know—all Irish, you know; 
And who hope to let once mighty Gladstone have sway ? 
Why, the Irish, the Irish, you know. 
E’er since this Hibernian shindy begun, 
We have hoped that the Right will to Ireland be done— 
To do Erin Fustice, the Empire’s friend, Fun, 
Is Irish, quite Irish, you know. 
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AT THE REGATTA.—RANDY’S FOUR-IN-HAND. 








A Water-Colour-able Imitation, 
(With Apologies to our Distinguished Guest, Oliver Wendell Holmes.) 


[Mr. J. C. Robinson recently declared that water-colour drawings exposed to the 
ordinary daylight had a very brief existence. But the R. I. P. in Water-Colours 
arrayed a representative collection, and soon proved otherwise ] 

OF late J. C. Robinson started a scare, 
And the R. I. P. did he fill with dismay ; 
Water-colours, he vowed, with a dogmatic air, 
Would soon fade if exposed to the light of the day. 
But J. C. 
Robinson, he 
Didn’t prove a true prophet, as you'll agree. 


For the R. I. P., starting up from repose, 

Some examples of sound water-colours soon hung, 
Which together made up the most charming of shows, 
And delighted the eyes of the old and the young. 

And J. C. 
Robinson, he 
Found his theory wrong—yea, as wrong as could be. 


Of course there’s a moral attached to this lay, 
Which is this—when you prophesy do not be rash, 
Or else you may find that the light of the day 
May send all your vaunted predictions to smash. 
Unlike J. U. 
Robinson, zwe 
Should wait till we 4now—ere we prophets would be. 


Dust thou like the Picture? 


| 
| 
| 
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is said to be solving the great dust problem in its own fashion. The | 


[Whitechapel 
householders there now empty their ashes in bins erected in the streets ) 


WHITECHAPEL is certainly wise in its way, 

And this proves its inhabitants trusty ; 
That the agri seldom is neat, some say, 
Yet its people are up to the time of day, 

And its houses are not so dusty. 


A PROVINCIAL PAPER points out that Lord R. Churchill has taken | 


to the war-path again—in a fresh coating of paint and feathers. Some 
of Lord R.’s opponents might think that, for his recent outbursts of 
Billingsgate, he deserved tar and feathers; while even the most sensi- 
tive Vani -ould not say, ** Those speeches war-path-cetic.”’ 


1 anxec lid nc 
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Political Bonnets, 


[The Daily Telegraph having described the Political Bonnets that are about to be 
worn, the Fair Sex have addressed the following letter to Mr. Fun, their chief 
admirer and adviser ] 

On, kind Mr. Fun, you amusing o/d dear," 

We beg that a while you will lend us your ear ; 

We won’t keep it long, but we want your advice 
Concerning a fashion that seems very nice. 

** Political Bonnets’’ are now to be worn, 

And with these we our beautiful heads would adorn ; 
So the styles of these Bonnets we’d like to unfold 
To you who are clever, although getting o/d. ¢ 


The Primrose League Bonnet is first on the list— 

A duck of a thing that is hard to resist ; 

’Tis made of sweet primroses, yellow and white, 

Or green leaves on pale primrose and tulle—what delight ! 
Then the sweet Home Rule Bonnet of green and blue tulle— 
We think our complexions ’twould suit as a rule, 

Trimmed with shamrocks and cornflowers, isn’t that nice ? 
Yet these smart Home Rule Bonnets seem dear at the price. 


The Unionist Bonnet, the D. 7: suggests, 

For a lady who thoughts of disruption detests. 

‘* Let that Bonnet,” it says (its description is lax), 

‘* Be tastefully trimmed with small Union Jacks.” 
Now, we'd wear this a/ once, if ’twere proved as a fact, 
That thus doing, we’d help keep the Empire intact. 
O, advise us, dear FuN—O, thou sage most sublime, 
Who art sof for an age, but, indeed, for all time. 


* * * * * 


But there, after all, wherefore ask this advice? 

You, like us, will confess a// these Bonnets are nice. 
The Primrose League Bonnet is charming and neat, 
And the Green Home Rule Bonnet is really as sweet ; 
The Union Jack Bonnet—Imperial sign— 

Is likewise a Bonnet that’s almost divine. 

But there, after all, ’twill of course be confest 

We should pick out the Bonnet in which we look best, 


* This, of course, the reader will regard as strictly confidential—that is, as far as 
Mrs. F. is concerned. t Hem | 


tee eee oe 


It iz very hard tew fully appreciate fun in which yew air not a par- 
isipatur.—O. E. Porrs. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epiror or “ Fon,” 


IR,—I seldom open the letters I 
receive unless I know the hand- 
writing. I used to, in my fave 
de fowe gras and lobster salad 
days, but indiscretion departed 
just about the time indigestion 
turned up. I remember those 
days! But I soon got used to 
the abusive epithets and inferior 
logic,and they palled upon me. 
To be called an ‘‘ unblushing 
swindler,” or an ‘‘ illiterate and 
intoxicated robber of the widow 
and orphan,” and such like, 
was all very well as long as the 
novelty lasted, but I yearned 
for other things in a little while, 
and adopted the system I’ve 
mentioned. It had one dis- 
advantage : correspondents, 
finding their letters unnoticed, 
became callers, and thundered 

at my knocker with vengeful thunderings, but always, strange to say, 
when I was not at home. Many’s the hour I’ve sat in my sanctum and 
heard them do it, while the street, as to its upper windows, has been 
one mass of slaveys’ heads. As there is nothing particular doing this 
week, I will just run over a few of these callers. 

The gentleman with the head of hair pictured in the initial is of the 
inwardly raging, but outwardly calm, and grimly vicious type. He 
never gets over my threshold ; but if he were to do so, I know exactly 
how he would behave. He would enter the 
room with an aspect of terrible determina- 
tion; he would begin with a business-like 
air. ‘‘ Now, sir, so-and-so has happened, 
things are thus and thus, and you are respon- 
sible for them. What do you propose to 
do?” Giving me very clearly to understand 
that, whatever I propane to do, he has a very 
certain knowledge of what Ae proposes to do 
in the event of my ‘‘ doing” not being exactly 
to his liking. And, calmly as he begins, he 
will presently work himself up till horse- 
whipping is nothing to what he won’t do, 

e second sketch represents a very de- 
termined young gentleman, He is bad to 
beat. He passes the whole morning knocking 
at the door, and comes back again after lunch. The police have no 
terrors for him. Indeed, I regret to say that, having found me obtuse 
to hints respecting drinks from time to time, they rather encourage him, 
by affecting not to see him. He varies his knocking by goading re- 
marks, much in this style, ‘‘ Here! D’yere! I want my money back ! 
Come out, you bald-headed duffer, an’ I'll give you what for! D’yere! 
I say! come out an’ have your head punched.” But I don’t go out, 
and he eventually retires. 

The third type come upon is a comparatively pretty young lady. 
This is a pathetic case. The sor- 
rows of a comparatively pretty 
young lady are always pathetic. 
This is a case in which the door is 
generally opened in answer to her 
knock, and although she gets no 
further than the attendant nymph 
who obliges us in the rougher do- 
mestic offices, she pours forth her 
sorrows to that willing listener. 
“*It is too bad,” she says, ‘‘it is 
not so much that I /ose by following 
the old man’s tips, it is that I don’t 
win, I'm not bound to pay, but 
where am I to get gloves from?” 
It is a painful instance of the injus- 
tice of fate. Do not let us dwell 
upon it. 

There is not much pathos about 
the next specimen. He is some 
sort of stable help, I think, and 











usually first addresses me as 
** Honoured Sir,” and wants to 
know se 
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you remember, even a semper tendit his what-ya-may-call’um), 
his tone changes. e sends me pages of pale-inked and slanting 
abuse, couched in much curious language— 
which, as I said before, I do not read—and 
subsequently he calls—and knocks. His 
knocks are splendid specimens. They re- 
sound through the ao ower and pound 
through your nerves and brains till you lay 
yourself upon the floor, and pile on a sarco- 
phagus of sofa-cushions above your recumbent 
body in the vain search for relief. When he 
is not knocking he perambulates the pave- 
ment in front of the house, peers into the 
windows, and repeats the substance of his 
letters, to the delight of the assembled crowd, 
whom he presently harangues on the subject 
of my enormities. 

There are hundreds of others, of course, 
from the timid and uncertain young man who “puts it to us really, 
now,” to the florid and full-bodied lady who is ‘‘a respectable married 
woman, who’s husband will let us 
know, and who'll have the law on us ‘y 
if there is any in the country, so 
make your mind up for that ;” but I 
have only space for the lady in the 
margin, who, I fancy, is Captain 
Joyful Jane, or something in the Sal- 
vation Army. She is very bitter on 
the thirst for this world’s goods, as 
evidenced by my nefarious practices 
and the wickedness of holding out 
visions of gold, never to be fulfilled, 
to the innocent and guileless ear of 
such as herself. Next week I will 
give her another chance of fortune. 
Meantime, I am, yours, Xc., 

TROPHONIUS. 

P.S.—I believe I have some good 
things for Goodwood, and I am work- 
ing them up into suitable form for 
publication ; you look out for them, 
and you'll have the best chance of 
making a fortune you've ever had in 
your life. 














Extraordinary Coincidence. 


IN ‘f SNO@PING” there is a story of a certain JOHN, arrested by gen- 
darmes, in France, on suspicion of having sketched a fortress. In 
describing John the author had in his mind Mr. JOSEPH PENNELL, the 
etcher, and his peculiar style of chaffing French donassier, police, and 
gypsies. In the story, JOHN and a brother artist are supposed to be on 
a boating and sketching tour in France, as a shore view is spoken of. 
By a singular coincidence, it happened that at the time when ‘* SNoop- 
ING” appeared, in fact about the very day, MR. PENNELL and PHILIP 
G. HAMERTON, being on a boating and sketching tour on the Saone, 
were arrested at Pontallier on suspicien of having sketched a fortress, 
and the details of the incident subsequently received established events, 
in certain minute details, of a startling identity with those of the story. 
The gendarme who made the arrest conversed in the same stupid man- 
ner, and showed the same dense ignorance as to art, while the general 
in command, like the one of the tale, dismissed the case as mere non- 
sense as soon as he heard of it. The only material point of difference 
between the original story and the fact lies in this, that Mr. PENNELL 
did not, while being arrested, sketeh his own portrait, but that of the 
gendarme. I would state, in conclusion, that Mr. PENNELL had never 
seen, or even heard of the story in question. 

CHARLES G, LELAND. 
Re-Oanter. 
: Lin Globe thinks the Conservatives ought to win “ in a canter” in Mid-Cumber- 
an 
THIs statement, ve Conservatives’ success, 
Is somewhat premature—’tis doubtful, very— 
If they would in a canter win, we guess 
A much more likely spot is Canter-bury. 


The Wrong Man in the Wrong Place. 


A Tory candidate placards his district with, ‘‘ Vote for So-and-So, 





| your local and Conservative candidate.” The /ocal is distinctly new, but 


it 1S quite in accordance with the most approved traditions for a Tory to 


< sly ting Los Al 
CekK €iectl eing Piacé Man. 
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AFTER-DINNER NOTES ON THE THAMES. 


and-So, _ Our boating artist, and our special reporter on boating subjects, take a to Henley Regatta. After, what they are pleased to call, a . iet, rippli 
ew, but riverside dinner at the Red Lion, they perpetrate the above sketches and . Ia the last drawing, “ Hugging the unk,” par artict has Seenaed Fp ter 


remarkably correct like f ‘ C ¢ : : ; 
Tory to charged as "eonaiine an” reporter. We decline to pay for the modest little feed indulged in by our contributors. It amounts to Ls 6s. 44., and is 
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To Conszsrorperts.—7 iter a bind himself t 
Cy [NTS The Edite ¥ Gots not mend himself to acknowledge, rtturn, or pay for Contributions im mo case will they be returned unicss 
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" Cups, indeed! A knife and fork is more in And a couple of spoons in theirs ! What's the use of Cups without ‘‘Sauce-rs?” Here area 
my line!” couple of ‘em. 
{we — 
A Free and (Chin)-easy Ballad. And the Government reigning at Pekin PRIOH, ONE SHILLING EACH; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
[The Heathen Chinee has of late been tampering so He endeavoured to cover with shame. JusT our 
- oan py ex " fon, See — i . — you see ° 
. o e aritime u ms ‘9 ’ 
Sasive, tes semenetvated with the Imperial Govern. Is a sensible man, S INT © © E L INT (>. 
ment at Pekin. Japan teas are now going up in favour.) | But to mend China tea BY CHARLES G LELAND 
: Hest hi Is a tea-dious plan. me ' »9 
— mv beeen And, meanwhile, we J.’s who’ve been swindled, ("HANS BREITMANN °). 
With the fragrant Bohea, Are tasting the teas of J-pan. Now Ready. 
Pekoe, Congo, Souchong, 
And similar teas that we British - THE RIVER OF LIFE, 
Have fondly imbibed for so long. ove. day ne ee, a he A LONDON STORY. 
wi is supposed habit of rising late. 
And so a brave Hart the twitter, ‘‘ Why, I was in the Hampstead By ZOHN LATEY, Jun., 
(Which Sir Robert’s his name) Ponds this morning at half-past four.” Potts TEROE OF * LAE SANCUS. 
Has seen fit to impart hooked at him for some moments, and replied, “FUN” OFFICE— 
His disgust at the same, “It's a pity you didn’t stop there !” 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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LEAD. PURE AND 0C04a 
_ Used in the Royal Household. See that you set it! | SOLUBLE. 
Drapery, Pictures, Carpets, Forniture, Ornainents, &c sand ETT) | BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS, 


HE CRITERION (Morn- 
ing). — The remorseless 
reduction to its elements 
which a novel has to un- 
dergo in the process of 
preparation for the stage is 
not by any means the kind 
of ordeal the works of the 
erratic Ouida take to 
kindly, They are not very 
good novels, but they are 
wofully bad plays. Their 
strained sentimentality and 
sham “life” appear in all 
the naive simplicity of their 
naked comicality, and even 
Mr. W. G. Wills’ ex- 
perience, backed by the 
unusual privilege of the 
authoress’s special permis- 
sion, and the comparative 
harmlessness of the story, 








~ « j y. ss : » 
9 dh So was not sufficient to enable 
Tue Cerrerion.<Beet’s co-as-vou-rpease- him to make a good play 
RACE, out of ** Two Little 


Wooden Shoes.” These 
shoes are unlikely to be worn out by any running Zhe Little Pilgrim 
will indulge in. 


Miss HuGHes, as the heroine, did not Miss Hughes her opportunity. 
Her picture of innocent simplicity was very real and interestingly unlike 
the ** innocence” of the landlady’s daughter in 7ie Man With Three 
Wives. 1 should think this young lady had a big future before her, 
judging by her grasp of the subtle differences of similar characters. The 
play ends, by-the-way, without very clearly defining the artless Bebé’s fate. 


A NEW one-act piece in blank verse followed. It is by Mr. A. C. 
Calmour, the author of Love’s Messenger, and called Love’s Martyrdom. 
It seemed to me that there was a certain dulness in the lines, but the 
idea is decidedly dramatic and the piece is short—two prime merits. It 
had the benefit of being played by Mr, H. B. Conway and Miss Dorothy 
Dene, and there is no question that the benefit was considerable, al- 
though the gentleman was unable to ‘‘ keep his hair on ” (losing his wig 
in his dying struggles), and the lady had to commit suicide by sticking 
herself violently in the chest with nothing, 


THE STRAND, TOOLE’s, and THE OLYMPIC each opened with a fresh 
programme on the same evening, but I’ve seen none of them yet, so I 
am able to say, without the slightest bias, that they are respectively 
good, middling, and inferior, 


THe CoMepy.--Erminie has been revived here with most of the 
original cast and all the original success, Miss St. John was never in 











Tug Comenpy.—Tue SNAPPER-UP OF TRIFLES—VERY SNaPPy. 


better voice, Mr. Wyatt never more dapper, lengthy, agile, or insow- 
ant (if you will permit ner Mr. Paulton more funereal or success 


Ww 





voice, too, and Miss Everleigh smart and attractive. Mr. Kaye and 
Miss M. A. Victor supplied the fun, upon which Mr. P. Compton was 
a very good damper. Miss Melnotte appears in the part formerly 
played by Miss Kate Munroe, while Miss Minnie Bell takes the part of 
Cerise—Cerise-ently played by the former. This opera is only put up 
for a few weeks, previously to the departure of the company for the 


country, but it ought to run all it’s wanted to. 





THE VAUDEVILLE (Morning).—The managers of Mr. Thomas 
Whiffin’s matinée knew their business, and gave Haze/ Kirke every 
chance. It had been properly rehearsed and honestly and well cast, so 
that, whatever the verdict on the piece itself, the public (or, perhaps, to 
prevent mistakes I should say the audience) had good acting, at least, 
for their money (in as far as they had paid any money). Truth to tell, 
the piece had to be given up very early in the game. It had been 
hinted to us that much of the failure of Adonis was attributable to its 
being (to us) an unrecognisable burlesque on Haze/ Kirke, After seeing 
Hazel Kirke, 1 think just what I thought before, that there is nothing 
in it with which anyone with a decent experience of melodrama must 


not long ago have acquainted himself. 


THE acting is, however, another matter, and served, in some instances 
to make a theatrical performance on a hot July afternoon actually en- 
joyable. Mr. Whiffin it is not easy to judge; he may be a good actor, 
but the part of Pittacuss Green is an irritating one, with its ineffectual 
straining after humour, and it is uncompensated-for prominence, so that 
one is only comfortable in his absence—which was perhaps hard upon 
Mr. Whiffin. The refined vigour and finish of Mr, Fernandez was never 
better displayed than in the not very probable character of the stern 
parient, and Miss Millward established 
her claim to a very prominent position in = 
the theatrical firmament by the assured | 4 
truth of her impersonation of the (as usual) 
preternaturally badly used heroine. 


THE Savoy.—A second view of Zhe 
Mikado, which I had the other night, more 
than fifteen months after the first, fostered 
no other feeling than a desire to see it for 
the third time, which I propose to do some- 
where about fifteen months in the future. 
There is very little sign of the long run in 
the way it is played—the business being 
as neat and fresh as ever, with the excep- 
tion of the sprawling absurdities indulged 
in by Messrs. Barrington and Grossmith 
in the scene with the Mikado—it is out 
of character with the piece. By-the-way, 
this is another good theatre for the hot 
weather. I was as cool as a cucumber all 
the time, in spite of the continued exertion 
of laughing. 


a 


STEINWAY HALL.—I’m afraid I don’t THE Savoy.—Just Tue Tura- 
TRE FOR THE HOT WEATHER 


care twopence for the objects ofthe Richard = yoo, ar THis (s)cHOoL 
Wagner Society, but I always like to hear — arr. 

Miss Alma Murray recite. She recited last 

week at this hall for the benefit of that Society, and her efforts had 
all the delicate excellence and subtle appreciation of her author which 
distinguishes her. But I’m glad she is to play at Drury Lane in the 
autumn. I’m tired of seeing her wasting her histrionic sweetness on the 
desert air of these amateur arrangements, 





Nops AND WINKs.—7Zze Bells and Raising the Wind, for the bene- 
fit of the Actors’ Benevolent Fund, will be given at the Lyceum on the 
24th inst. As Mr. Irving will play Mathias and Jeremy Diddler (the 
latter one of his best performances yet, I think), and Miss Ellen Terry 
will appear as Peggy in the farce, I don’t think more need be said; for, 
I suppose, no one needs informing of the excellent character, use, and 
administration of the fund.—Mr. Wilson Barrett’s farewell performance, 
previous to his departure to America, takes place on the previous Thurs- 
day, so ‘‘give him a bumper at parting.”—Mr. H. Walsham has been 
engaged for the tenor part in Frivo/i, This is a vast improvement, but 
all will not be done until a new author and a new ‘minstrel ” are pro- 
vided.—Messrs, G. Manville Fenn and J. Darnley are engaged upon a 
three-act farcical comedy, called 7ie Barrister, which will shortly see 
the light and set us all splitting our sides, 7 know.— Zhe Schoolmistress 
completed her hundredth performance on Wednesday last, and is now 
going merrily on to the next ‘‘ term.” NESTOR, 
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Come down to Dover, dear—you’re such a 



























































JULY 14, 1886. FUN. 3 
A DISTRESSING INCIDENT. 
(FOR WHICH, HOWEVER, Mr, FUN CANNOT ACCEPT ANY RESPONSIBILITY.) 
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‘**Most done with ‘ Fun,’§sir ?” 


‘I say, sir, are you ever going to let me 


** You've kept ‘ Fun’ exactly an hour, sir and 
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have ‘Fun'?” confound it, I'll have it now!” 
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** No, you don’t, sir!” 


And then heir feelings became too strong for 
er words, 


Result—both chucked. (N.B.—There was ‘‘a trifle 
to pay for broken glass.’’) 








SONGS OF THE WATERING- 
PLACHBS. 
No, III.—Dover, 


CoME down to Dover, dear—come down to 
Dover !— 
Albion’s cliffs so fair 
Glow in the summer air— 
Sunshades repel the glare— 
Come down to Dover !— 
Come drink the channel breeze, 
Better than s.-and-b.’s !— 
We'l/ not ** cross over,” 


Come down to Dover, dear—where I’m en- 
joying, 
Trust me, no end of fun ; 
Feeling, dear, quite A One, 
Plump as a fresh-baked bun— 
All day employing ; 
Such sights to make me laugh !— 
Such sea-sick frights to chaff !— 
Nothing annoying ! 
Come down to Dover, dear—come down to 
Dover !— 
Albion’s cliffs, &c. 


scoffer— 


You recollect her ?—Well, 
She’s had an offer !— 
Man with a title, too— 
Person, I fancy, you 
Might call a toffer ! 
Come down to Dover, dear—come down to 
Dover !— 
Albion's cliffs, &c. 


Come down to Dover, dear. 
scandal !|— 
Just as I’ve often said !— 
That Mrs. Rosenred, 
Who so high held her head, 
Gone off with Randal !|— 
Rosenred, with a knife, 
Vows he'll take Randal’s life 
He’s such a Vandal ! 
Come down to Dover, dear—come down to 
Dover !— 
Albion’s cliffs, &c. 


Come down to Dover, dear—you'll be de- 
lighted !— 
Soldiers—both short and tall, 
Sailors—in trousers smal]— 
Darlings, dear, one and all !— 
Fishing-boat sighted !— 
Dover’s the place, you know, 


We've had such 





Else I'v me news to tell: 
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Where for sole q peor le ¢sOo— 


Fried, dear—not blight 


Come down to Dover, dear—come down to 
Dover !— 
Albion’s cliffs, &c. 


Come down to Dover, dear—I’ll not neglect 
you: 
Pa and mamma are here, 
So that you need not fear 
I’m not looked after, dear— 
That shan't deject you. 
Bring me a new blue sash, 
Ditto gloves (long) and cash— 
I shall expect you ! 
Come down to Dover, dear—come down to 
Dover !— 
Albion’s cliffs, &c. 





Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
HIS FILOSOPHY.—BU BBLES, 


I CAN put up with a bit of insivility from a 
shop if it iz the only one where I can obtain 
what I rekwire. 

One of the most yewsful men in the kommu- 
nity iz he who brings the byer tew the seller. 

Try and make not yewr falures, but yewr 
sukcesses, the milestones of yewr life. 





I dew not so much mind seeing any ong 


‘ears le Lines he he wet he ine a] 
wearing ole klose, but they must be kut well. 
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And it so happened that, as we were strolling away, we met a great concourse of insects. 


barn's? We want to thank him for his kindness in killing all the birds and hedgehogs, and so on, in our interest ; and to tell him 
now, and what justice we shall do to his crops.” 
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_ And, strange to say, the last time we saw the Intelligent Farmer he seemec 
n ur lessed thing, in , 
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The last time but one that we saw the Intelligent Farmer, he was jubilant and knowing. ‘‘/ know all about farming. I've killed all the birds, an’ all the moles, an’ 
all the hejjogs, an’ everything ; and you see if my crops aren't all right in future.” 
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" said he. 
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“* Beg pardon,” they said ; ‘‘ but could you direct us to Farmer Blunder- 
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“THE SEPARATISTS 
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LINES OF BATTLE; 
OR, A DISMAL POSSIBILITY OF THE NEAR FUTURE. 


PRELUDE. 


Jongs. Oh, Smith! Oh, Brown! Poor dear Robinson! I met 
him— alas! who can doubt that it was for the last, last time ?—but a 
few moments ago. He was proceeding toward the Met—— 

SmiTH., No, no! Unsay the words; they are too full of horrible 
augury and premonition of evil. I have hated Robinson for years; to 
me his name brought no thought of affection, no idea of regard ; to this 
day he owes me the two pounds ten for which he doth deny the liability. 
I have cursed him not infrequently, yet do I shudder at the awful fate 
in store for him. 

Brown, Nor was the name of Robinson dearer to me; but I would 
save him now. Know ye for certain that he purposed to travel by 

J. But too surely. I reasoned with him—clasped his headstrong 
knees in the public thoroughfare—entreated him, for the sake of his wife 
and little ones, to abandon the insane notion and take the’’bus. But he 
would not—declared he must keep an important business engagement 
at South Keasington station—the place where one alights for the Indian 
and Colonial Exhibit—— 

B. and S. We know the spot but too well. 

J. Brown! Smith! We are gifted with human pity. Let us 
breathe no word of all this to his poor wife. Stay—let us go to the 
doors—not beyond’ the doors—of the stations on those fatal lines and 
inquire concerning him. Perchance some faint traces of the unhappy 
man may yet remain—perchance it may not be too late. 

& e * ad * * 

B, We will. There is Earl’s Court ; let us be wary not to pass within 
its portals ; let us address this official through the knot-hole in the door. 
See, he eyes us as if thirsting for our blood. What ho! sir collector ; 
have ye seen aught of Robinson? He took a ticket—ha! what is this 
blood-stain in the booking-office? Can it be poor Robinson’s ? 

COLLECTOR. Not so; ‘tis but the outcome of a fierce affray between 
the chairmen of the rival companies; this time our District chairman 
well-nigh slew him of the Metropolitan, and forced him to retreat in his 
own rolling-stock, But of this your Robinson—what ticket had he? 

J. I heard him speak of purchasing a ticket by the District. (Aside.) 
Ha! see how his eye doth soften towards us at the words, 

Cot. I know him then. I did defend him against seven of the 
Metropolitan caitiffs; but after three hours they did wrench him from 
me, and carried him away in chains, Should they discover upon him 
that ticket of our company, I fear me ye will not see him more. 

J. Alas !—but let us steel ourselves, and try again. See, here is 
Baker Street, and yet again an official. 

OFFICIAL, Ask ye of Robinson? How? Say ye he was yon mis- 
creant bearing a ticket of the District line? 

J. How my blood curdles at the cloud of malignity that has come 
over the fellow’s countenance at my words! See—he is about to spring 
npon us! How he hisses out his words! 

Orr. / saw your Robinson. With mine own hand I plucked out his 
false teeth, and ground them beneath my heel. See—there is their 








dust. Another of our trusty M. R. C, fellows did tear away his traitor- 
ous cravat and rend it into fragments ; while yet a third did stamp upon 
his bunions, not once, but many times, and with much weight. They 
have dragged your Robinson, the District proteg’, to our board-room, 
where the secret council Ha! ha! ye curl with horror now, and 
your blood runs cold in your veins. Are ye accomplices of the hated 
M.D. R.C,? Say! 

J., B., and S. No, no, fair sir. We do assure you we are all in 
favour of your goodly M. R. C,, and wish it well. 

OFF. I do misdoubt me of your honesty. Take yea ticket by our 
.f ce ~~ r y j ur Ww r . : 











J., B., and S. Oh, that we will with pleasure. . . . But, ah, say, 
to reach this place named upon it, must we not pass the dreaded con- 
fines of the D. R. C.? Sere 

Orr. Ye must. It is for this I give it ye. 
as yet another pretext for revenge. 


Your usage will serve us 





J.» B., and S. Alas! See, an M. D. R. official approaches us, tor- 
ture implements in hand, Oh, kindly sir—we crave Ha! we are 
bound, gagged—hurried away into the darksome tunnel! See—see— 
what is yon black and awful structure? Can it be the stake erected for 
poor Robinson? The official’s dreadful eye gloats as he looks upon it! 
Itis! Itis! Ah, poor, poor Robinson! . . . But see—hope 
dawns at length. In two great arméd companies the rival lines draw 
together, their chairmen and directors at their head. Hark ! the ringing 
clash of deadly strife ; and now nought is left but a little splintered 
rolling-stock. Let us away from these awful depths. Ha !—here is 
Robinson, 











Measles la Mode. 
(TREATING OF THOSE WHO TAKE ’EM (M)EASILY.) 
[Judging from a society organ, it would seem that Measles are fashionable just now. 
In fact, everybody (who is anybody at all) is going in for them, for ‘' Measles are 
reckoned good style.’’] 
Lo, various fashions appear in our day, 
And some of the same 
Respectfulness claim, 
And some, on the other hand, cause us dismay. 
We have fashion in dress (this but lasts for awhile), 
But the most recent fad 
Which Fashion has ‘‘ had,” 
Is Measles—for Measles is reckoned good style. 


It is reckoned the thing in all houses of note, 
Where worship’s bestowed 
On affairs a /a mode, 
That praise to St. Measle all now should devote. 
Yea, people of rank (ot the rank and the file) 
Have all now on view 
A Measle or two— 
For Measles are nowadays reckoned good style ! 


After this we may look to find Mayfair’s swell code 
Make it ** fashion,” forsooth, 
To be cutting a tooth, 

Or to put on a nettle rash, quite @ /a mode. 

But, meanwhile, their leisure ‘* swells ” sweetly beguile 
By paying big fees 
To famous M.D.’s 

To treat them for Measles, because it’s ‘* good style.” 





Not Too(th)thin. 
(By Mrs. Fun’s Curer Lapy’s MAID.) 


THE most distinctly precious teeth-preserving preparation 

My Mistress e’er hath used and never had to look most grave on— 
Is that called Savon Dentifrice (excuse pronunciation), 

Cause ‘tis a splendid article she easily can Sav(e)-on ! 





ONE day a very seedy-looking individual was arguing against the 
Government on the top of a’’bus. ‘*If I was a soldier,” he held forth, 
**I should be ashamed of the coat on my back.” Mr. Potts eyed him 
uperciliously, 1 observed with due sarcasti “ Well, you might 
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“The Separatists,”’ 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


HEIGHO! 
Here’s a pretty go! 
Dear old Mr. Bright 
Thinks he’s in the right ; 
Mr. Gladstone, too, 
Holds the self-same view 
Of his own connection 
With the great Election : 
But they don’t agree, 
Anyone can see ; 
And they won’t combine, 
Spite of Auld Lang Syne, 
Forcibly they spout, 
Letters fly about, 
Strong insinuations, 
Grave recriminations, 
While they write or speak 
Compliments oblique, 
Underneath them lies— 
Patent to all eyes— 
Rather a hot feeling 
Which there's no concealing, 
And which might (unless it 
Warned them to suppress it) 
Culminate in strife 
To embitter life. 
Old friends shouldn't quarrel— 
Clearly that’s a moral— 
Otherwise to-day 
People wouldn't say, 
** Here’s a pretty go! 


Heigho !”’ 





DOTS BY THE WAY. 


WHICH SIDE WINS? 


THEY near the goal, the strong men pull ; 
Pull with a will, all eyes are watching, 
The tide is running fast and full, 
The ‘vantage stroke now each are snatching, 
Shall Salisbury or Gladstone win ? * 
Shall Paddy Whack, or men of Ulster? 
Each party joins the deafening din 
Which now the strongest crew can muster, 


Pull north !—pull south !—away they go, 
Pull for the right with all your striving ; 
Whichever way the stream may flow— 
Whichever way the crowd is driving— 
Pull for the right, for hard the strain 
Each champion now with might contending, 
Whiche’er the winning-post shall gain 
Must quick the broken bonds be mending, 


Some good and true have won the day, 
While some have lost through foolish steer- 
ing, 
And some will have the cost to pay 
Through vain conceit and proud careering. 
But which shall win, or which may lose, 
Which strike their flag while t’other’s flying, 
The right course let the winner choose, 
Nor to the vanquished zeal denying. 


In the interval between writing and publishing, this 





BLEpD.] 





question, we regret to say, has become superfluous.— 





Union is Strength. 


4] 0, Mr. Giapstong, Mr. Gladstone, O, 
In plainer words, pray let your country know 


That you, as we, 

Will never be 
A party to Old England’s shattering, 
Her great ingather’d powers scattering ! 


4 Around you see what comes of “‘ separation,” 


And guard the Oneness of the British nation, 
Give Ireland justice, yes— 
Sut Britain claims no less: 

Ask not that she her ancient attitude 
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NIGH CHOKED. 
LESS TO THE GROUND, LIKE ONE DEAD.” 








THE GRAND OLD SINDBAD, 


“HE CLUNG TO ME AND GRIPPED MY NECK WITH HIS LEGS TILL I WAS WELL 
THE WORLD GREW BLACK IN MY SIGHT, AND I FELL SENSE. 
—See Gladstone's Liverpool Speech. 








Men and Things. 


Tie drivers of watering-carts are a very speculative class of men. How can they be otherwise, 


seeing they are always ‘‘ daying the dust” ? 


Cricketers area very unsuccessful class of people : often, indeed, in their lives they are s/wmped. 
Coal miners are very versatile: as a rule they cannot help being so, as they are continually 


getting into a mew vein. 
Dogs are treated now as though they possessed no fine sense of feeling—as inanimate 


jects. So they they are now /ad, 


are; 
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SPORTING NOTES, BY ONE THAT KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT. 
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‘‘CORDON BLEU.” 








Tue dancing dervishes of Algiers must have pretty strong digestions. 
A short while back a party of them made a hearty meal of rusty nails, 
stones, red-hot cinders, prickly cacti, and live scorpions, They were 
labouring under a severe attack of religious frenzy at the time, of 
course. It is reported that they suffered slightly from nausea next 
morning, though; and required two or three African pick-me-ups, before 
they could rise and go through any more terpsichorean and gastronomic 
feats. 





A YOUNGSTER who was requested by a Board School examiner to 
write down his duty towards his neighbour, penned, ‘‘ My duty towards 
my nabour is to sucker my father, and fetch ’im ’ome from the Green 
Draygon; and bear no manners or ’atred in my art.” The head master 
said that a breath of fresh air would clear the lad’s brain, so he sent 
him round to the oilman’s to purchase a couple of penny canes. 
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A PLEASANT PROSPECT FOR THE YOUNGSTERS,, 


Poor Relation (who has undertaken to board two hearty children for 
a couple of months at a reduced price),—** So you've been catchi 
mussels again, a yourselves in my little tin-kettle, an 
eating them greedily, have you? Very well, my little dears, as you 
like mussels so much, you shan’t have anything else for dinner all the 
rest of the time you’re down here. There now !” 

















Wanted. 


SHOULD a generous relation in an elevated station 
Deem it worth his occupation, whilst in giving up the ghost, 

To insert my name in writing in his precious will, requiting 
In a manner quite inviting, just a thousand at the most, 

I would quit this bare existence, which is garnished with assistance, 
And retire to a distance, and forget my many woes ; 

For I’m not above confessing that my debts are somewhat pressing, 
And a thousand is a blessing to a fellow, goodness knows 1 


I would cease to be beholden to the triple sign that’s golden— 
I would forcibly embolden all the very best decrees ; 
Folks would have no cause to grumble, for I own I’d quickly tumble 
To behaviour quite as humble as the humblest of bees, 
Sure as sunshine follows shower, I’d improve the shining hour, 
Were the chance within my power, but unluckily it’s not. 
Since I have no rich relation in an elevated station, 
I must put down expectation, and must put up with my lot. 





Epigram., 

[The Duke of Edinburgh, as President, has presented Madame Trebelli with the 
badge of the Royal Amateur Orchestral Society, and begs that she will wear it when- 
ever she attends the society's concerts. This badge is a small gold brooch inthe 
shape of a crown.] 

MUSIC, sweet maid, to soothe the savage Lreast 

Of arts most pure, most heavenly, and blest ; 
Trebelli, queen of melody endearing, 

Thou hast the brooch, and thou art worth the ’earing. 





New Leaves. 


““Mrs. Brown on Home Rule,” by Arthur Sketchley (George 
Routledge and Sons), The quaint commingling of wit, wisdom, and 
genial good nature, so characteristic of Mrs. Brown’s observations and 
remarks on all manner of subjects, which found their outlet so freely in 
the early volumes of this journal (FuN) are fully exemplified in 
‘*Home Rule,”—‘*‘ The Advertiser’s Guardian,” by Louis Collins (Louis 
Collins). Much valuable information and useful advice will be found in 
these pages, which advertisers will find to their advantage in consulting. 
—*‘ The Colonial and Indian Exhibition Railway Guide and Route 
Book” (William Clowes and Sons, Limited), contains all, or nearly 
all, needful to be known by visitors—about how to get there or away 
again—and what there is to be seen.—‘‘The Illustrated Catalogue of 
the Royal Society of Painters,” in water colours, Summer Exhibition, 
1886, contains carefully executed sketches from about 80 of the 
pictures. This selection, if not all the finest pictures in the Gallery, 
will be the best remembered ‘‘by the book.” —‘‘The Tricycle and Tri- 
cycling,” by B, (George Routledge and Sons). This is a nice little hand- 
book, containing many valuable hints of practical use to the cyclist. 





OnE of the chief places of interest in Londen.—The Bank of England. 
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KNIOKNAOKS. 


AN eccentric man recently appeared at Craigcrook Quarry, near 
Blackhall, and built himself a hut with bits of trees, wire, sheet-iron, 
stones, turf, rags, bones, 
and ferns. His dwell- 
ing-place has a fire- 
place and chimney— 
the latter being formed 
of bottomless zinc pails. 
He was interviewed by 
an inquisitive journalist 
the other day, who 
reports that the eccen- 
tric’s food consists of 
dead cats and dogs, 
which he picks up on 
the beach and cures by 
a patent process of his 
own ; and that he pur- 
poses carrying on an 
electric skinning and 
dressing business at 
his establishment. The 
eccentric also informed 
the reporter that he 
hoped to float his 
scheme in the form of 
a limited company, and that though only partially developed at present, 
he has every confidence in its ultimate success. His manner towards 
the man of letters was most cordial ; he offered him pinches of snuff at 
intervals of two minutes ; begged him to accept the post of secretary to 
the company in embryo ; and craved to make him a present of a very 
choice brush and comb, which formerly belonged to O’Donovan Rossa, 
the Irish “‘ patriot.”” The intended gift was declined with thanks, and 
when the public company promoter insisted on combing and brushing 
the reporter’s hair, he skipped the ranche with marvellous agility. It is 
generally supposed that the eccentric’s project will be thwarted by the 
sanitary inspectors of his district. 








THAT industrious, hard up, but healthy little plumber who woke up 
one morning to find himself the possessor of the great Morgan estate, 
representing 1,000,000 dols., has become a confirmed hypochondriac, 
and spends most of his time in making dead reckonings of what his 
funeral expenses will come to, and talking of the weight of lead his coffin 
will take. 


THE other night a magnificent fox got into a pen containing seven 
ewes and twelve lambs. The ewes attacked the predatory intruder, 
breaking several of his ribs, and wounding him so severely that he 
was unable to escape. On a gentle shepherd discovering his lament- 
able condition io the morning, it was found necessary to shoot poor 
Reynard. Several noted fox-hunters attended his funeral with tears in 
their eyes, and crape on their left arms, and a tombstone is to be erected 
to his memory, recording his sad fate. 


A LARGE number of unmarried American ladies contemplate scouring 
Europe in search of eligible French counts, German barons, and Italian 
princes. Each company will number from sixty to eighty marriageable 
spinsters and affluent widows, under the command of a matronly man- 
stalking oid match-maker of vast experience, whose fees are moderate. 


A FAIR but blighted being tried to obtain £ 500 damages from a fickle 
swain who promised her marriage some thirty years ago—just about the 
time that our Queen and the Prince Consort went over to Paris, and 
attended the International Exhibition held there. The happy married 
life of the august pair was one incentive to the gentleman’s desire to 
enter into the bonds of matrimony. However, after a very lengthy 
courtship, trivial disputes arose on social and domestic subjects. The 
relative merits of shrimps and radishes, and periwinkles and spring 
onions for tea were argued over with almost political rancour, At last 
things came to a climax, and the fickle swain declared off; hence the 
action at law. The astute judge, who listened patiently to both sides 
of the vexed question, hinted that women, shrimps, radishes, and spring 
onions are dangerous ware; and then he dismissed the case, consoling 
the plaintiff with the fact that the defendant had married another lady, 
who had also brought an action for breach of promise against him, and 
recovered substantial damages. 


THe following dialogue has been given us as a fact. We won’t vouch 
for its truth, though :—*‘ Give me half a gallon of milk at threepence a 
quart as quick as you can,” said a casual customer to a dairyman. 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE Ep!iTorR or “ Fun,” 


S1rk,—How that artist of yours must have ground his teeth when his 
‘*Sketches in June” came out! I dare say it was all right when he drew 
it, but it was a broiler and no mistake on publication day, and it’s been 
broiling ever since, so that we are all pretty well done on both sides. 
His hot chestnuts, whisky, respirators, &c., were all extremely funny, 
Sir, extremely funny, but they just missed fire, and that’s all about it. 
That only shows the danger of prophecy in unaccustomed hands, Look 
at me, and see how different the result ; and, similarly, look at my 


TIP FOR THE LIVERPOOL Cup. 


Is there anybody wants to make a pile—make a pile? 
Is there anybody wants to land a lot? 
I can give him hints conducive to a smile—to a smile, 
I can give him some emphatically not! 
There’s a horse or two that’s worthy of my voice—of my voice ; 
There’s a horse or two that isn’t, I may say. 
We'll have to be judicious in our choice—in our choice, 
And, when we've made it, go and peg away. 


There’s a very decent animal The Bard—’mal The Bard ; 
But I think he’ll only get a place, at most— 
To win with Eastern Emperor is hard—'ror is hard— 
But he’ll win if he runs fairly for the post. 
There’s another, though, will come upon the scene—’on the scene, 
And may alter the complexion of affairs. 
Need I say that I’m alluding to Kilcreene—to Kilcreene ? 
And you mustn’t let it take you unawares, 


























Perdita II, may look to make a score—make a score 
(But I’m zof that way of thinking, it you ask) ; 
And some, no doubt, will favour Cambusmore—Cambusmore, 
Who is not exactly fitted for the task, 
Conservator is also in the swim—in the swim 
(Though I don’t expect to find him to the fore), 
In fact, without attending much to him—much to him, 
I think I'll stick to Eastern Emperor, 


If this doesn’t beat your artist into a cocked-hat never trust me any 
more. By-the-way, look out for the Eclipse Stakes’ tip next week ; I 
have a good thing. But I don’t mean to part with it under a house in 
town and an income to support it, Yours, &c., 

TROPHONIUS, 


A Distinguished Guest Guest Wrongly. 


TAKING advantage evidently of the free and independent Mr. Fux 
going off to record his votes for his various mansions, a certain verse- 
compounder, writing in his columns last week a skit on Mr, J. C. Robin- 
son, entitled ‘‘ A Water-Colour-able Imitation,” attributed the work 
he parodied to ‘our distinguished guest, Oliver Wendell Holmes,” 
Now, as all the world and his wife (not to mention his family) know, 
the poem with the refrain ‘‘ John P. Robinson, He,” &c,, was written 
by James Russell Lowell. Our contributor’s excuse is that he (also in 
the whirl of political excitement) mistook one distinguished American 
guest for another. And so we have promised to forgive him when he 

















‘* Ain’t got any ready at less than fourpence, marm—but I won’t be | comes out of the Tower, to which we have committed him for a term of 
half a minute making you some,” replied the obliging milk-vendor yeat Signed) Fu: 
ity 4 : ed 97 acti an cif pay mITLOULIONS im mo Case With they be returned 
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ELECTIONEERING EBULLITIONS. By our most Effervescent Embellisher. 


* 








“Ketch ’em all Alive!” 


O, OrpHeus, kindly tune thy lyre— 
Although its strings are only five— 
To something infinitely higher 
Than ‘ Ketch ’em all alive, alive !” 


The summer now is scarcely dawning, 
And yet a certain class contrive 

To pass away the night and morning 
By shouting *‘ Ketch ’em all alive!” 


There’s not a fly, a wasp, a beetle, 
Or bumble-bee in house or hive, 
That has a thought, however /ce//e, 
Of being caught ‘‘ alive, alive!” 


So let them live to know their mothers— 
So let them live and let them thrive ; 
We'll leave the butchery to others 
Who like to ** Ketch ’em all alive !” 


PRICE, ONE @HILLING; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 





¥UST OUT. 


SNOOPING, 
BY CHARLES G. LELAND 


(‘HANS BREITMANN ”), 


“* The tractate is made up of highly amusing anecdotes. 
and the narratives constitute something like a hundred 
| and seventy pages of very pleasant reading, and is in 
every way a cheap shillingsworth of popular literature.” 
— Brighton Guardian. 
“Is excessively amusing by its keen satire.”—P¢ter- 
| borough Advertiser. 
|  “ An amusing collection of comic essays.” —Vorkshire 
Gacette. 
**Snoopers cannot do better than read, mark, learn, 
and inwardly digest Mr. Leland’s good-humoured chas- 
tisements of their foibles,”—/s/ing ton Gazette. 


“FUN” OFFICE— 
153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








PRICH, ONE SHILLING; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 
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THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


A LONDON STORY. 
By JOHN LATEY, Jun. a 


“ An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven with an 
ingenious plot.”—Daily News. ie 

‘* The changes are rung on love, revenge, and sensa- * 
tion, skilfully enough to mitigate the tediousness of a cae 
railway journey.”—Morning Post. ; ees 

‘It is a well-written and well-constructed book.”—j| ~~ 
Sporting Times. 

‘Mr. Latey puts into one short volume as much sen- 
sation as would suffice for two or three long novels. — 
Weekly Dispatch. 

“Is full of spirited incident."”—Peterborough Adver- 
tiser. 
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HALF “OURS” AT WIN’-MILL-DON. 
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HES AN i hich she spoke with the enthusiasm of an apostle, and the 
= Achy eur akaeeetd sapesanes and when she said she was ‘‘ an honour- 


THE NoveLty.—This thea tre is becoming a a — i a able member of an honourable profession ” the sentiment was endorsed 
under the impression that it had started on a useful career as a home for | +) ah elming heartiness, only too copious to be real. 





TueErE is but one fault in the piece—it is perfect nonsense. There is 
apparently some joke intended by nam! all the characters Jones, and 

ving two pairs of them identical Christian names; but the characters 
act solely by the author’s will, and from no intelligible motive. It is 
not well to dwell further on the piece, and the performers, under the 
circumstances, may be let off without criticism, though they did not 
appear to be extraordinarily talented. Exception may be made in the 
cases of Mr. James Stevenson and Mr. G, B. Prior, who gave indications 
of a certain broad sense of humour, which might have shone more 


brilliantly under happier auspices. * 


Nops AND WINKs.—Miss Eleanor Bufton takes a benefit at the 
Vaudeville this very (Wednesday) afternoon; heaps of favourites are 3 
assisting her, and good entertainment, as well as the satisfaction of at 
supporting an old favourite, may be obtained at prices to suit all classes. ; 
Good gracious! how faithful I have been to the affection which I 
conceived for the performer of the Black Knight in /vamhoe, long, long 
—at least, not so very long—ago!—The Novelty arrangements for 
the rest of the month, as fixed so far, include a performance, this 
afternoon, under the direction of Lady Ponsonby; A Scrap of Paper, 
to-morrow evening, conducted by Mrs. Lennox Browne ; anda mazinée, 


, 
Critic.—“ BLESS ME, MY DEAR! 16 THIS AN AMATEUR AFFAIR, OR NOT?” on Saturday, of Engaged, in which Mrs. Conyers D Arcy will appear. — 
Young Person. —“1 DOW'T KNOW, SIR. PROGRAMMES, SIXPENCE.” The Slaviansky-d’Agreneff Russian choir appeared in splendid ancient 








amateurs—that is to say, as a place of entertainment for amateur per- 
formances, and not an *‘ almshouse” or “‘ refuge” (in a relieving-house 
sense). But several performances of a professional nature have already 
taken place, and several more are to do so; and altogether, if one is not 
very careful, it is not easy to distinguish what is amateur and what is 
professional. Already I have received the rude shock of a correction 
(received, I am sorry to say, too late for earlier acknowledgment than 
this). It appears Miss Walters’s opera, produced here last Wednesday, 
is not an amateur work, as I had permitted myself to describe it, but a 
full-blooded professional production interpreted by professionals. I be- 
lieve Messrs. Nathan are making wise use of their property ; but, as I 
said before, it’s a little confusing. 





UNDER the circumstances, there was something characteristic in the 
cast of Zhe Ticket of Leave Man, as played here for three nights, 
‘‘with Miss Jennie Lee as Sam Willoughby, for the first time in 
London.” It was by no means easy to divest one’s self of the idea 
that many of the performers were amateurs, and it was by no means 
easy to see which were amateurs and which professionals with any cer- 
tainty. Some of the professionals (if they were professionals) were fully 
ualified, as far as apparent experience went, to be called amateurs. 
Mr. Lewis, whose Bob Brierly was a really very meritorious performance, 
showed some nga ne lead one to suppose him an amateur, 
only I have seen professionals with worse. Mr. Burnett one knows, of : ; 
ne t asa ‘* a and he played the not difficult part of Hawkshaw GREE Bet SS ee a ee 
with probable satisfaction to himself and to all men. Mr. Soutar, again, 
could hardly be mistaken for an amateur, and that imbecile chuckle | and genuine historical costumes at Drury Lane, the other morning, before 
which he originally gave to Green Jones was as comical as ever. Miss | the Prince and Princess of Wales and the Russian ambassador, but too 
Lee’s Sam was a disappointment ; in fact it was quite disconcerting in | late for me to say more about it this week. NESTOR, 
its exaggeration, misconception, and obtrusiveness. Mr. J. H. Denny’s 
Dalton was a praiseworthy, effort. But whether the rest of the cast 
were professional or amateur I don’t know, and—really it doesn’t much 


matter, perhaps. An Hlection Effusion. 


WHEN the Free and Independent goes a voting—goes a voting, 
He is very apt to make his presence felt ; 
And election-news is nowadays denoting—a denoting, 
That a nasty knock to Gladstonevhe has dealt— 
Amid the Separation dust, and smother—dusty smother, 
The Unionists their task have bravely done, 
Taking one consideration with another—with another, 
They all wisely took the tip of Mr. FuN—wondrous Fun ! 
When preserving of the Empire’s to be done—to be done, 
It’s always safe to follow Mr. Fun, 











THE Gairty—(Morning).—As there was a “farcical comedy” 
down for representation here one morning last week, I suppose that it 
was part of the joke that several members of the press found themselves 
in the possession of tickets for stalls which existed only in the lively 
imagination of the facetious acting manager for the occasion. Your 
own ‘‘noticer” was one of the victims, and a relegation to ‘* Box 13,” 
already a good deal in occupation, scarcely improved matters as far as 
he was concerned. However, there being several empty stalls around, 
your representative took the liberty of filling one after the first act. 





I’m afraid this joke was, after all, the only one to be seen about that When Will Gladstone’s not engaged in Separation—Separation, 








afternoon, The ‘farcical a "—Fones's Notes, it was calied, by When that Veteran’s not revolving Home Rule plans, 

the way, written by Mr. Joseph abrar—was but poor stuff, and gave His power for compelling admiration—admiration, 

but too good a chance for the derision of a portion of the audience, Is greater far than any other man’s, 

which had evidently come on disturbance bent. There were several When the Parnellites but stuck to noise and bluster—noise and bluster, 
noble sentiments enunciated, and these were applauded with derisive The Electors all pooh-poohed it as mere fun ; 

fervour, some whimsicality being given to the affair by the obvious But when Parnell for disunion goes a ** buster ”—such a buster, 
belief in the sincerity of this demonstration shown by several of the Then Electors’ votes are apt his clique to stun—, 


“ performers. One young lady, in particular, repre senting a ** music-hall When upholding of the Uni 


all nion’s to be done—quickly done, 
iTLisic, had 
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ALIEN INTERFERENCE. 
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** What Oi ses is, ‘What roight has an alien to interfere in governin’ another nationality, bedad?’ That's what Oz thinks. An’ Oi happened to get to Chelsea or 
somewhere passin’ through ; and ses Oi to a voter :—‘ Oi fancy Oi'd loike a Rossaite mimber to be returned for Chelsea ; will you vote for’im?’ And the divil of a 
Chelseaite alien ses ‘ No ;' so I jest dhrops my pot at his hidd, and Javes in disgust.” 
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‘‘ And I ses to a pleeceman, ‘ Constable, jest run in all the voters that won't vote for Misther Rossa’s nomination.’ And that alien constable wouldn't ; so I jest kicks 
off his leg and laves in disgust.” 
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“ And whin Oi appales to the magistrate, he ses, ‘Have you a vote for Chelsea?’ And Oi ses, ‘Vote? Can't a thorough-bred Oirishman have any mimber be 
plases returned anywhere without nadin’ avote? Why wouldn't an Oirish bhoy settle things jest as he plases anywhere?’ But all this bas nothin’ to do with me 
which |! What r ight has an alien t nterfere—and so on? 
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“SYMPATHY.” 


WITH OUR COMPLIMENTS AND APOLOGIES TO MR. BRITON 
ANI NS. THE PUBLISHER er TH 
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RIVIERE, R.A.. AND MESSRS. THOMAS AGNEW 
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THE RETURN HOME. 


“MR. GLADSTONE IS IN EXCELLENT HEALTH AND SPIRITS.” 
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THH VESTRYMAN’S FRIEND O—. 


SELF-SACRIFICE is a beautiful thing ; and unselfish friendship makes 
us turn with a 





ZB shudder from 
Y fs the contempla- 
Uj, j tion of the baser 
WG? | 33 = 
7 e story of 
AEH | the disinterested 
% ig Zi Bs attachment of 
“4, OG T 4 our vestryman 
g GOS th for his friend 
WG gif C is an epi- 
Vs) sode to cut the 
b: GE cynic’s ground 
G4 , from under him, 
GF, and give the 
4 GE, philanthropist a 
Cz new start. 


We never 
could learn the 
name of the ves- 
. tryman’s friend, 
or rather idol; for the devotion appeared to be like that of a faithful 
dog. The vestryman always spoke of him merely as “my friend 
» ,’ or **that dear old C ” We gleaned, however, that the 
vestryman’s friend C was a foreigner, and of Oriental origin. 

It really brought the tears to one’s eyes to see the simple devotion of 
the vestryman to his idol ; for his sake he was ready to make any sacri- 
fice, and he made it. 

The chief thing which drew our attention to this was the way he 
managed our parochial affairs, particularly the dust. He made an 
arrangement with the contractor by which the latter was to be paid twice 
over out of the rates, but was not bound to take the slightest notice of 
the dust; or, in fact, do anything whatever. Furthermore, the con- 
tractor was to be rewarded with an extra bonus of twenty per cent. for 
every month he left the dustholes unemptied, and an honorarium of ten 
per cent. for every stench in the neighbourhood of a dwelling-house, 
traceable to his neglect. 

Our dust accumulated for about three years, there being a cholera- 
scare during most of the time; then we applied finally to the vestryman 
to know what he meant to do. 

** Nothing,” replied the vestryman. ‘* Any action on my part would 
annoy my dear old C And I'll tell you what ; if any of you dares 
to attempt to remove his own dust, I’ll move the law, and the offender 
will get seven years’ penal servitude; so now.” 

** But what are we to do?” we asked. 

**Do? Catch all sorts of diseases from the stenches, to be sure. It 
you really are anxious to please my friend C——” 

** But we are not,” we replied; ‘‘and look here, old fellow, we are 
all awfully fond of you, and we are really afraid that this devotion of 
yours to your friend C will injure your own welfare. Really, if you 
play this sort of game evilly-disposed persons will begin to fancy you 
are insane, or an unhanged criminal—don’t you see?” 

We felt we ought to warn him, for we loved and felt for our vestry- 
man—oh, somuch! We were really grieved that his reputation should 
suffer. We knew our power over him well enough; we knew that we 
had only to give the vestryman due notice in writing that the dust had 
not been removed for a space of seven years; whereupon, after the 
notice had been in his hands for another three years, the law would 
empower us to apply for permission to appeal for license to move for a 
further notice to be sent to the vestryman ; after which notice had been 
in his hands fora further term of one year—and so on. But we hesitated 
to wield this arbitrary and summary power against our favourite vestry- 
man; so we contented ourselves with going home, opening our back 
windows, and inhaling cubic yards of deadly effluvium. * * +# 

It was some twelve months after this, when the dust-heaps had 
reached the roofs of our villas, and were constantly burying some un- 
lucky ratepayer or other in a deadly avalanche, that there came a report 
that the cholera had broken out in the parish. At that moment our 
vestryman came along, looking very pale. 

Ff low’s your dear friend C——-?” we asked. 

C——!” yelled the vestryman, ‘‘ Don’t call him a friend of mine! 
After all my devotion to him, to go and turn on me—wme of all people 
in the parish—like this! Ooh! I feel so ill—why does he do it? He 
was welcome to attack and carry off everybody in the blessed parish 
ae if mine isn't the only authenticated case of true 

We ratepayers put our heads together. ‘* Asiatic chol 7” We 
murmured, ** His friend C of Oriental extraction? What did it 
mean? Could there, indeed, be some strange and awful connection 
between——-?”" Qur brains ached with the exertion of thinking it out. 
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murmur that he was “going away with that person C——, and that it 
wouldn’t be worth while for ’em to sit up until he returned.” 
* * * * * * 

Our vestryman’s was the only case in the parish. He was not missed. 
We are free to clear our dustbins now. But the touching and pathetic 
part of the story is the ingratitude of that party C—— in turning on the 
hand which had cherished him (or it). May he continue to confine his 
attentions to his friends ! 








A CORRESPONDENT with a quarrelsome stomach writes :—‘‘Sir, I 
dined at the Colonies on Friday, and my gorge still rises when I think 
of the dinner that was put before me. To begin with, I was obliged 
to dine, which fact alone was excessively annoying. It was Hobson’s 
choice. I was also compelled to ask my way before I could find a 
dining-room. At last I arrived at a feeding place. Seated in an un- 
comfortable chair, at least half an inch lower than the seat I am used 
to at home, I had to wait quite one minute before a waiter would deign 
to attend on me. After some trouble I induced the fellow to serve me 
with turtle soup, stewed eels, lobster cutlets, shrimp-pancakes, oyster 
patties, stewed sweetbreads, duck and green peas, saddle of mutton, 
roast goose, gooseberry fool, cheesecakes, caviare on toast, and three 
bottles of champagne. But would you believe it? I was positively 
unable to procure hot buttered crumpets with my coffee. To my amaze- 
ment Messrs, Spiers and Pond’s manager actually expected me to pay 
for my wretched meal—which I felt had disagreed with me—and I 
was bullied into parting with a considerable sum of money. I had not 
intended giving the waiter a tip, but there happened to be a battered 
French bronze in the change, and this I permitted him to retain. In 
an impertinently sarcastic manner he whispered, *‘ Does your mother 
know you’re out?” I have been unwell and under my doctor’s hands 
ever since eating the above apology for a dinner, and am about to enter 
an action against Messrs. Spiers and Pond to recover heavy damages 
for the injuries my digestive organs have sustained through consuming 


the wands (?) they supply. I am, sir, your obedient servant, 
Fuly 19th. THEODORE MuGwump.” 





A PERSON of haughty but alcoholic appearance was charged before 
an East-End magistrate with tasting stimulants too freely on the 
previous night; and with being very incapable in the streets. On 
entering the court the prisoner observed, ‘‘I believe I’m accused of 
being a bit blind last night?” ‘‘ Quite right,” replied the magistrate. 
‘‘The charge is perfectly correct,” remarked the prisoner, with a con- 
tented air, ‘‘and as I have no money you had better make it three days.”’ 
‘‘Certainly,” answered the magistrate, ‘‘ with the greatest pleasure.” 
‘* Thanks !” warbled the prisoner. ‘*Good afternoon, your worship. 
It’s excessively warm.” ‘‘ Don’t mention it, prisoner,” said the magis- 
trate. ‘* Good afternoon. It is exceedingly close.” 
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OH, THE LITILE MINX! 


Maude,—*‘ Don’t sit here all alone, Auntie. Come, let me intro- 
duce you to some of my friends,” 
Auntie,—‘* Your friends would be far too flippant and familiar to 
my taste, Maude. Remember, I am of a retiring, reserved nature.” 
Maude.—*' Yes, I know, Auntie. Your manners are so reserved 
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Our Moral Selves. 


[Mr. Commissioner Kerr says that modern morality is, that “so long 
as we are not found out we can do what we like.”] 
WE mortals, of course, are all mightily moral, 
Of that there is not the least doubt; 
We’re not with the Decalogue likely to quarrel 
So long as we’ve not been found out. 





We're shocked when our friends ever happen to take 
A trifle too much when they dine ; 

We vow that such things make our tender hearts ache, 
For as vot’ries of virtue we shine. 


If any one swear in our presence we sigh, 
Such models of morals are we ; 

We never swear swears—when any one’s by— 
Nor use amongst friends a big D. 


If So-and-So names Messrs. Zola and Co., 
Our virtue’s in great consternation ; 

Such writers we trust that we never shall know, 
Except through a faithful translation. 


At sight of a flirt we are dreadfully shocked, 
We're modest as Mr. Jo Surface ; 

When fellows around her in dozens have flocked, 
Our eyes we daren’t lift up to Aer face. 


In fact, it is dreadful when others indulge 
In this wicked world’s naughty riot ; 

We're ‘‘down” on them then ; we don’t, though, divulge 
What we sometimes do—on the quiet. 








Cha-green-ed. 


THAT Ireland’s pet name is the Green Isle | 
Is pretty well known, you'll allow ; 
That Ireland is scarce a serene isle 
Is proved more than ever just now. 
Still, certain M.P.s of that nation 
(At which land, bear in mind, we don’t scoff), 




















Seemed to think they would get Separation, 
But somehow it didn’t come off. 

Did M.P.s of that seldom serene isle 

Deem the 7¢s¢ of Great Britain a ‘‘ green” isle ? 
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WHAT ONE NEEDS AT WIMBLEDON.—A lively camp-anion. 


Tommy Tittlebat (who will always say such pretty thines to ladies ).—** Au ! 
Miss SMITH, I DID NOT THINK WHEN I CAME OUT IN SEARCH OF THE 
BEAUTIES OF NATURE THAT I SHOULD MEET ONE OF THE MOST FINISHED 
WorRKS OF ART!” 


ART-LESS. 








TOO AWFUL! 


We have given up reading the Lancet. We have made a great effort, 
and given it up in the nick of time. We are not quite a wreck, but 
almost. We 
still hang to- 
gether by 
threads, re- 
spiration being 
faintly percep- 
tible at inter- 
vals, and the 
pulse intermit- 
tent. 

The Lancet 
did not suit us. 

One of its 
late articles was 
about sun- 
stroke. It 
taught you how 
to avoid sun- 
stroke ; and, as 
we glance fear- 
fully back over 
the horrors inseparable from that avoidance, we wish—ah ! with what 
an agony of yearning and vain regret we wish—that we had rather tried 
to achieve sunstroke ! 

We tried the cooling beverage the Zancet prescribed. We took a 
teaspoonful of marmalade, and poured upon it a quart of boiling water. 
No, it was not nasty. ‘* Nasty” is a good word, but not of the required 
strength. If you took a millionth part of a teaspoonful of the word that 
would adequately describe that drink, and poured upon it twenty million 
ris of boiling water, the strength of the mixture would be that of the 
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We do not clearly recollect what they were; but we fancy ‘‘the insertion 
of a piece of ice about the size of a turkey’s egg behind the eyeball,” the 
**placing one’s self, head downwards, in a cool ice machine, with the 
feet a yard and a half above the nape of the neck, in boiling water,” the 
‘*frequent fermentation of the skin under the armpits with oil of vitriol 
and cayenne pepper,” and ‘‘abstention from all kinds of intoxicants, 
non-intoxicants, nutritive food, exercise, and recreation between sunrise 
and sunset’ were a few of them. 

The Lancet has since taught us how to avert cholera, paralysis, moth, 
mildew, blind-staggers, stiffness of the joints, tic in sheep, the phylloxera, 
insanity, and other evils. By sedulously striving to induce an attack of 
all these things, we are slowly restoring ourselves to consciousness ; but 
we shall never be the comic journalist we were. 








New Leaves. 


WE constantly sing praises of the beauties in the American magazines, 
The Century and St. Nicholas, and do not this month lessen our voice, 
but we must speak quite as loudly of our Anglish Jilustrated for its 
remarkable merits.—The ordinary number of Household Words is 
always full.—The Summer Number of the same journal is highly com- 
mendable.—The readers of the Manchester Quarterly will find pleasure 
in the illustrated article on Randolph Caldecott.—Thousands will take 
the opportunity of indulging in the pleasures of Zhe Zable, a new weekly 
journal, for the good things it prepares.—7he Leisure Hour, Sunday 
at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and the Girls Own Paper, each and 
all, provide plentifully for their readers.—Since our last mention we 
have received of Routledge and Sons’ Pocket Library, Lord Lytton’s 
extraordinary, but not very lively work, ‘‘The Coming Race,” and 
James Russell Lowell’s, quite as extraordinary, but very lively, ‘‘ Biglow 
Papers,” of their World Library.—‘*The Professor at the Breakfast 
Table,” by Wendell Holmes, Archibald Forbes’ ‘*Chinese Gordon,” 
‘*The Travels of Dr, Livingstone,” and (choice selections from) ‘* The 
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SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONE THAT KNows NoruinG AgouT Ir.) 
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A JUVENILE SELLING PLATE OF 40 SOvs. 





YARNS BY A SEA-SIDE SAILOR. 
KNOT THR First.—THE MARINER OF MARGATE. 

Tue Grande Duchesse of Gerolstein doted on the military. Matilda 
Moggridge was equally mashed on the mercantile marine. Marryat was 
her pet novelist—Dibdin her favourite poet. 

Lorenzo Longshore was a landsman, but he loved Matilda, His 
nautical knowledge and propensities, however, were sufficiently small to 
have qualified him for the First Lordship of the Admiralty, and to dis- 
qualify him for the hand of his beloved, who declared that she could 
never be the mate of any but a skipper, and declined to embark with 
him on an uncongenial courtship. 

Matilda was passionately fond of Margate: they called her the Hoy- 
den of the place. Other maids might love to languish in rose-grown 
arbours ; she preferred the sea-weedy harbour. Others might affect the 
sage green intense ; she preferred the jetty extension. Lorenzo followed 
in her wake, but she disregarded his tears, intent only upon the briny. 

It was on the West Cliff that Matilda first met Thomas Bowling 

jaggs. The moment she beheld him her fluttering heart named him 
as the man of her choice. He was every inch a sailor. His serge 
trousers were the widest, and the gilt buttons on his pea-jacket the 
largest, that Margate could boast. When he had finished sweeping the 
horizon—I feel sure he swept it clean—with the telescope he carried, he 
approached my heroine, and, sitting beside her, began to talk of the 
wonders of the deep, to which she listened in deepest wonder. Lorenzo 
Longshore, who sat on, or rather at, her other side, listened in dismay ; 
while the intruder ‘‘ shivered his timbers” in a matchless manner, and 
‘* vasted heaving” in a tone that told of vast experience. Captain 
Bowling Baggs—for that he declared was his rank—had apparently 
overed the globe. Poor Lorenzo, with shame, hid his face in his Daz/y 


raph. He declared he ha ' 1 the line a hundred times, w! 
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Lorenzo’s experience was limited to being fined twenty shillings for 
crossing the London, Chatham, and Dover. fe talked of *‘ yards” by 
the mile, and of ‘‘spars” and ‘‘ boxing the compass,” till his raging 
rival longed for a spar of another kind, and for an opportunity to box 
him. It was in vain for Lorenzo afterwards to implore Matilda to take 
the strange Salt’s stories with a saline grain. His insinuations were 
attributed to jealousy, and the fair one declared that she believed all the 
tales the strange tar pitched, and that she only longed that life were one 
long companion-ladder that she might ascend with this staunch ‘un. 

It was the trim yawl Phosphorus that sailed the Margate sea, and the 
captain took out Bowling Baggs to bear him company. ‘‘ You've got 
such a nautical cut, governor, that if people sees you aboard they’re sure 
to follow. I'll give you a fiver to come out with us, and no charge for 
the ride.” Strange to say, it was with a deal of hesitation that Baggs 
assented. 

The good ship bounded over the billows, and one or two good billows 
bounded over the ship. The jetty extension grew smaller in the dis- 
tance, Margate gleamed white on the starboard bow, and Baggs turned 
deathly pale on the port. The violin and harp struck up ‘‘A life on 
the ocean wave ;” Baggs seemed to care nothing for life of any kind, 
and clung with clammy hands to the shrouds, Presently he leant over 
the bulwarks, and gazed on the waves so intently that he didn’t notice 
when his straw hat blew over into the water: a minute later the greater 
portion of his breakfast followed his hat. Staggering across the aft- 
deck after the captain, with hollow eyes and ghastly cheeks he sank at 
his feet moaning, ‘‘ Take me back or put me out,” till every one else 
was quite put out at beholding his misery. 

Under threat of being taken out further, he willingly consented to 
forego the promised five-pound note, the captain declaring that as an 
advertisement he was a fraud, inasmuch as his appearance on landing 
would deter others from embarking. Then, advancing sternly from the 
stern, Lorenzo Longshore threw off the sou’-wester which had disguised 
him, and turning to the thickly-veiled Matilda, exclaimed, ‘I told you 
so!” For it was he who had induced the owner of the Phosphorus to 
bribe Tom Bowling Baggs to undertake the shilling sail that proved so 
complete a sell, and he had challenged Matilda to witness the result. 
Having subsequently ascertained that Baggs, so far from being the com- 
mander of a barque, was a foreman tailor’s cutter, Matilda renounced 
her nautical notions, and changed her name to Longshore. Although 
she is still as firmly as of yore attached to Margate, she is convinced 
that a heart of oak can beat occasionally in the breast of a landsman, and 
that the surest test of a sailor-rigged swell of the shore is a shillingsworth 
in the Phosphorus when a ground swell is on the sea. 








A Prophet on a Loss, 
(A Tip FOR THE NEW PARLIAMENT.) 


{According to the Prophet Zadkiel, ‘‘the highest statesmanship will not avail if the 
foresight afforded by Mundane Astrology be neglected or derided.”) 
GIVE ear all you recently-chosen M.P.s, 
Whate’er be your age or your party ; 
Attend to a prophet’s advice, if you please, 
If you’d all be successful and hearty. 
Even nowadays members are sometimes perplexed 
As to how they can best serve their voters ; 
Let all such peruse the above-mentioned text, 
For ‘twill aid legislation-promoters— 
‘*M.P.s,” says our sage (who is versed in pyschology), 
** Must ne’er show derision at Mundane Astrology !” 


Old Zadkiel, the seer (who is seer-ious, mind, 
Though some deem that prophet erratic), 

Thinks if Parliament’s laws were from planets designed 
Our nation would know bliss ecstatic. 

And so, if some project of Home Rule you’d frame, 
You should learn what’s O’Rion’s opinion ; 

And probably Ceres attention should claim 
When corn-laws would tax our dominion. 

M.P.’s to the planets will owe an apology, 

If they neglect the grand Mundane Astrology. 


In a Bill, say ve hours when young lovers may wed, 
Planet Venus you'll note with devotion ; 

And before a new Water-Bill comes to be read, 
You should learn what’s Aquarius’s notion. 

And before you dare dabble in Russian affairs, 
Ursa Major and Minor you'll gaze on ; 

And to study the aspect of Mars pray prepare, 
Whene’er ‘* Army Estimates” day’s on : 

In short, let M.P.s, with a kind of ‘‘tol-lol ’-ogy, 

Warble the praises ot Mundane Astrology. 


I ATORIAL Mori Suf-fishin’ for the day is the evil thereof. 
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KNICKNACKS. 


THE other night a fiend in human form managed to secretly affix a 
large card on the Tussore silk costume 
of an extremely pretty and highly made- 
up young lady, who was meandering 
through the ‘‘ Colonies.” On the said 
card was printed, in large letters, 
** BEWARE OF THE PAINT.”—The little 
damsel seemed to think that hanging 
would be far too mild a punishment for 
the malefactor, when her attention was 
called to the caution she was carrying 
about. 


ONE of those knowing ones, zm ‘he 
know, states that all the cast-off kid 
gloves in Paris are boiled down into glue. 
We are glad to hear this news, having hitherto been under the impression 
that they were simmered into soup, or minced into kromeskies, 





Now that Henry Ward Beecher is over here, intent on making 
shekels, the following anecdote concerning him is worth reviving. It 
appears that, during a vacation when Henry was not intent on shekel- 
making, he heard one of his own published sermons delivered in an 
obscure village. At the close of the service he accosted the divine who 
had preached, and said, ‘‘ That was a fair discourse ; how long did it 
take you to write it?” ‘*QOh, I tossed it off one evening when I had 
leisure,” was the reply. ‘‘ Indeed,” said Mr. Beecher; ‘‘it took me 
far longer than that to think out the very framework of the sermon.” 
** Are you Henry Ward Beecher ?” asked the country parson. ‘‘ I am,” 
was the reply.” ‘* Well, then,” said the unabashed pastor, ‘‘ all I’ve 
got to say zs that I am not ashamed to preach one of your sermons 
anywhere.” 


SPEAKING of the economical habits of the French race, Alphonse 
Townbac observed to his friend William Wilkins, ‘‘ Nothing is lost in 
France.” ‘‘ Not even mothers-in-law, I suppose ?” ejaculated William, 
with a sad sigh. ‘‘I sayded nothings is lost in France, Mistare 
Vilkin,” retorted Alphonse. ‘‘ Ve do mot count mossers-in-laws as 
nothings, in France.” ‘* Well they count for something here,” groaned 
Wilkins. ‘‘ You should flirts wis them a leetles,”’ laughed Tombac, 
‘then all vood be vell. But you Engleesh are so déte.” 


Here’s a lesson to larky girls.—It seems that marriages can be made 
with fatal facility in America, as a couple of giddy young ladies have 
found to their cost. The flighty damsels in question were members of 
a picnic party, and, after a hearty champagne lunch, meandered away 
from their friends and got into chaffy conversation with two aged wood- 
cutters. Out of pure tomfoolery the girls suggested that they should all 
four go and get ‘‘ married for fun.” The suggestion was thoroughly 
appreciated by the old gaffers, Forthwith, the party called at the office 
of a neighbouring magistrate, who performed the ceremony ‘midst 
giggles and chuckles, and received his regulation fee in due form. 
The ceremony over, the madcap maidens wished to rejoin their com- 
panions, and tell them of their glorious spree; but the aged peasants 
objected, and, to their intense horror and disgust, the silly little 
daughters of Eve found that they were firmly united in the holy 
bonds of matrimony to a couple of dirty, uneducated, toothless old 
cripples. The papas of the frisky damsels have had to shell out many 
bags of shekels to pension those aged peasants off, and the girls them- 
selves look anxiously forward to the time when grim death claims the 
husbands they never see. 


A CONSTABLE who held a warrant for the arrest of a bold, bad 
barber, visited his shop in plain clothes, and seating himself carelessly 
in a chair, asked to have his beard removed. He hoped to be able to 
draw the capillary artiste out, and obtain some wonderful evidence. 
The barber at once scented officialism in the officer’s appearance ; but 
he received him most affably, chatted gaily about the weather, the 
elections, the latest scandals in high life, and the training reports from 
Newmarket, while he carefully shaved off one side of the policeman’s 
beard. Then he hinted that the hair grew remarkably stiff; and he 
retired into another room, saying he must hunt for a better razor. 
After patiently waiting ten minutes for the barber’s return, the constable 
explored, investigated, and discovered to his mortification that the wily 
bird had flown out at a back door and escaped. There was nothing 
left for it but toremove the remaining half of his beard himself. During 
half-an-hour's self-scraping the constable got a good deal of hirsute 
matter off, but in his irritation and agitation he chipped his face about 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe Epitor or “ Fon,” 


DEAR S1r,—I beg that you will note I m off to Scotland by the boat. 
I think I’m bound for Aberdeen, but that remains, Sir, to be seen ; for, 
after my accustomed fate, I came upon the wharf so late, and got so 
flustered in my mind I took the first that I could find (I mean the boat 
that nearest lay), and caught it just, as people say, by means of skin 
upon my teeth, and so, perhaps, I’m bound for Leith; but, anyway, 
I'm on the sea, and that is quite enough for me. I may, with a pathetic 
touch, remark it’s nearly been too much, exactly as I said it would. 
The skipper says it does me good. Regarding that I have some doubt, 
and wish she wouldn’t roll about (by ‘‘ she,” of course, I mean the ship). 
At anyrate, you take this tip. 
THE Ec Lipsk STAKES, 
ABOARD a ship, the skipper says, 
We're safe as any church ; 
It may be so, but, anyways, 
Those buildings never lurch. 
He says he’d rather be at sea, 
By chalks, than on the land, 
It may be so, but give to me 
A place where I can stand. 
When I’m at home my mind is calm, 
I have no chance to drown ; 
And, oh! I never feel a qualm 
Within my house in town, 


They say the chance of Bendigo 
Is clearly good enough, 

And I should think it would be so 
(If I were quite a muff), 

And Minting, many folks opine, 
Will surely foremost pass, 

And their opinion would be mine 
(If I were quite an ass), 

Gay Hermit may be one in ten, 
Or Candlemas may be 

Well fancied, but St. Gatien 
Is good enough for me. 
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It strikes me, as I’m on the loose, a good impression you ‘‘ perdooce ”’ 
if by the early post you sent additional emolument, I mean an extra- 
special sum above my honorarium, for if you did I’d stifle pride and feel 
extremely gratified ; nor would I, as no doubt you think, expend the 
whole of it on drink, although aboard these splendid ships there 7s a 
sort of run on “‘nips.” But should you take this hint or not, you'll 
always find me ‘‘ on the spot” with tips and copy maugre fuss, 

Yours faithfully, TROPHONIODS, 








All Allo-ne. 


[The English phrase ‘‘ Hullo!” has been corrupted in French to “ Allé |") 


Tus Gallic ‘‘ alli” is a(I)l6 affair, 

And many will not for the phrase much care— 
They like not to walk in such shallow paths ; 

And those who are homceopaths will confess 








to such an extent that the divisional surgeon had to plaster it up in a That this French alteration would cause them distress, 
n or so pl when he reported | elf at the stat For ’twould show that the French are all ‘‘ allo”-paths. 
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SKETCHES AT WIMBLEDON.—APPARENTLY PERPETRATED AFTER GUNFIRE. 
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Ought to be a good shot. He's always at the 


Butts. 


‘* And I, a Che, is it that I may not shoot at Vimble- 
don? Do I not, all the days, practice at the Range?” 
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They disallowed his shooting, because his was not 
a ‘‘regulation position.’ 


Safe, at least, for the Nursery Aggregate Cup. 


A comrade was kind enough to blacken his 
sight for him. 








The Return Home, 
(SEE CARTOON). 


*¢ Returning Home ’’—that phrase, 
As understood at present, 
No doubt to most of us conveys 
A notion very pleasant. 


But on the other hand, 
If we believe tradition, 

It may include an awkward, and 
Impeachable position. 


The gentleman comes back 
Too late, and is detected ; 
Then by his worthy dame, alack ! 
He straightway gets suspected. 


He either seems too flat, 
Or else he seems too frisky, 

And puts it down to food and that— 
But not to wine or whisky. 


He further as ** All right,” 
Describes the situation ; 

His dame, however, cannot quite 
Accept that explanation. 


And so—Well, never mind ; 
There’s one of sundry cases, 

Where home returners do not find 
The pleasantest of places. 





APPROPRIATE jewellery for ladies politically 
inclined.— LZ /ection-earing. 
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THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 








‘**’Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 
John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’ ’"—Puach. 

‘The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
told.”—J/llustrated London News. 

“** The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour should 
take a dip.” —“' Dagonet,” in the Re/erce. 

‘It is a well-written and well-constructed book.’’— 
Sporting Times. 

‘* Brightly written, and full of thrilling sensation and 
romantic love making.” —7he World. 
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_ SLASHES AND PUFFS, 


Drury LANge.—The Russian Chcir should have come earlier in the 
season ; it might then have had the chance of becoming a fashionable 





Tue Garety.—‘‘I say, MY DBAR, COULDN'T ‘OU GIVB ME A SEAT INA 
THOROUGH DRAUGHT!’ 


fad and scored a success (natural in a choir to ‘‘score”). Under any 
other circumstances I don’t think they are likely to be remuneratively 
popular, in spite of their excellence and the interest attaching to them. 
Their singing is very perfect, and the choir seems to be formed of 
picked voices ; their time and modulation have no detectable flaw, and 
there is a good deal of character in their style. In one song, ‘‘ Sleep 
overcomes me” (or, if you prefer it, ‘‘.Sfeetso mne mladoshenka’’), 
there is a magnificent snore in the bass. 


THE ‘genuine historical costumes of the sixteenth and seventeenth 
centuries’’ are very handsome and quaint, and considering their age, 
well-preserved. They consist largely of beads and some very fine 
embroidery, and it is difficult to decide whether they give the choir the 
appearance of glorified Christy Minstrels, or a page from an old 
illumination. The main point of interest is that, as I presume is the 
Russian custom, the leader conducts with his back to the singers, and 
with a slight motion of his hand, unassisted by any baton. The pro- 
gramme smacks somewhat of monotony, and is, except for such as are 
more or less musicians, ‘‘ caviare to the general ””—which is not inap- 
propriate. I am inclined to think they would go for most as items of a 
diversified programme at a general concert. 


Tue Gatery.—It was suffocatingly hot, but a large audience and a 
strong smell were present at the hundredth performance of Adonzs, It 
was announced that many alterations had been made, and there were 
varying rumours that Mr. Dixey would imitate Mr. Irving as Shylock 
or Mephistopheles. Neither of these came off, and little alteration was 
manifest, except a general toning down of exuberance, a certain amount 
of cutting (an improvement in exact ratio to its extent), the insertion of 
a new ‘‘ wheeze” or two, and the conversion of the concluding dialogue 
into rhyme, which the company speak quite as badly (irrespective of 
accent) as they do prose. 

Adonis is now preceded by a noisy farce, and does not commence 
until a quarter to nine, which has its advantages this weather, when the 
airy costumes worn by those inexplicable ‘‘plumed knights” (who 
avow the curious occupation of ‘‘tic-tacking’’ all day long) excite the 
strongest feelings of envy. Mr. Dixey distinguished himself by sending 
a piece of chalk careering among the audience with a back kick, and 
the audience said hooray. Mr. Dixey’s engagement ends with the 
month of August. 


Tue Avgnug.—To describe the *‘ new and original musical comedy,’ 
Our Agency, in terms of derisive reprobation, that would not yet in 
some degree savour of gross flattery, is too difficult a feat for your not 
generally timorous noticer to attempt. Whether it is that the English 
language is not equal to it, or that your noticer’s acquaintance with his 
native tongue is of too rudimentary a character to meet the emergency, 
1s a question I am willing to leave open ; but he is certainly ‘‘ out of it.’ 
A string of meaningless rubbish serves to introduce a number of cha- 
racters, who all want to go on the 10st of them sing a song, or 
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acts of this, and a general inclination of the female members of the cast 
to get into tights. 


A very bad amateur company would give the ‘‘talent” engaged on 
this work ‘‘a long start and beat ’em easy.” In this sweeping assertion, 
exception must be made in favour of Mr. John Tresaliar (who played a 
‘‘ masher” with a sense of character and a commendable restraint rather 
remarkable under the surrounding circumstances), Mr: F. Oswald, Miss 
is Lalor Shiel, Miss Dot Robins, Miss Annie Rose, and Miss Lilian 
Francis (who played with considerable sprightliness and go,” and gave 
a rather enterprising dance in skirts). A tall gentleman, with,a solemn 
visage, who folded himself up a good deal, and did;a feebly fatuous 
version of ** washing his hands with invisible soap,” was the worst per- 
former I’ve ever seen—and I’ve seen some bad ones—and caused dis- 
sension among the audience as to whether he was to be described as a 
‘‘dromedary ” or a ‘‘ camel.” The introduction of a clergyman gloating 
over an elderly ballet was in the worst possible taste; but there, the 


whole production was an outrage. 


Tue GRAND.—Here, where Minnie Palmer’s AZy Sweetheart first 
burst in all its mingled absurdity and attractiveness upon the London 
public; that same piece as given by Mr. Wynn Miller’s Provincial 
Company, has been presented to rather summer audiences for twelve 
nights, or a theatrical fortnight. Miss Sara Beryl, who plays Tina, 
has the advantage of the original impersonator, in being an artist, and 
gives a refinement to the character, which makes it as ‘‘ likely” as is 
possible in such a part, and relieves Tony from the imputation of bad 
taste in his selection of a partner for life. In fact, all Tina’s self- 
conscious vulgarity has disappeared, and she becomes a very quaint little 
maiden of the Grasshopper and Fanchette kind. Miss Beryl dances 
neatly, if not too variously, has a good voice and can sing well; she is 
also plump and pleasing to gaze upon. Ina vocal respect, she is well 
supported by Mr. C. J. Murton, 2s Tony, who also acts respectably. 
The rest of the cast suffers considerably by comparison with the original 
one—who boasted no great ability either. Mr. Wilmot’s theatre is 
uncommonly cool this weather. 


Nops AND WinKxs.—The dresses for the pastoral play, called with 
characteristic affectation, Mosamund, were made from Mr. Godwin’s 
designs by Messrs. L. and H. Nathan.—On the 3Ist inst., the final per- 
formance of the Lyceum Company will be given for the benefit of Miss 
Terry (who has been suffering from what a ‘‘contemporary paper” calls 
with some enterprise, a ‘‘throatal attack”), after which the theatre 
will remain closed till the 11th of September.—The Daly Company 
and Nancy and Co.,’s te-nancy of the Strand, comes to an end with the 
month.—Miss Kate Vaughan and Mr. H. B. Conway are going to give 
a month or so of ‘‘old comedies” at the Haymarket ; may they have 
better luck than I expect !—Mr. Charles Duval shortly opens at the 
Prince’s Hall with his Odds and Ends.—Mr. Douglas Cox says the 
production of A/acbeth at the Olympic will be a good thing, and he 





Tia Avenve.—Atry Fairy Littan. 


ought to know, seeing that he has the getting up thereof. With 
Messrs. Barnes, Beveridge, C. W. Somerset, Calhaem, F. Wood, and 
Miss Jessie Maryland in the cast, it looks something like it ; and when | 
I am told that some of the witches will be young and lovely, and have 
nice figures and show ’em, I feel like sending to Cox for a Box. 
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ON RAMSGATE’S YELLOW SANDS. 


On the Sands—German bands—squeezing hands. Merry skips—pleasure trips—touch of ‘‘pips.” Children’s howls—old maids’ growls— 
moonlight prowls. Pretty girls—waltzy whirls—golden curls. Niggers’ trills—donkey spills— and snow-white frills. 








Poltwattle the Careful. 


P,. HAS always been a student. When quite a boy he used to read all 
the books he could get hold of. Now, even, he reads with avidity— 
and a pair of spectacles, 

In his early youth he read and learned the lesson of the poor fellow 
who, when he went into a shop in the City for a job, and being refused, 
went out, looking disconsolately on the ground, wondering what the 
deuce he should do for his next meal. He saw a pin lying before him, 
picked it up, stuck it in his coat, and was called back. The merchant 
had noticed the action and engaged him at once, and he eventually 
rose from errand boy to shopman, from storekeeper to partner, married 
his master’s daughter and succeeded to the business, and lived happy 
ever after—and all because of that pin ! 

Poltwattle must have picked up tons of pins in his time. //e has #o/ 
become proprietor of a City shop, He has sedulously assisted, and, in 
fact, assests dilapidated old people over roads, out of ’busses and into 
trains, but they never die and leave /zm fortunes. 

The one story of that kind—about the two boys who received parcels 
tied up with string—always stuck in Peter’s memory. You remember 
how one of them cu? the string and threw it away, and afterwards 
caught his foot in it, while going down stairs, and broke his leg ; while 
the other youth—the wise boy of the story—carefully wstied his, rolled 
it up, and put it in his pocket, and next day, at an archery competition, 
when the string of his bow broke, repaired it with the piece he had so 
thriftily saved, and so won the prize ! 

That story made a strong impression on P., and thenceforward he 
made it a rule to ustie the string on his parcels. It took an awful time 
to do, but he did it on principle. 

Some time ago Peter Poltwattle received a tied-up parcel, and began 
to untie it. It had a cruel lot of knots in it. How bitterly Peter 
cursed the day he read that infernal story. He cursed it even more— 
later on. 








* = * » a 


There was a grumbling old man who lodged upstairs, poor as the pro- 
verbial mouse that inhabits a place of worship, but for whom Poltwattle 
had more than once done small services, not from any hope or expecta- 
tion of reward, but the story reading made it habitual with him to 
behave like the heroic good boys do in the tales. Just as Peter was 
untying that ghastly twine, the old man called him. 

**Can’t come,”’ shouted P, 

‘* Look sharp!” shouted the G. O. M. (grumbling old man). 

A few more minutes elapsed, and Poltwattle, having carefully untied 
the string, went up. 

‘Oh! yewr comed at last!” sarcastically and ungrammatically 
observed the G. O. M. ; ‘‘ well, yewr jist tew late! I’ve a bin makin’ 
my will, an’ I wanted yer full name—” 

‘* Peter, Paul—” began our hero, hastily. 

** But it wusn’t wuth yer while,” continued the old man; ‘so yer 
out on it.” 

The stupid old idiot died the same week, and £14,000 went to a 
local charity! 

Peter lost that fortune entirely through those good for nought goody- 
goody books. 


PB] 








A Coat-illion. 


[It is stated that out of Mr. Parnell's eighty-four followers, three-fourths have not 
coats to call their own.] 


Ir, out of a matter of eighty-four, 
Three-fourths haven’t coats they can call their own, 
’Tis a state of distress, which we all should deplore, 
And compassion in such a sad case should be shown ; 
For, alas! Parnell’s coterie, as you'll see, 
\ hard-up mo coat-erie seems to be ! 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMBS. 


SUBTERRANEANISMS, 


PASSENGER. Let’s see now. Howtogettotown quickest. Ha!- ad- 


vertisement : **The Metropolitan Railway Company convey passengers 
between the 


East and West- 
ends in less time 
by a week than 
that upstart other 
Company, and 
be hanged to it.” 
That'll do then: 
I'll go by Me- 
trop—eh? Here’s 
another adver- 
tisement, though: 
—‘*The District 
Railway Com- 
pany carry pas- 
sengers from the 
West-end to the 
East-end and 
vice versd in a 
shorter time by ten years than some other fools who shall be nameless.” 
That seems more promising still. I'll go by the District. Here’s the 
entrance—through this lobby, and along this passage, and by this vesti- 
bule, and under this arch, and over this bridge ; and here’s the booking 
office. Second single to Whatsaname Street, please. 

};OOKING CLERK. Next train to Whatsaname Street is run by the 
other company—t’other booking office next door. 

Pas. Next door? But I can’t get at it: there’s a brand new barrier 
put up. 

BookING C. Yes; that’s been done by this company in order to spite 
the other company. You'll have to go back over the bridge, and under 
the arch, and by the vestibule, and along the passage, and through the 
lobby, and out into the street, and over the line by the road, and then 
ask again. 

Pas. Good heavens! 
booking office at last. 
Street, if you please. 
BookINnG C, This company’s train’s just gone. Next train to Whatsa- 
name Street belongs to the other company. Booking office next door 
there—but you'll have to go round up the steps, and down the ladder, 
and over the roof, and 

Pas. Oh, thankee. I prefer to sit down and wait until this train’s 
gone, and then take a ticket for your next train. 

PORTER. You can’t sit down. You see the seats belonged to the 
other company, and so they’ve took ’em away and burnt ’em to spite the 
other company. There’s that wall-seat left over there as belongs to both 
companies ; but there’s a chancery suit about that, and maybe you'll 
‘ave to pay the costs of both parties if you sit down on it. 








Well, I ave arrived at the other company’s 
What a journey. Second single to Whatsaname 





Pas. Oh, I'll chance that—here! What’s this? My clothes are 
covered with—— 
Por. Yus. The tother cumpny smeared it all with pitch to spite the 


tother cumpny; and the tother cumpny smeared it over with treacle to 
spite the tother cumpny ; and then the tother cumpny come and larded 
it all over; and then the tother cumpny, as wouldn’t be outdone, comes 
and shoved a lot o’ soot onto it. ’Ere’s yer train, 

* * s * . ° 

Pas, Guard! Why are we stopping in this tunnel ?. How long are we 
to be kept ? 

GUARD. Well, to tell you the truth, I shouldn’t be surprised if we 
didn’t get out of here for a week, The other company as this train 
doesn’t belong to have been and bricked up the tunnel so’s to prevent 
this company’s trains a-going along it; and I dessay when we tries to 
back out t’other way, we shall find they put a lot o’ sleepers across the 
line that way; and then we shall have to stop ’ere till the quarrel’s over. 

Pas. Oh, I see. But, guard! what 7s that dreadful swearing and 
es in the next carriage? It seems just as if a dozen cats were 

g —_—_ 

GUARD. Yes; they are a-going it pretty well. It’s only a director of 
our company and a director of t’other company havin’ it out. They're 
always at it. 

Pas. But really, guard, their language is so horrible, and their yells 
are so os ! I’m sure I don’t want to sit here and hear one director 
say such dreadful things about the other director’s mother, and the other 
one make such disgraceful accusations against the other’s aunt. 

THE Pusiic. Nomoredowe. Weare not interested in the squabbles 
of this set of idiots. There must be some remedy. 

Mr. Fun. Of course there is. Tar and feather the lot of ’em, and 


sa@ +h ows —_ : i . 
pu their heads ina bag, and stuf em dowr the f; nnels of their 
engine ‘ey , 





Own 








MBRRY ON THE MOORS. 


So you are going to the moors, are you? Youcan go to the niggers, F 


or the dogs, or anywhere else you like, for all I care. For my part, I can 
see nothing in grouse or grilse even if you get em, Most of the grouse 
you get in London restaurants are imported crows. A pleasant thing 
that to think about. 
Well, I’m not likely to be asked there, anyhow. I never can understand 
what people want to hire shooting for. Fancy having to live in a 
wretched, badly-built hovel, the nearest Highland village being three 
miles off. And when you get to that village, what a treat. Nothing to 
eat worth eating. You can’t always console yourself with whisky and 
talking to chuckio-headel factors and gamekeepers. Bah! I hate it all. 
Besides, I never could get any comfortable boots to tramp about in, in 
my life. 

To see the sun rise on the distant lochs. Bah! what doI care about 
such nonsense? Turning out of bed to go into a steamy mist, like an 


al fresco washing-day, with nothing in your inside but some milk and af 


biscuit. 
I don’t want to share it, I can tell you. 
moors. Heaven help me! I had a time of it. Horrid meal, hard beer, 


You can have all the enjoyment of that sort of thing yourself ; 
I was last on the Yorkshire 


and heather honey. When I wanted to get to any reasonable place | 


there was nothing to go in but a cart without springs. The beautiful 
purple heather! Why, I never got so sick of anything in all my life. 
The moor only looked like a lot of faded pickle-cabbages, and I cer- 
tainly can’t see any beauty in that. I was glad enough to bolt off to 
Stourgate, and go in for drinking even the beastly waters for a change. 
People in England always want to be shooting at something. I hate 
Wimbledon just as much as I do the moors, I hate sport of any sort. 
I rather like the Danes than not, because they do shoot their foxes. 
There should be plenty of wire-fences in the country if I had my way, 
you can reckon on that. I shall be glad enough when the three acres 
farms come about, for it’ll put an end to a good deal of the nonsense. 
As to the American fellows who have made money at pig-boiling, and 
come and take the shooting in England and Scotland, all I can say is, 
the more fools they! I should think they could have better fun at 
Saratoga. But, then, everyone’s gone stark, staring mad on the subject. 
Fools ! DIOGENES TUBBS. 








SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONE THAT KNOws NoTuInG ApouTt It.) 






































Perhaps the Prince of Wales will be at Abergeldie ! fF 
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A LEG OF MUTTON SAUTE. 


Fun is sure that the following recipe will be appreciated. A highly nutritious and economical cish. 


















































Take a leg of mutton. 
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Then pour in about a pint of old ale, Let simmer gently before a slow fire. : And ‘*‘take up” in an hou-. 
SONGS OF THE WATERING- And lovely strolls Fustice—Confirmation of our own decisions. 
PLACES. To cliffy holes, King—A pencil to which his people play the 
. : Cornelian Bay and Filey. art of slate. 
No. IV.—ScaRBoROUGH. , d : . : - Luck—Equity gone astray. 
Ye gents who shine on Southend’s strand Time see when ladies went to drink Matrimony—Sl\eeping partnership. 
And pier-head elongated, Its Spa's chalybeate waters, feutral—One who bides his time. 
Oh, never dream that Scarborough grand Which yet are flowing ; but, I think, Originator—One who cooks a dinner for 
And Sheerness are related ! Do not draw Fashion's daughters, others to eat. 
Your low-pric’d fun Who rather go Patience—Looking on while another devours 
There can’t be done, because they know the cake, 
A splash you can’t make meanly ; They'll wardrobes need extensive, QOuestionable—Every statement and argument 
’Tis rich swells go And dress they may of an opponent. 


To Scarborough, Six times a day Respectability—Living in a large house, pay- 





To Scarborough the queenly. At Scarb’rough the expensive. ing punctually, and without ever challenging 
But all y Senmnine bf Mere your tradesmen’s charges, 
yee ye ve Pp nenchair vemitin cts Specimens of a New Dictionary. Scrupulousness—Giving good change for bad 
ass-books smiling, : . money. 
May hie to haughty Scarb h’s sh Abundance—Part of somebody else's share. s : : 
And S06 its. ich bevélling s" ane: Banquet—Subject for conversation with your de - ee off the spoils of the 


For them is made doctor. Utopi , , 
a $ : ypian—Anyone who believes he can im- 
The esplanade, Consolation—Generally, the gift of semething prove anything in the world. 


Its Grand Hotel palatial, of which the giver has no need. Vanity—-O , 
om , , , ‘ty—Other peoples’ love of display. 
Where, sans alloy, Debt—The rich man’s servant, the poor man’s Wrong—Anything we strongly dislike. 











Pa ’ : te on rson defined by an- Xylophagous—W ood-eating: as Jew money- 
Exclusiveness quite glacial. Wal Act of one pene y lenders, who feed and grow fat on ‘* sticks.” 
Still, there’s the Foreshore Road for those Fashion—F olly’s levée. ob , Cpt Tagg of life during which one 

\V jays Ss ted— catness—Assumed total of an unprovec , ; 
hadeadaiee feat of } al) ins : : ' Zealousness—Kestless and vexatious intru- 
With water fresh and salted ; Habit—In one’s own case, conviction; in | S!VEPes>- 
A People’s Park, that of another, indolence. A . i 
A Castle dark, | Ienorance—Condition of mind of persons | Tue “eight of a countrymans ambition. — 
| The London Bridge Monument. 


And interesting, highly, who do not know what we know. 
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** Wot I was a'lus a‘eard on was as one u they gents on the other side ‘ud 
come an’ convir.ce me; an’ sure enuf «other cazdidit he called. 
ses, ‘I woz't be onvinced by ennybody.’” 
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“Well, ‘ee would reason through the latchole, ‘ee would; and I stuffed up 


my ears with wool, and keep my fut agin the door.” 
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** So off 1 goes to doctor, and I ses, ‘Ken you make me tempry deaf?’ Ises. And 
doctcr he seals up my ears with sealin’-wax ; and then I thought as I zur safe.” 
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A Place of Honour. 
(Certaia people are asking, ‘ Wherever will the Liberal Unionists sit in the H ouse 7” 
Some have answered, they will sit below the gangway on the Upposition sice. 
ALAS! those Liberal Unionists ! ‘‘ Wherever vi// they sit?” 
Is asked by certain people who imagine sneers are wit ; 
And, lo! unto the question it has lately been replied :— 
That all these earnest members, 
Who'd extinguish treason’s embers, 
Will sit below the gangway on the Opposition side. 


Though slavish party-followers regard them with disdain, 
And call them ‘‘ traitors!” What of that? Z/zy well can stand 
the strain, 
For will not all the Empire view such earnest men with pride, 
Whose love for their great nation 
Forbade all Separation, 
And drove them to the gangway on the Opposition side ? 


And when the battle’s fought again (and soon will come the brunt), 
Again those earnest Unionists will show a solid front ; 
And, free from Party prejudice, to Truth they'll be allied, 

To resist all legislation 

That would tend to Separation 


From their place below the gangway on the Opposition side, 


(BUT ARE NOT LIKELY TO.) 
(From our Special Millennialist. ) 

ys who have been caught placing obstacles on railway 
lines, or setting fire to 
reformatory ships, or 
burgling, or throwing 
stones at passing train, 
or ill-treating animals, 
have been sent to the 
Charterhouse School. 

Anxious friends need 


not inquire about their 
healths after a week 
hence. 

* ” ” a 


As a far more eftec- 
tual alternative to the 
Extradition Treaty be- 
tween England and 
America, it has been 
decided to devote a 
large portion of the 
[british secret service noney to the organisation of a select band who 
will secretly proceed without delay to America, and blow up a public 
building in New York for each one blown up in London. This will 
obviate the necessity for any one-sided diplomatic arrangement which 
would be carried out by England for the good of America, and allowed 
to **slide” by America for the good, bad, or indifferent of England ; 
and put an end to Yankee-Irish outrages in a twinkling. 

. * * > - 

THE crew of the Ayax have been paid off to make room for her new 
company, which will consist entirely of Treasury and Admiralty officials, 
and the designers of the 4yax’s guns. The guns will be worked by 
those officials responsible for the retention of the ship in commission, 
and will not wait for ‘‘ action ”’ before being fired, but will be put through 
that operation immediately. 

* om * * *. 

Tu Irish Catholics guilty of outrages in the recent riots will not be 
let off scot-free, while all the Orangemen are punished with the utmost 
rigour of the law. 

. * * - « 

THE execution of Patrick Ford, and of about one-third of the Par- 

nellite members of Parliament, is fixed for Monday next at eight a.m. 


=——————— 





_ THE prejudice in this country against frogs’ legs dished up as ertrées 
is really most absurd. These dainty tit-bits are becoming very popular 
in New York, and the samées of gentle erenout//es from Canadian 
marshes fetch 40 centsa pound. The following is one of the most 
approved ways of cooking frogs’ legs:—Remove the outer skin, dip in 
ee egg, cover with bread crumbs, fry in boiling butter to a delicate 
Town, serve up piping hot with a sauce consisting of thick brown 
stock, button mushrooms, stoned olives, and a shalot or two. It is 
sometimes well t. % conectc en: + the a3 : ] . ; 
metimes well to let guests enjoy the dish in blissful ignorance of what 


t really 








EKNIOKNAOKS. 


CERTAIN doctors have been crying out loudly against the habit of 
brandy-drinking, saying that it simply ruins the nervous system. Not 
always! We happen to know an aged 
monthly nurse who has been a confirmed 
brandy-drinker nearly all her life. While 
quite a young girl, both her parents were 
struck dead by lightning within three 
feet of where she was standing. The 
awe-stricken damsel did not scream, and 
faint. No! She walked direct to the 
nearest inn and called for a glass of hot 
brandy-and-water. Later in life, when 
she was delicately informed that her 
husband had been blown to pieces by a 
Russian shell in the trenches before 
Sebastopol, she shed no tear, she gave 
way to no hysterical noises ; she silently 
rose, and mixed herself a glass of hot brandy-and-water. When her 
only daughter committed suicide off Westminster Bridge, and she was 
taken to identify the body, the old lady looked at her child's remains 
calmly, and asked for a glass of hot brandy-and-water. On one 
occasion this aged nurse attended a lady who presented her husband 
with four sons. Many nurses would have evinced signs of perturba- 
tion on communicating the awful intelligence to the anxious father. 
She, on the contrary, told him the dread news ina composed voice, and 
called for—four glasses of hot brandy-and-water. So, with unshaken 
nerves, she meanders through life peacefully on hot brandy-and-water. 





AN impetuous widower of fifty, with three children, fell deeply in 
love with a young lady of sweet seventeen, and formally proposed to 
her. The proposal was accepted, and he wrote many touching verses 
to her, such as, — 

‘« Here will I pledge thee, dearest one, 
Here will I vow, till day be done, 
True, true, till death.” 
But Venus, goddess of love, born of the froth of the sea, ordained that 
the impetuous one should zof prove true till death. She threwa buxom 
widow, in the shape of a steamboat stewardess, in his path—a widow 
with two amiab'e children—and he married her. The discarded damsel 
brought an action for breach of promise, but a hard-hearted jury only 
gave £3 as golden ointment for her wounded feelings. The blighted 
maiden says she doesn’t believe her ex-sweetheart ever read the sensible 
remarks of Mr. Weller, senr., anent ‘‘ Vidders,” or he wouldn’t have 
preferred one to a pretty unsophisticated girl of seventeen, with pink and 
white cheeks. She intends to sperd the £3 on chocolate creams. 


‘I SEE you have spent no less than twenty-six years in penal servi- 


tude,” said a horrified magistrate to a bland old Scotchwoman who was } 


standing in the dock charged with riotous conduct. ‘* Deed, ay, I have 
done that, the mair shame to me. I’m as bad as bad can be.” £*What 
can be done with you I don’t know,” mused the magistrate. ‘‘ Your 
honour could tak’ me for a servant,” suggested the prisoner promptly. 
‘You really must excuse my declining the proposition,” warbled his 


honour, ‘*1’m afraid you might not get on with my other domestics. If 


will fine you 40s., with the alternative of a month’s hard labour instead.” 
“Oh! murder, ye ill-favuerd loon to put sic an affront on me. Do you 
think I zvou/d be your servant, you donnert daidlin body? Ye’re fit for 
naething but to cobble cottar’s shoon. Hech me!” cried the prisoner 
as she shuffled down to the cells. 


A MAN suspected of stealing £800 of valuables was lately arrested by 
a smart detective. On being taken to the station he was eagerly 
searched by excited officers, who made sure that a good deal of the 
property was on his person. The quest was hardly satisfactory. 
Nothing whatever, valuable or worthless, was found about him, except 
a well-worn toothpick. He offered to swop it with any officer present 
for a pint of nut-brown ale; but the police were mad as hornets, and 
didn’t catch on, 


AN enterprising speculator wishes to start a public company in 
America for the purpose of running an hotel for the special convenience 
of would-be suicides. The building, he suggests, must be fitted up: 
with every means and convenience for comfortable self-destruction, 
from navy revolvers and silk ropes to prussic acid and dynamite pills ;. 
while commodious lethal chambers, and deep water-tanks should be 
kept in constant readiness for visitors. Experienced undertakers, in 
continual attendance night and day, of course form an attractive item in 
the scheme, but the hard and fast rule the projector insists on—viz., 
that every guest must deposit a fee of £35 on entering the establishment, 
will, we fear, greatly injure the chances of the project floating into a 
Pigantic SUCCESS, 


| 
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Sermons in (Precious) 
Stones. 
THE Rupsy. 
(The Ruby finds out poison, and discovers 
false friendship. ] 
THe stone on which your stone-y 
bard 
Would give a disquisition, 
Is one which in the world’s regard 
Maintains a high position. 
The average being holds it dear, 
Unless he be a booby ; 
In short, the gem I’d mention here 
Is one that’s called the Ruby. 


It finds out poisons, therefore ye 
Who dread adulteration, 
Of rubies should have two or three 
To foil annihilation, 
Mistaken friendship’s pains it 
soothes, 
However large the crew be ; | 
Thus man his pathway often | 
smoothes | 
By wearing of a Ruby. 


Well, say for instance you’ve been 
had, 
By so-called friends who borrow, 
Or that a friend has made you sad— 
This stone will ease your sorrow. 
lor, oh! alas, friends alter much 
Who vowed that they would true 
be ; 
The remedy’s within your clutch— 
You've but to wear a Ruby. 


The poisons from which wisdom | 
shrinks 

Are envy, hate, and malice ; 

Too often are these drugs, methinks, 

Compounded in life’s chalice. 

And so, when travelling through the 
land, 

However fine the view be, 

You'll find the gem called Self- 
Command 

E’en better than the Ruby. 





Tité Russian authorities intend to 

enforce the laws against drunkenness | 
more strictly. They have issued a | 
notice stating that anyone found in | 
a state of intoxication, except on fes- | 
tivals of the Church, will be punished Mr, 
with the utmost rigour of the law. 


Bull,—** Conr——! 








THE NEW PRIME MINISTER, FRESH FROM DIEPP7. 


DELIGHTED, OF COURSE, AND ALL THAT SORT OF TIIING, 10 SEE 


YOU, Mossoo SALISBURY; BUI, HANG IT! YOU KNOW—— 








Without the Option of a Fine, 


THERE was once a man who was a magistrate. It was his misfor- 
tune, not his fault. He was born like that. 

This man loathed politics with an unspeakable loathing. He stamped 
if you spoke to him of Salisbury, he raged if you mentioned Chamber- 
lain, and he foamed at the mouth when reference was made to the Grand 
Old Man. 

He hated them all, but was strictly impartial, as a magistrate should 
be. He didn’t hate one more than the other. 

Then the time came when an election fever raged in the land, and 
everybody caught it, and was very ill. And with one accord they told 
their symptoms to the magistrate, who raged, and roared, and stamped, 
and swore (fining himself five shillings for doing so), and foamed at the 
mouth worse than ever. 

And the epidemic was like a blight upon the country. So one fair 
day, when this magistrate sat upon the bench, a stalwart householder 
was brought before him charged with assault and battery, and he who 
was assaulted and battered bare evidence which one of his eyes was 
blackened like unto a coal, and his only nose was knocked round into 
consultation with his ear, ard his little brain was bewildered with knocks, 
cone thumps, cracks, and bangs duly received ; and ke was a pitiable 
oO ject. 

Then quoth the prisoner: ‘‘ Your honour’s worship, I plead ex- 
tenuating circumstances. The witness came to my house day after day, 
| would talk to me against my will about the elections,” 





| 
} 


} 
| 





‘*Oh, he would—would he?” said the magistrate with a malevolent 
glare at the witness. 

‘© Yes, your honour’s worship, and more. He told me what was in 
Hartington’s speeches, and Churchill’s addresses, and Gladstone's post- 
cards, and then—//en—he read me the election returns.”’ 

‘*Oh, he did—did he?” said the magistrate with another look under 
which the witness writhed in his vinegar and brown paper costume, 

‘* Yes, your honour’s worship ; and he kept it up day after day till I 
could stand it no longer, and I rose in my might and reduced him to the 
pulp you see before you.”’ ; 

‘¢ Prisoner !” cried the magistrate in awful wrath, ‘‘ I commit you for 
one month, with hard labour and without the option of a fine,—for not 
having killed him!’’ The court then adjourned. 


R.A.-R.A.-ngements. 
Tue work, ‘‘ Beer Head, Devon,” by Mr. John White, 
Is as clever a picture as any you'll ** spot ;” 
This landscape doth therefore much int’rest excite—_ 
Beer ‘‘head” would be frothy, you’d think ; but ‘tis not. 
** CASSANDRA.” 


Lo ! Solomon J. Solomon’s great work at the R.A. 
Deserves a lengthy notice—say a column ‘un— - 

Tis a masterpiece of painting, although many folks might say 
That ‘‘ Cassandra,” Sir, is certainly a Solemn- un ! 
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THE SITUATION. 
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& lately, I think you had better let me take the Foreign 
Office this time, Salisbury.” 


ae 
”— OFFPO 
ae . . ow,’ ” f the “Oh, why did I dissolve?" (With apologies to 
As’the Russians have been getting rather cheeky “ We're all wane (Cry of the y Mr. Faed, R.A.) 








TORF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor or ‘“* Fun.” 


A RISE IN FORTUNE FOR OUR ESTEEMED | 
CORRESPONDENT. | 
S1r,—Having reached the North at length, and partially recovered 
strength, the thing I hasten next to do is just to drop a line to you, aod, 
after my accustomed plan, present the best advice I can, without regard 
to time or place, about the next important race. And here I should, 








Kekona 


at 






perhaps, remark that, not to keep you in the dark, I was in ignorance pro- | 
found concerning whither we were hound ; but that is past, and I, in short, 
as soon as we arrived in port, my foot upon my native heath, observed 
that we'd arrived in Leith. My next arrangement was to go and make 
my way to Edinboro’ and take a lodging (and a nip), and there and then 
compose this tip. 

THe Goopwoop STAKEs., 


WHeN the sun is aloft in the sky, 
Yoho! 
And a party begins to perspire, 
A furnace that party will fly, 
Yoho! 
And he doesn’t much care for a fire ; 
And he sits with his collar undone, 
Yoho 
And his hat on the back of his head, 
A limp and invertebrate one, 
Yoho! 
With his hands rather swollen and re. 





_ but the courts and alleys of South London, and whose lives are always 
_ dark. The Society desires to infuse that light to their hearts which 


_ excursion ; and British Public, Esq., is invited to assist them. Contri- 


He’s not in a fit state to bet, 
Yoho! 
And so it’s your obvious game, 
To into his confidence get, 
Yoho! 
And make him indulge in that same. 
You'll go for Sir Kenneth to win, 
Yoho! 
Or go on The Co? for a place ; 
Or take John and Corinia in, 
Yoho! 
But Sir R. or the Postscript the case. 


And now I may observe, my boy (excuse exuberance of joy), that 
when aboard a ship I went, I was not ‘‘ upon pleasure bent,” but, as I 
think you soon will find, on ‘‘biz.” of an important kind. It seems 
that one who used tosip, the honey from my weekly tip (and Mr. Printer, 
let me say, that ‘‘weekly’s” spelt with ‘‘e,” not ‘fa’’), has lately 
ceased from earthly toil, and ‘‘ shuffled off the mortal coil.” He left 
behind him when he went the regulation document (you understand me, 
I expect) of testamentary effect, and I received a note which said, I’d 
got to come and hear it read. The prospect made me rather glum, as 
I supposed some trifling sum (enough, perhaps, to pay my fare), was all 
that would await me there, but what was my surprise and joy, to find 
he’d left me HEAPS, my boy, in gold, and land, and stock, and share, 
and that I was a millionaire! So no more tips from me my son, except, 
occasionally, one, when I’m inclined to write for FUN; my days of 
drudgery are done, and Fortune’s deigning to accord my long delayed 
but just reward—a deep, and wide, and lengthy puss, 

I’m, yours, tol lol, TROPHONIUS. 








‘TIS IN THE POWER OF NATURES KIND 
TO LIGHTEN HEARTS WHERE EYES ARE BLIND. 

AT this happy season of the year, when the fields are at their brightest, 
the trees at their best, and the birds are singing their merriest to the 
accompaniment of rustling leaves and rippling streams, our old friend. 
British Public, Esq., is packing up his traps and hieing away from 
the streets and squares of hot and dusty London. The South London 
Association for Assisting the Blind would be very pleased if British 
Public, Esq., before he departs, would bear in mind those of his fellow- 
creatures whose hard lot it is to dwell in, not the streets and squares, 


cannot reach their eyes, by giving their blind members their annual 


butions will be gratefully received by J. T. Edmonds, Esq., Hon. Sec., 
15 Brixton Road, S.W. ; or R. D. Millett, Esq., Hon. Treas., London 
~ Westminster Bank, Lambeth Branch, Westminster Bridge Road, 

THE legs and wings of a pigeon were discovered yesterday in a large 
“pigeon” pie served in a Soho restaurant. They belonged to a very 


tough hardy bird. 
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PRACTISING FOR THE TWELFTH OF AUGUST. 
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‘* Up rouse ye then, my merry, merry men.” 


A fast breax after break/ast. 


running object. 


Practice in the back garden at a 


Practice at a stationary object. 
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** Trying a suit.” 


** Poacher on the look-eut.”” (Subject for another 
Academy picture.) 


The goal and ultimate end. 








NEW JERSEY. 


As we sat in the steamboat cabin, 
Thus spoke the keen-looking stranger :— 


** Know’st thou the State of New Jersey ? 
Bitter indeed are the stories 

That the good folk of Manhattan 
Tell of the people who dwell there. 
Even the mild Philadelphian, 
Pickled in perfect politeness, 
Genealogical genial, 

Says it is Satan’s own sand-box, 
Speaks of its natives as Spaniards 
Who are so keen at a horse trade 
They can e’en cheat one another, 
Sure it is written, the devil 

Went into Nova Czsarea,* 

Stayed there a day, and no longer, 
For the ‘ New Jers.’ before breakfast 
Cheated him out of his pitchfork ; 
Bargained him long before dinner 
Out of his wooden-iron shovel ; 
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Swindled him ere he had supper, 
Dry, on a contract for sulphur, 


** Once, and once only, a Hebrew, 
Shrewdest of all Ashkenazi, 
Tried to exist in New Jersey 

(This is a Maryland story) ; 

But ere the summer was over, 
Utterly ragged and ruined, 
Raging, he rushed to Kentucky. 

** Talking one day with a gypsy 
Camped near the City of Camden, 
Thus said the Romany geero, 


_ £.e., New Spain, the Old Continental! name for New 
Jersey. 





‘* The worst of being in Jersey, 

Is that one loses one’s time so, 

Carefully watching the waggons ; 

For if we leave them a minute, 
Something is sure to be stolen. 

Never in all of my travels 

Did I dick such choramengris, 

Such facho choris tor lootin’’— 

Which means in English, ‘I never 

Knew such regular good ‘uns for stealing.’ 


** Once a small girl of six summers 
Lived at the North in New England. 
(This is a legend from Boston.) 
Every evenirg devoutly 

She offered her little devotion ; 

But once having heard her father 
Speaking of changing his dwelling, 
Thus she enced her prayers, 
‘Good-bye, O Lord, and for ever! 
We're going to live in New Jersey.’ 
‘*?Tis said that a sailor by midnight, 
Washed from the deck of his vessel, 
Swam, and yet not knowing whither, 
Swam, and was nearly exhausted ; 
Till, struggling near Jersey City, 
Some men on the shore beheld him, 
Having a rope, they got ready 

To throw it afar to the swimmer, 
Crying aloud, ‘Catch hold, ther! 
You can pay us as soon as you're landed— 
We'll only charge you a dollar.’ 
Well nigh worn out, the swimmer 
Cried out, ‘ What kiod of a country 
Is this that I have come to?’ 

* This,’ they roared, ‘is New Jersey. 
Won't you give us a dollar?’ 








Sadly sighed the sailor, 

‘If this is the State of Jersey, 

I guess I'll float a while longer.’ 

Bat sank in death as he said it, 

And the Jerseymen lost their money.” 


Appalled at such awful legends, 

I whispered unto my neighbour, 
** Tf half of what I’ve been hearing 
Be true, then the State of Jersey 
Must be the extra-vilest 

Of all the lands in existence.” 


** A—hum,” replied the ne'gtb. ur; 
‘* The gentleman bas his reasons, 

I reckon, for spitin’ Jersey, 

He wandered that way last summer 
As a travellin’ faro-banker, 
Likewise as a bunko-steerer ; f 

And I've beard that bogus green- backs 
Were not to him unfamiliar, 
Anyhow, the Spaniards clawed him, 
Tied him up to a palin’, 

Gin bim a hundred lashes, 
Orcnamented him lovely 

With a coat of tar and feathers, 

Rid him upon a fence-rail 

All round the town of Trenton. 
When he talked about Jersey, 

He somehow forgot to tell us 

All about Jersey justice. 

Wall, no wonder—for people 
Gen’rally speak of a market 
According as things went with 'em, 
And so he narrates on Jersey.” 


+ A swindler who makes acquaintance with strangers 
by plausibly pretending to have known them before. 
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THEY WERE SHY OF EACH OTHER EVER AFTER. 


Fitsbifin.—“* 7] DINE AT A LOY OF SWELL Houses IN THR SEASON; BUT AS TO THE DINNERS ONE GETS THERE, YOU KNOW— 
WELL, I'VE EATEN AS GOOD, AND BETTER, AT THE CRITERION, OR AT THE CLUB. Wuy, AT A HOUSE WHERE I WAS DINING A 
FEW NIGHTS AGO, IN BERKELEY SQUARR, ACTUALLY—THERE WAS NO FIsH !” 

Skynner,—‘*‘ THEY HAD EATEN IT ALL UPSTAIRS, I SUPPOSE?” . Sat . ae 

[ Fitzbiffin contributes no more to the conversation, which from that point becomes hilarious. 











Only a Tiff. 
(SEE C roon.) 


WHEN the dead languages I used to stammer 
In juvenile and somewhat distant days, 

I oft repeated from my Latin Grammar 

A quaintly paradoxical old phrase— 

** Amantiui,” et cetera, it says- 

Which phrase I greatly doubt if then I could 


Have fully understood. 


Ak 


But what I ve learned of billing and of cooing 
Since schooling-time, has led me to believe 
That lovers’ quarrels yay mean love’s renewing; 

And I can now quite easily conceive 


And may return with a redoubled force 
When wooed in proper course. 


So William Gladstone, who has left his lady 
Under unpleasant circumstance, and goes 





| | Which ev'ry man in Opposition knows, 


Need not presume the friendship at a close ; 


Their quarrel »zay mean love's renewal, if 
It simply was a tiff. 


PRICE, ONE SHILLING; Post-free, Is. 2d. 


SNOOPING, 


By CHARLES G. LELAND (‘' Hans Breitmann ”), 
153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


To that retreat (disliked, though cool and shady) 


PRICE, ONE SHILLING ; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


Ey JOHN LATEY, Jun. 








‘*’Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 
John Latey, Juni r—‘ The River of Life. "—/ an be 

‘‘The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
told."—Jilustrated London News. 

‘‘The changes are skilfully rung on love, revenge, 
and sensation.” —Morning Post. ; 

‘* The River’ is just the kind for a Boaksellers Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour sheuld 
take a dip.” —“ Dagonet,” in the Reserce. ae 

‘* An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporing scenes are interwoven wit 
ingenious plot.”’—Daily News. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


Tur VAUDRVILLE.—“ Second thoughts are best,” and Mr. Thorne, 
who, I believe, meant closing his theatre after his benefit with 7%e 





Vaupaevi__ze.—"** Tue Roap To Ruin!” 


Road to Ruin, thought better of his intention, and put that play up for 
arun. Capitally it is played, and capitally it goes. Mr. Warner is 
a favourite actor with audiences, if not with me; and Mr. James 
Fernandez takes a good deal of beating nowadays. Then there is the 
inimitable Thomas himself, the irresistible Miss Sophie Larkin, and the 
equally irresistible Miss Kate Rorke. 


Tue Gaisty—(A/orning).——Mr. Owen Dove's special benefit matindée 
opened with a considerable deal of nothing attempted, nothing done, 
and an evident inability to find the singers whose names figured in the 
programme, The audience openly desiring something more than this 
for their mo— matinée, it was announced that Mr. Eric Lewis would 
‘* do something,” which he did, and was followed by another gentleman 
who sang something; and then Miss Wadman came and warbled 
sweetly, and we encored her, Then the play began, and if the rest of 
the singers and players wanted *‘a show” they didn’t get it—that’s all. 


Tue play itself, Anight against Rook, by Messrs. Owen Dove and 
J. G. Lefebre, was of very ordinary texture, unnecessarily written in 
four acts. Apart from the artificiality of a man in a serious contest with 
wily swindlers indulging in allegorical reflections founded on the game 
of chess, and the gentle simplicity of an aristocrat and his wife, in 
admitting doubtful acquaintances into close intimacy, the ‘‘ words ” of 
the first two acts are largely in excess of the necessities of the case, and 
the dialogue generally, though inoffensive, at no point particularly 
brilliant. The characters are all conventional ; but the play as a whole, 
some cutting understood, may be described as a very good, ordinary 
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Tus Comevy.—"*Turnep Ur!” 





ae law ‘ 
on play. The last act displays the somewhat unusual scene 
the villains making a good stand-up fight for it when detected, and 


- ~*~ 





not immediately succumbing, in the orthodox way, at the sight of 
‘‘ this paper.” 


ting was excellent, and succeeded in making the play interest- 
os rages Sendderdie degree. Mr. Macklin could not have been 
improved upon, and Messrs. E. J. Henley and R, Purdon played two 
widely diverse scoundrels with great effect. Messrs. Eric Lewis, Morton 
Selten, and A. B. Tapping all deserve recognition for very praiseworthy 
work, Miss Florence Cowell made an exceptionally favourable impres- 
sion in the character of an adventuress, which she played with a firm 
skill; Miss Grace Huntley was very pleasant and acceptable as her 
light-hearted daughter, but the other ladies were scarcely so satisfactory, 
Miss Maud Merrie appearing in a part beyond her resources, and Miss 
Helen Leyton, though playing a not very important part prettily enough, 
kept too uniformly serious a countenance throughout. 





Nops AND WINKs.—Now is the witching hour when country com- 
panies are formed, and ‘‘mummers” go on tour, and Messrs. Clayton 
and Cecil have engaged Miss Edith Kenward (a young lady sprightly 
and intelligent, I am led to suppose) for Miss Roney’s part in The 
Schoolmistress on tour.—Mr. Edouin has taken the Comedy theatre for 
six weeks, presenting Mr. Mark Melford’s clever and comical 7% urned 
Up, preceded by the same author’s little piece called Blackberries, which 
was produced with some success in the country a short time ago, and in 
which Miss Atherton climbs a tree and sings some songs, new and old.— 
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Tue STRAND.—‘‘ NANCY AND Co.” 





Mr. Charles Duval has opened at the Prince’s Hall with his monologue 
Odds and Ends, enlarged and improved. NESTOR. 








What may be Expected. 


Ye who long for schemes sublime ; We know that Party can’t untie 
In favour of progression, The Irish knot they ** went” for ; 
Look to have a lively time No proper scheme can ¢hey supply, 
In Parliament next session. Now Salisbury has been sent for. 


Each Tory member sings with 
glee, Then, O ye Liberals, be on guard 


And glory is now bent for, (Both Unionists and others) 
In fact some roaring fun you'll Lest Tories’ progress should retard, 


see— And cause no end of smothers. 
For Salisbury has been sent for ! | If they a sense, you'll with them 
wor 


Look to see the same old game, (That’s what M.P.s are meant for), 
Which its name is Jingo ; But ¢hey sound schemes will mostly 
Tories (who were lately tame) shirk, 
Soon will prate war’s lingo. Now Salisbury has been sent for. 








_ A SALLOW-FACED, clerical-looking young man, charged with fluffiness 
in a public conveyance, said he was sober as a judge when taken into 
custody, but the rocking of the omnibus, which must have had very 
indifferent springs, made him feel sea-sick. His ‘* Washup ” frowned 
darkly, and shook his head decidedly when the young man, in a 
plaintive voice, asked if he might be allowed to go out for an hour in 
charge of a warrant officer, as he wished to do a little street preaching, 
which he hoped would draw in enough shekels to pay the 10s. fine. 
The young man shed an indignant tear as he went down to the cells, 
yet he begged the magistrate to oblige him with a pinch of snuff and a 


: | 


lock of his hair—just to show there was no ill feeling between them. 
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KNICEKENAOKS, 


O'DONOVAN Rossa declares that his deeds are “‘ pious.” Those 
lunatics who would apply that adjective to qualify the acts of mur- 
derers, bandits, 
swindlers, and 
vile touts will no 
doubt agree that 
Rossa’s little 

ames have a 

avour of piety 
about them. Most 
sane people who 
are opposed to 
scoundrels who 
live on the pro- 
ceeds of the most 
despicable impos- 
ture and theft can 
but wonder at the 
idiocy of the greedy victims who allow themselves to be entrapped by 
the bait held out by this bombastic and bare-faced impostor. ough 
his bait “‘ Plunder” is saturated with oleaginous humbug, it is so putrid, 
and the trap is so redolent of bad tobacco and raw adulterated whisky, 
that it is somewhat marvellous that even the silliest and vilest Irish rats 
bite at it. 





A BACHELOR savant tells us that the average weight of carbon in a 
full-grown, healthy man’s body is about thirty-one pounds. He 
deducts that if married women could squeeze the carbon out of their 
husbands, and get it coined into diamonds, they would all be happy ; 
and if husbands could take out the carbon in one solid chunk, during 
family jars, and drop it deftly on the bunicns of their mothers-in-law, 
they would soon be emancipated from their serfdom. 


A WANDERING poet has been sentenced to a month’s imprisonment 
for maliciously breaking three panes of glass in a public-house because 
the publican would not listen to his verses, The gaoler said the poet was 
well known, and that the prison officials always dreaded his arrival, as 
he would persist in reciting his own poetry day and night, and no 
punishment they were allowed to inflict seemed to prevent him from 
doing so. ‘*Allow me to give yera neat speciment of my work, yer 
washup,” croaked the prisoner. ‘* Before yer beold, debonhair, free and 
gay, A beau just from——” ‘‘Take that man down sharp,” groaned 
his worship, ‘‘ and drive a bung in his mouth.” 


Mr. LYALL says, ‘‘ There is a certain uncertainty as to the security 
of life and property in Texas which is a consideration with some people.” 
Nevertheless it seems that murderers and horse-thieves are continually 
being ‘‘removed” with brisk promptitude ; and it also appears that, 
taking criminals all round, at least five lynchings occur for every 
judicial execution, Texas is unquestionably a glorious country. But 
mild, nervous, delicate humans, who dislike fevers, bullet-wounds, bowie- 
knife slashes, good old-fashioned chills, and crude, raw whisky are not 
wise in going out there. An excitable young friend of ours recently 
returned from this happy land minus an eye, an ear, the tip of his 
aquiline nose, and three fingers of his left hand. These portions of his 
body were dropped in a scrimmage caused by his refusal to drink diluted 
vitriol with an inebriated cowboy. 


JOHN WESLEY was a good old man, and a descendant of his is now 
stumping the States under the pseudonym of the ‘*‘ Cowboy Evangelist.” 
Previous to his *‘ conversion,” the cowboy evangelist was called a ** tough 
case.” Nothing charmed him more than a lively free-for-all /racas. He 
is scarred in many places, and still carries a few stray bullets about in 
his body that have not yet been recovered. Mr. Wesley never uses 
swear-words or fights now, except when he gets out of temper with 
hard-shell sinners who won’t be ‘‘converted” at any price. In such 
cases, after regular rough up-and-down tumbles, the hard-shell sinners 
generally look as if they had been run through a sausage machine. 


In these bad times, even Royalty itself sometimes suffers from im- 
pecuniosity. An unfortunate and hard up Prince of the gipsies, for 
example, charged with straying from the direct paths of sobriety, and 
getting slightly under the weather, was ordered to pay a fine of five 
shillings, or go to prison for seven days with hard labour, His Royal 
Highness being unable to find the money, retired into the cell 
saying: ‘I hope to be a monarch with a crown or two in my pocket 
when my father dies.” 


A JEALOUS lover, who bit the end of his rival's nose off recently at 
Birmingham, cynically remarked that his opponent had been a regular 
Don Juan; but the removal of his conk would put an end to his 
conquests for ever. 





YARNS BY A SHA-SIDH SAILOR. 


KNOT THE SECOND.—A ROMANCE OF RAMSGATE. 


It was a City Magnate grave, who sat upon the sand, and gazed 
upon the briny sea, remarking it was grand, and ogled ay batheresses 
with expression bland, It was a tart-like damsel came and squatted at 
his side, and answered his enquiries on the state of wind and tide, and 
helped the sunny moments at a double pace to glide, It was a bold 
er amg with an appealing smile, who asked the cooing couple to 

taken in that style for ninepence, and he stated ’twould take but a 
little while. 

That City Magnate ordered him to take himself away, and asked his 
fair companion if she’d like to spend the day in gardens famed for tea 
and shrimps at classic Pegwell Bay. Before that damsel gave him an 
affirmative reply, a negative was taken very coolly on the sly, by the 
unabashed photographer, who came up by-and-bye, and hailed that 
City Magnate, to his horror by his name, exhibiting a portrait, and 
demanding for the same, the sum of ten pounds sterling and a shilling for 
the frame. The photographed one stormed, and words of wrath were 
growing rife, he stamped and vowed he wouldn’t have the picture on 
his life. ‘‘All right,” said the photographer, ““T'll send it to your 
wife.” The aged party ‘* parted,’ and departed in a huff; the artist to 
the damsel said, ‘‘I didn’t ask enough. No matter Sal, we'll liquor 
up, and then divide the stuff.” 
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ANOTHER POLITICIAN. 
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So he used to shut up his shop daily to go out and talk over that proper 


‘Well, I'm a-doin’ putty well,” he said ; “‘ but what trade wants is a proper 
Government, and carry the “‘ right’ candidate's banner. 


Government. ‘Then we should make our fortunes.” 
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And the customers used to come, and wait ; And when they were tired of waiting, they used to go away. s 
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And, bless us! if a dull sort of fell , 
’ ' : ow who took not the least interest in s : . . 
st interest in politics, And—more incredible than all !~if the Politician, on returning from success- 





and was always stuck behind the c dn! 
ae counter, didnt come and set up a rival sh 1 . - 4 
next door: and actually make a nice little bit, and retire , p fully getting the right candidate in, didn’t find he'd cot the broker’s man in too ! 
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THE INFANT GOVERNMENT. 


Fond Parent.—*‘OH, THE PRETTY DEAR! NEVER MIND ITS HARTINGTONS; IT SHALL TODDLE ALL BY ITSELF.” 
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VIS INERTLA, 


“ A murderous a convict upon a warder. The convict 
oe eee ten tone aga pent Pome of tence pet mer it with a pick. 
The warder endeavoured to run his assailant through with his sword ; but, on touching 
his clothes, the weapon bent like a piece of hoop-iron. His staff also broke as soon 
as he used it.”) ; 

Tue Pusiic. Hullo! Tommy Atkins’ and Cheeks the Marine’s 
weapons have 
bent like lead 
when they 
tried to use 
‘em on the 
enemy. This 
won't do, I 
want to know 
about this. 

THE OPTI- 
MISTIC AND 
CONFIDING 
Press. Some 
one has blun- 
dered, The 
British people 
will never 
stand silently 
by and see the 
lives of its gallant defenders sacrificed to the mistake of a department. 
Let there, then, be a full and searching inquiry ioto this matter. 

Tue P. Yes, I want an inquiry. I want to know all about it. 

OFFICIALDOM (0 Contractor). He,he! He wants to know all about 
it! All about my incapacity and jobbery, and-—— 

CONTRACTORDOM. Eh, ma tear? Blesh me! He wants to know a 
leetle too much, doesn’t he? That wouldn’t be convenient, ma tear, 
‘Shelp me, don’t you let thingsh out ! 

Orr. My dear boy, is it hkely? You may be sure I won’t let ’em 
rake up more than I’m obliged to. Are not your interests and mine 
interwoven and inseparable? It'll be all right: we just start on a little 
sham inquiry on the subject of Atkins’ bayonet, and then drop it as 
soon as the Public is lulled, What do Tommy’s and Cheeks’ weapons 
matter? It isn’t a thousandth part of my little muddles, For instance, 
there’s the Policeman’s Truncheon, and the Warden’s Sword, and the 
C p Cartridge, and the Naval Gun, and the—— 

HE OPT. AND Conf, P. An inquiry is to be held into the matter of 
Tommy Atkins’ Bayonet. That it will be full, searching, and sufficient 
there is no reason to doubt. The mind of the public is aroused, Xc., 
&c. ; and by thus threshing the matter out, the repetition of such scan- 
dals will be rendered impossible, &c., &c. 

Tue P, Ah, I’m glad to read that; that’s very satisfactory. I can 
o to sleep now, assured that all official blundering is for ever at an end. 
must say that my officials are always quite ready, and even anxious, 
that their doings should be thoroughly investigated. (Goes to sleep.) 
Orr. Aha! That’s all right. We can let the inquiry quietly drop 
now, and bury the whole unpleasant subject. 
CONTRACTORDOM, Ah, my tear, thatsh much nicer, ain’t it? Now 
we can go on comfortably as before, eh? 





* ° * * * 2 
THE P, Why, here’s the Policeman’s Truncheon found to be made of 
rubbish now. I want to know 
about this ——! 
THE Opt, AND Conr, P, The 
discovery of the uselessness of 
the Policeman’s Truncheon casts 
some discredit upon the methods 
by which those responsible for, 
&e., &c, However, the rigid 
inquiry which will doubtless take 
place will render a repetition of 
the evil absolutely, &c., &c. 
_ Orr. Hullo! another little 
inquiry, eh? Ah, well, they 
don’t cost me anything, and 
we're quite used to ’em now, 
and well up in the management 
of ’em. 

Tue P. Ah, there’s to be an 
inquiry, so that’s all right. We 
shall have no more abuses after 
that. (Goes to sleep again.) 

Orr. He, he! Good! He’s 
off sound enough. Nobody to 
blame for anything; and a bill 
for the Public to pay for the 
inquiry, « ° * . 

HE P. Why, there’s the Claptrap Cartridge gone wrong, and the 














Naval Gun threatening to kill its gunners, and the Warder’s Sword and 
Staff rotten, and—— 
Tue Opt. AND ConF. P. We cannot but hope that some sort of in- 
uiry will be instituted into the matter of the Warder’s Sword, &c., &c, 
e Public will assuredly hold someone responsible for, &c,, &c. 
Orr. Ho, ho! He, he! What a dreadful threat to be sure! We 
hall never get over it. ap 
. Cont. He, he, he! Vota terrible shentleman that Public is to be 
sure! I’m tremblin’ like an ashpen, shelp me! Letsh trot out the 


al inquiry. 
ORF. Tete see. Whereis it? Oh, there in the corner. Just help 


me to dust it. 

Tue P. An inquiry? Oh, that’s most satisfactory! __ 

Tur Opt. AND CONF. P. The fact that a rigorous inquiry, &c., &c., 
assures us of the impossibility of any future scandals, &c., &c. 

Mr. Fun. Oh, indeed? Does it? Well, now suppose we have a 
new sort of inquiry—quite out of the beaten track, eh? Let's put 
somebody'on his defence, and find out who is the offender, and give 
him a little matter of seven years penal, if he is found to deserve it. 
Let’s be a little less mealy-mouthed than we always have been when 
dealing with an offender who happens to wear a great white waistcoat, 
and commit /arge crimes. There—there’s the dock ready : now, who’s 
to enter it? 

ALL THE ProprietTiges, Oh, dear! what a dreadfully indecorous 
suggestion ! Just as if it was a common signalman who had endangered 
people’s lives, instead of great gentlemen in white waistcoats, We feel 


quite faint. 





———————————————————— 
A-Sash-ination ; 
Or, A FASHIONABLE FRIVOL, 


(With several apologies to Bard Broms.) 
{The Sashes lately adopted by the ladies are daily worn larger and larger.—Sce 
Fashion Fournals.] 
ALL people bow at Fashion’s Shrine, 
Especially where there cash is, O! 
And the latest thing in Fashion’s line 
Is most extensive sashes, O ! 


Chorus. 


We've seen those sashes, O! 
Red and green sashes, O! 

In fact, all hues the ladies choose 
For vast and varied sashes, O ! 





That lovely and all-conquering sex, 
Who in man’s heart makes gashes, O! 
Will now still more man’s mind perplex 
By flying such big sashes, O !—( Corus.) 


For now, where Fashion’s nymphs are seen, 
Through man this thought now flashes, O! 
That maybe all the darlings mean 
To hide themselves in sashes, O!—( Chorus.) 


And, oh! if Woman shou/d do this, 
We'd need sackcloth and ashes, O! 
Then do not rob us of our bliss 
You fine and large new sashes, O!—( Chorus.) 


Who but reveres the lovely dears ? 
Love meant us for their ‘‘ mashes,” O! 
And so, why plan to draw poor man 
By adding large-sized sashes, O! 
Chorus. 
But still they wear those sashes, O! 
And sweet are those sashes, O! 


Like window-frames our maids and dames 
Now need a lot of sashes, O! 





The “Irish” Question. 
(NOT THE SAME AS THE OTHER.) 


THE “Irish” Question that we sometimes hear 
Is, ‘‘ Pray, whose Irish whisky’s deemed A 1. ?” 
To this some answer with a love sincere, 
** Why, Allman’s, made at Bandon !”—so thinks FUN, 
Indeed, this Allman’s is for All-men fit, 
And proper judges ne’er a-Bandon it !” 





A BETTING-MAN sat and watched with interest and excitement the 
perpetration of a violin and piano duet. ‘* A dead heat, by Jove!” he 
exclaimed, as both instruments wound up at the same time. 
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A FEW THINGS 7HAT7 THEY DON'T “MANAGE BETTER IN FRANCE,” 
proverbial. But the captious visitor to Gaul discovers some room for improvement. 














That ‘‘ they manage things better in France” is 
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The preparation of a “ biftek” or “‘ rumsteack” 
is mot absolutely perfect. 


Road-watering, too, is a work of some little time—and it has 


its inconveniences ! 


As for road-paving— well, just try the 
eourtyards of the Louvre and the Palace 
at Versailles ! 
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Much might be learnt, too, by the Parisian army 


of traffic, 


sergents de ville,” from A 1 in the matter of regulation 


of And if railway platforms were a /itt/e higher than two 
or three inches, getting in and out of a train would not 


be gymnastic operations. 


And what do you think of the above as 
samples of military tailoring? 








OUR SISTER. 


[Began her university studies at the age of eight, 
when thirteen she became a B.A., and now, at nineteen, 
she is a fully qualified physician and surgeon. Fancya 
female B.A. of thirteen discoursing on hideous diseases 
with six-syllabled names, and correctly diagnosing and 
prescribing for her brothers and sisters!|—ZAvening 
Paper.) 


SHE left us when the days were long, 
And all the land flowed milk and honey ; 
Our mother’s heart was full of song, 
And father’s pockets full of money. 
But things went wrong when mother died, 
And father seemed heart-broken nearly, 
And wanted some one by his side 
Besides a pack of rough boys, clearly. 


And so ’twas settled out of hand 
That Polly should come home, for no man, 
Father said, a house could stand 
Without a useful, clever woman. 
And Dr. Brown was overcome 
With joy, and said how very jolly 
’'Twould be for a// to have her home— 
Our clever, useful, sister Polly. 


And so she came, and father gave 
Her full command of Bills and Bessies ; 
And told us each to be her slave, 


And bade us, if we’d please him, we 
Must just obey her to the letter 

Unquestioned, for all learnéd she, 
While we were fools—or little better, 


She labelled all preserves the same 

With classic names—the memory tickles !— 
And said the cook was most to blame 

For having made a pie of pickles ! 
She gave us onion-sauce with ham, 

And ordered mint-sauce for spring chickens ; 
And when we begged for Hogg or Lamb, 

She said she much preferred Charles Dickens. 


The gardener once made bold to ask 
If he had better graft the cherries ; 
She set him there and then a task 
To find what Virgil said on berries, 
Her lover found her crying once, 
And begged of her to tell the reason ; 
She said, ** Why, don’t you know, you dunce, 
A tear points to some central Hesion?” 


He left her crying—heartless, base— 
She sued for damages, and filed it ; 
Appeared, conducted her own case, : 
‘* Ten thousand drachmas,” as she styled it. 
She gave up ‘‘ keeping house” in time, 
As father said, or rather hinted, 
Her new “‘ cosmogony in rhyme” 





And gave her keys of doors and presses ; 





Simply must be penned and printed. 





The taste of beef beneath her breath 

She ¢hinks she knows from veals and muttons; 
She’s certain Bacon wrote Macleth, 

And sews Hooks on our shirts for buttons. 
She knows where Villon’s verse won’t scan, 

Where “‘schilus wrote shocking grammar ;— 
She’d sooner trust her heart to man 

Than her small fossil-box and hammer ! 


She understands ‘‘ Sordello,” too, 

And Emerson’s brain-cracking ‘‘ Brahma,” 
And thinks 7he Cenci good and true 

Compared with Jones and Herman’s drama. 
She’s very Catholic in taste— 

Thinks Zola’s ‘‘ Nana” light and leading ; 
But cannot find the time to waste 

On ‘* Adam Bede,” and such light reading. 


When one of us is sick in bed 
She regulates our draughts and fuel, 
And nearly left poor John for dead 
By mixing ars'nic with his gruel, 
She’s still unmarried, strange to say, 
For learning’s now a social blister ; 
It draws her from herself each day— 
Poor pretty, clever, useful sister ! 





MeN OF Many Worps,—Webster and 
Walker. 
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HOW HE EXPLAINED IT. 


Mrs. Pawkins (severely). —‘' AGAIN INTOXICATED, Mr. PAWKINS !” 
Mr. P. (sure of himself, in spite of an intermittent hiccup).—‘‘ No, 
MY DEAR—NOT THIS TIME, ONLY A LITTLE ABSINTHE-MINDED,” 





=> —— 





LAMMAS MONDAY AWFUL. 


LAMMAS MonpAy! Now what on earth is the good of it all. It 
positively makes me sick to hear of it. Sir John Lubbock was a 
benefactor to the hard-working. 7 don’t think anything of the sort. 
What did he want to give them more opportunities of guzzling and 
drinking for? Isn’t it enough that they have Saturdays and Sundays to 
drink on without giving ‘em other days? I think I see ’em all—third 
class carriages stuffed with people stuffing; people eating sandwiches 
and drinking rum and shrub; women packing themselves nigh to 
death with shrimps, and watercresses, and winkles, and what not. I 
hate it all. What do they want with eight hours at the sea-side for? 
I'd like to give most of ’em eight days in the House of Correction. To 
see them sitting on the sands too with great baskets of food, capering 
about and yelling like hyenas. Bah! You should see them at Hamp- 
stead Heath. Beer all day, then tea and shrimps, and then swings, 
Donkey riding too. What right, I should like to know, have the lower 
orders to ride on donkeys? Baroness Burdett Coutts keeps a donkey. 
She has got a husband, and she can do what she likes in her position, 
But they ought not to be allowed to, 

When I was a young man there was none too much of this galli- 
vanting off in trains. Workmen stayed at home in the morning, and 
drank a good deal at the “‘ Magpie and Stump,” or what not. In the 
evening they walked off the effects of the beer with their families in 
Agar Fields, or Battersea, or somewhere like that. They'll all be 
wanting to go to Mexico at Easter soon. In the old days they went to 
Greenwich and rolled down the hill, or they went rat-catching in the 
helds—quite enough amusement that for any of them. 

Exhibitions, indeed! I have always hated the day when that big 
cucumber-frame was set up at Kensington, and called the World’s 
Fair. Who wants exhibitions, I should like to know? I don’t, for one, 
that’s very certain. What's the good of staring at big trophies of 
pickles and corn-flour? What's the good of sitting and hearing bands 
play, while people walk round and round the gardens till they get 
giddy ? People had a good fair formerly, They went and saw the 
at ladies, and the boxing and the circus; that sort of thing was quite 
enough for them, and they went home happy and contented. 

“Will I subscribe to Jones’s beanfeast?—it comes on a Bank 
Holiday.” No, I won't subscribe to Jones’s beanfeast, because it does 
come on Bank Holiday. 

Bank Holiday! Pah! Years ago my father had a clerk, who 








stayed with him all his life. A never wanted any holidays. He once 
had a holiday, and he spent it smoking an ounce of shag tobacco in his 
front area! That’s a proof that working men don’t want Bank 
Holidays, Bank Holidays! DIOGENES TUBBs, 


ee 


Bank Holiday! 


Wuart are the features of August Bank Holiday? 

Lads with their lasses, a noisy and jolly day ; 

Girls with their sweethearts, a Molly and Polly day ; 

Men with their bow-wows, pug, bull-dog, and colley day ; 
Niggers with banjos, a ‘‘ Yup, yup! Oh, Golly! day ; 
Three shies a penny, Aunt Sally, and dolly day ; 
Shooting for nuts in a regular volley day ; 

Sunshine and half-and-half, headachy folly day ; 

All in good temper, though, no melan-choly day— 

These are some features of August Bank Holiday. 





An Isle of Man-date. 


Some Home Rule students have recently shown 
That the Isle of Man’s contented, 

Because the Manx have a Rule of their own, 
Of which they have ne’er repented. 

So they argue that Ireland should have such Rule, 
Then it couldn’t upset society— 

They forget that the Manx, as a rule, are cool— _ 
They’ve no *‘ Leaguers ” to cause them (M)anx-iety. 


New Leaves. 


‘*LonDON and Elsewhere,” by Thomas Purnell (T. Fisher Unwin). 
—We think we like the ‘‘ Elsewhere” as well as we like “‘ London” ; 
but either is agreeable in the company of Mr. Purnell, who beguiles the 
way in cheerful chat, on past and present times, as he leads us into 
many pleasant places, especially Holland. 

‘* Our Lady Queen,” by Chas. H. Ross (Fudy Office). In his happy, 
fragmentary style, Mr. Ross has compiled a very entertaining chronicle 
of events in the Life of Our Lady, which will be welcomed by all her 
loyal subjects. 

The time is coming fast, if it is not already come, when such handy 
little Guide Books, as the ‘* Royal Route to the Highlands” (David Bryce 
and Sons, Glasgow) are indispensable. 








A Cut at the “Cloth.” 


A REVEREND gentleman, named Manwaring, was recently charged 
with violently attacking a youth who annoyed him by running down the 
Primrose League. It is a pity that so flowery a league should have 
caused a parson to act so ill-league-ally. Fancy a Man-waring such a 
bad temper. 





A REJECTED candidate for a footman’s situation, recently wrote to a 
gentleman thusly :—‘‘ Deer Sur—Your hobjesseuns to me bein a married 
man is now dun away with, I ham appy to hinform you my wife was 
put hunder the ground last Friday. 


I ham, your obedient servant, ADOLPHUS JONES. 
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MR. FUN FLYING FROM BANK HOLIDAY. 














OR ae a 





Eee 
ou 











» once 
in his 


BBS, 


nwin), 
don” ; 
les the 
1s into 


happy; 
ronicle 
all her 


handy 
| Bryce 


harged 
wn the 
1 have 
such a 


ite to a 
narried 
ife was 


NES. 














cup ik: 


ba 











Aucvst 4, 1886. 


FUN. 51 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom. 




















‘“T HAVE THEE NOT, AND YET I SEE THEE STILL.”—Macbeth. 
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A £2,000 BREAKFAST. 
THE STORY OF AN UNFORTUNATE BANK HOLIDAY. 


I AM a Burglar ! 

As twelve highly intelligent gentlemen have sworn to the fact, I see 
no reason why I should attempt to hide my light under a bushel. 

I was at the top of my profession, until an old owl in a horsehair wig, 
acting on the opinion of the above dozen respectabilities, gave me seven 

ears board and lodging, free, gratis, for nothing. Kind-hearted old 
imbecile, I wish I had him here. 

I’ll tell you how I came to grief, and the way I passed my last Bank 
Holiday, before I went on a protracted visit to Her Majesty at her 
palace of Portland. 

I knew a Bank wherein the real gold lay. 

It was absolutely necessary that I should have the means of enjoying 
myself on the first Monday in August, and I knew no just cause or 
impediment why that Bank should not provide me with the wherewithal 
to spend a happy day. 

It seemed unnecessary to arouse the Manager and Cashiers from their 
well-merited repose on Sunday, for the sake of going through several 
entirely useless formalities. So shortly after dusk on the Sunday, I 
entered the Bank, without disturbing them (I was always deemed the 
most considerate burglar in the profession), by means of a small, 
unguarded window in the rear of the building. 

For neatness, dexterity, and despatch nothing could compare with the 
manner in which I effected an entrance into the strong room. 

I have the evidence of two of the most celebrated detectives in London 
that I was the only man in the profession who could have done it. 

It was rather disappointing to find that skill met with but poor reward. 
Thete was plenty of money there, thousands and thou , but all in 
£100 notes, and I need hardly tell you that gentlemen of my profession 
find it dificult to turn notes of such value into current coin of the realm. 
However, I filled my pockets with them on the chance of their comi 
in handy, if only for pipe-lights; and then, as I turned to leave, 
stumbled, my shoulder knocked against the iron door, which closed with 
my weight and snapped to, hard and fast, with a spring, and there was 
I : prisoner in the strong room of the Bank, with my tools on the other 
side, 

I knew that escape was impossible. I was caught like a rat in a trap, 














with no chance of being liberated till the clerks came in the morning 
and o the strong room. 

Well, luckily I had my pipe with me, so sitting down on a plate 
chest and resting my elbow on a box containing the famous sparkli 
diamonds, I smoked philosophically, wondering how many years 
should get for this bit of business ; smoked till I fell asleep. 

When I awoke, the sun was shining a a little grating which 
admitted air and light to the strong room. I knew the morning must 
be well advanced, and I listened, and listened for the arrival of the 
cashier, for my position was cramped; the plate chest was hard and 
angular, and I was frantically hungry. Noone came. All was silent 
as the grave, : 

Then, in an instant, it flashed into my mind it was the first Monday 
in August; Bank Holiday; and I was a prisoner for another four and 
twenty hours, with nothing to eat, tobacco exhausted, and not so much 
as a pillow to rest my head on. I have an acquaintance with most of 
the police cells of the metropolis, and bad as most of them are, I would 
willingly have changed the Bank strong-room for any one of them. 
Besides, I was famished, and would have hailed the regulation prison 
fare with delight. 

**Oh, miserable Bank Holiday!” I cried! ‘‘Oh, never-to-be- 
sufficiently execrated Lubbock, it is to you I owe this hateful incarcera- 
tion. But for you I might now be lodged as becomes a gentleman of 
my profession at Bow Street or the Mansion House,” 

The pangs of hunger became more and more intense. I put a £100 
note between my teeth, and invoked the aid of imagination. 

‘*This,” said I, ‘*this represents endless dishes of tripe, buckets, 
bowls, and basins of real turtle, ortolans, quail on toast, lampreys, liver 
and bacon, winkles, and all the luxuries in and out of season.” 

Then, as I chewed another ‘‘ promise to pay,” I added, ‘There are 
champagne, sherry wine, imperial Tokay, dog’s-nose, and half-and-half 
pouring in cataracts down my throat,” and so strong is the power of 
imagination that I absolutely felt intoxicated. 

Another note supplied me, mentally, with hot-house grapes, peaches, 
nectarines, pine-apples, and Limburger cheese, and, feasting thus, the 
weary hours passed away. 

Expensive though my meal was, for when they rescued me in the 
morning I had eaten twenty £100 notes, I was faint for want of food 
and incapable of offering any resistance, as, with quite unnecessary 
roughness, they hauled me before a magistrate, who at once committed 
me for trial. 

Still EF have the proud knowledge that, besides being the cleverest 
burglar in London, I am the only man who ever eat £2,000 in twenty- 
ye hours, and this consoles me in the chastening solitude of my prison 
cell, 
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A Gang-lion. 


"(A daily paper alludes to the members of the new Cabinet as belonging to the new 
and old “' gangs.” 


THE old gang or the new gang—it doesn’t matter which 
So long as they can give the land a boon ; 

But if neither of these gangs is with the great B.P. in touch, 
You may reckon that away they'll both ‘‘ gang ” soon. 





——- = ole = 





SPORTING NOTE. 
(BY ONE THAT KNows NorHiInG AsourT It.) 
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SUPPORT.” — Vide Daily Papers. 


‘APPY ’AMPSTEAD; OR, THE TORY BANK ’OLIDAY. 
‘‘Lorp HARTINGTON HAS DECLINED TO JOIN THE TORY ADMINISTRATION, BUT HAS PROMISED TO GIVE IT A QUALIFIED 








Could he by cajolery 
Get Lord H.,’s hand, that he 
Would, like winking. 


No, that aid he can’t bespeak ; 

But he’s not one of your weak 
Molly-coddles ; 

So, already taught to talk, 

By himself he tries to walk— 
Little toddles. 


The Infant Government. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


WHEN you're through your paces put, 
And don’t feel quite sure of foot, 
You'll be ready— 
Probably—to grasp a hand 
Able to support you and 
Keep you steady, 
Such assistance is, they say, 
Fraught with comfort in its way 
To a baby; 
And I’ve heard its charm is known 
E’en to persons fully grown— 
Well, it may be. 
Master S., his parents’ pride, 
Falters somewhat in his stride ; 
And, I’m thinking, 
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PRICE, ONE SHILLING; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


SNOOPING, 
By CHARLES G. LELAND (‘ Hans Breitmann”), 


"Is excessively amusing by its keen satire.”—Peter- 
borough Advertiser. 


153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 











PRICE, ONE SHILLING ; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 








‘*'Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 
John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.'"—Punch. 

“The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
told."—J/lustrated London News. 

“‘The changes are skilfully rung on love, revenge, 
and sensation.” —Morning Post. 

‘The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour should 
take a dip.”—“' Dagonet,” in the Reserce. ; 

“ An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven wit 
ingenious plot.”— Daily News. 

‘One of the most startling and sensational of the 
new shilling novels.” —Lady's Pictorial. 





153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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DON’T BE CHEATED! 


vou JAMES’ 


‘DOME: BLACK 


LEAD. 


Used in the Royal Household. 


No dust, or small | oy fly about to injure Garments, 
Drapery, Pictures, Carpets, Furniture, Ornaments, &c., and 
its brilliant polish increases the attractions of the hreside 











Blue 


See that you get it! 


As bad makes are oftensold 
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GUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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MORE OFF.-’UNS. (See Last Week.) 
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SLASHHBS AND PUFFS. 


Tue Prince’s.—When, in the execution of my duty, I sat through 
the whole five acts of Mr. Boucicault’s latest venture: 7he iif, I felt, 





ComEepy.— BLACK BERRIES, 


for the first time in my life that I was the right man in the wrong place. 
Sporting characters, male and female, sporting phrases in large con- 
signments, and sporting business of an old theatrical type, were so 
plentifully provided in 7he ¥7/t, that I felt the only proper person of 
Mr. Fun’s staff (which, like Mr. S. Weller’s knowledge of London is 
both **extensive and peculiar’’) able to thcroughly guage this strange 
piece, would be the droll, but disreputable TROrpHONIUs. And yet, 
even that persistent wrong ‘un (if I may be allowed the expression) 
would, I fear, have squirmed considerably at some of the startling turf 
business which the Old Playwriting Hand (Mr. B., aforesaid) has 
arranged in his play. I fancy if the Eminently Unreliable Prophet 
just mentioned, had found (as is the case in 7he 72/t), that anybody and 
everybody seems to be allowed to ride any favourite he may select for 
the Yorkshire Cup; that the vast concourse of painted people on the 
race-course can have their shouts (without) stilled by a few words uttered 
from a private box sort of tent near the stand, and that above all, when 
the first favourite’s jockey is thrown just as the race starts, a young 
lady (who was ‘ cradled in a manger,” according to the bill of the play) 
can, and does jump on to the fleeting horse and ride him to the post ; 
and that the author, should after all, so successfully keep the audience 
from finding out which horse wins; at all this, I say, the E. U.P. 
would probably have wept bitter tears, and have gone about the lobbies 
of the theatres, seeking consolation by drinking with all and sundry— 


especially sundry. 
I HAVE not yet been able to discover why this piece need have been 


called 7he $i/t, for the lady who is supposed to deserve that unenviable 
appellation was a mild and colourless character, 





Tite two best parts—Myles O'Hara, otherwise ‘‘ Referee,” and Kitty 





Comsepy.—Brrry Biack. 





Woodstock, described as a ‘‘Great Yorkshire Heiress ”—were cleverly 
played ly the veteran playwright himself and his new young and 
charming wife, Miss Thorndyke, from the U.S.A. A sudden and sure 





success was made by a Mrs, Mary Barker (also from the States), as the 
widow who trains race-horses, and leave bundles of bank-notes—the 
earnings of her life—all about the training stable. This lady, if she can 
be persuaded to stay on here, should do well. For the rest a very 
strong company of actors and actresses too numerous to mention (but 
for which see small bills) wasted their sterling abilities, and in the 
ladies’ cases their sweetness on some of the “‘leanest ” parts ever 
accepted by players who have some claim to be served with ** fat,” 
‘¢ Fat” is, I need hardly tell you, a thing with which pros. are much 


in-fat-uated. 


Drury LANe.—Although I say it who should not, no one in this 
little village called London, or out of it, can give off more gracefulness 
in a stated time than the humble and modest individual who now 
addresses you. Nevertheless, I accepted an invitation to the “‘ Lane’ 
a few mornings ago, to be lectured by Mr. and Mrs, Russell (from 
New York) ‘On the Harmony and Expression of Motion.” I found 
Mr. and Mrs. R. both possessing (as a police reporter might say) 
‘‘ considerable personal attractions "—especially Mrs. R., whose pretty 
little face some one has described as being *‘ quite spring-like,” what- 
ever that may be. Mr. and Mrs. R. proceeded to preach a doctrine 
according to Delsarte, and in the course of their illustrations contrived 
to show us how to gracefully express anything and everything—not to 
mention nothing— by means of action—as, how to raise your hat 
without (as it seems some of us unconsciously do) conveying an insult ; 
how properly waggle your fingers, so as to express varied shades of 
emotion: in fact, Mr. and Mrs. Russell showed us in their interesting 
lecture how to carry ourselves generally under any or all circumstances 
of life. One thing however, they omitted to tell us, and that was, how 
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Overa Comious.—Tue Foor's RevENGg—FLIGHT. 


to waggle our Left Earea matter that often perplexed that profound 
philosopher, Lord Dundreary, —__ 

THe LyceuM.—At this house, a few nights ago, Miss Ellen Terry 
took her benefit and Mr. Irving took his leave for a few months. In 
the course of the now-inevitable speech (without which no management 
is supposed to be complete), Mr. Irving bade us look for the almost 
immediate retirement of that Grand Old Woman, Mrs. Stirling, a state- 
ment which was, of course, received with general regret. The popular 
actor-manager also slyly hinted that, since the song which he sings in 
Faust had been so well received, he might ‘turn his attention to 
opera.” Notwithstanding this awful threat, which, strange to say, was 
received with laughter rather than with horror, I wish Mr. I. well, and 
trust he will enjoy his little holiday in the more or less glorious climate 
of America 

Nops AND WINKs.—The Comedy has successfully opened under Mr. 
Edouin, with Mr. M, Melford’s funny piece 7urned Up, and a new one- 
act piece called A/ackberries, by the same author. This cast is not a 
very ripe preduction, still, it gives good scope for the versatility and viva- 
ciousness of the frolicsome Alice Atherton. There is an A I company, 
in fact, it couldn’t well be A 1-er.—At Toole’s, the tuneful Bi//ee Taylor 
has again bobbed up serenely from below, and is once more causing 
considerable amusement.—At the Haymarket, the Vaughan-Conway 
combination are doing the Schoo/ for Scandal.—At the Opera Comique 
The Fool's Revenge (as you will see by the above illustration) has had 
notice to quit. Bachelors will take its place.—Mr. Edward Compton 
and Co, opened at the Strand on Monday with Garrick.—Perhaps the 
Drury Lane sporting drama will be called Good Luck—perhaps it won't. 
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SOME PEOPLE WHO ARE OUT OF 
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Mr. ’Arry Alf Tomkins starts this day on 
an ocean trip. 


Lady Scantofcoin and Lady Alicia Scantofcoin are visiting 
the chief places of interest in the Tyrol. 








Mr. Bill Bludgeon is at present a the rural retire- 
ment of Portlan 
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A. Tramp. Esq., is engaged on a pedestrian 
tour of the United Kingdom. Public buildings 
claim much of his attention. 


Mr. Dunnedtodeath is likewise out of town. He is likely 
to make a very protracted stay. 











A SQUABBLE WITH THE SHEA. 


THE seaside? What on earth does any one want to go there for? 
It’s bad enough to have to put up with the wretched cooking at home, 
without having to go a hundred miles or so to find worse. Now what 
is all the good of it? If you live in lodgings by the sea you are nearly 
murdered with the smell of bad fat mutton. Living at a hotel means 
simply pulling at the bell without anyone answering it, or else yelling 
“‘ waiter” all the day, and never getting waited on. As to ozone! 
Pah! People in my time had a great deal more sense than to go 
babbling away about such rubbish. People then went to the seaside 
for the fun of the thing. Z%eydidn’t pretend any nonsense about ozone 
doing them any good. Not they. They went to the seaside to eat and 
drink more than usual. And they owned upto it. And what in the 
name of common sense is the good of the seaside after all? Sitting on 
the sands so that the crabs may crawl up your trousers and bite your 
ankles. Sitting on the cliffs for the flies to get on your face and drive 
you crazy. It drives me nearly crazy to think of it. And walking up 
and down a pier! Why you might just as well go and steal something 
and have a month on the treadmill so far as the pleasure of the thing is 
concerned. Bosh! And do you think at my time of life I could find 
the least possible pleasure in driving about in Scarborough pony things 
to watch the idiots sauntering about? Not I. And what should I do 
at Dawlish? All that Dawlish is good for is lobsters. 

I hate Devonshire, and always did. Do I like New Quay? No, I 
don’t. It’s a regular snob’s camp. The ferns are good out west. Are 
they? Well, when I want ferns I can buy them by the pot in Covent 
Garden, without having all the trouble of a railway journey for them. 
I might go to Yarmouth. Might I go to Yarmouth? Why? 
There’s fishing in the Yare. Is there fishing in the Yare? So there may 
be, as far as I’m concerned. I wouldn’t take the trouble to bend a 
brass pin, even if I thought I could catch a whale. 








Bournemouth, indeed ! a parcel of whey-faced respectable humbugs. 
Then go to Margate. No, sir, I shall not goto Margate, I don’t care 
a rap, sir, for Cobb’s ale ; and I don’t carea rap for the Hall-by-the-Sea. 
Fancy I see myself at the Hall-by-the-Sea. Fancy my finding any 
amusement in walking up to the Flagstaff, and squinting over the sea 
with opera glasses. Bosh! sir; bosh! And as to Ramsgate! What’s 
the good of my crawling about in front of the Granville. I don’t care 
whether it’s a clear day, and I can see the French coast. Hang the 
French coast! As to Broadstairs! a hole only fit for retired school- 
mistresses. Catch me walking about on the cliffs. Hang the North 
Foreland ! I say. What I mean is, why can’t you all stop at home and 
enjoy yourselves? Read the daily papers, and look after your livers. 
That’s pleasure enough for anyone. 

DIOGENES Tubns, 


’Tis Gene-Ralli So. 
{The Ralli Car is now all the go.) 


FROM this it would seem, don’t you know? 
That the Ralli Car’s used in the Row, 
And handy the users have found it. 
And since ’tis considered the thing— 
To this car even car-pers will CAF 
Yea, in swarms they will all Ralli round it, 
But let’s hope that no rider or rideress will 
Indulge, like friend Clown, in a * Ralli” and “spill.” 





Av an Irish race-meeting a notice was issued to the effect that, unless 
all the horses were in their places at a stated time, the race would pro- 
ceed without them. 
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SEASIDE SKETCHES.—BATHING AND BATHERS. 
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Compulsory ! 

Bathing from the shore on a pebbly beach. 
Bathing on a sandy one—a mile and a half to 
\n awkward fix. 


“Oh, the stones!” 
walk to get into deep water. 





KNIOKNAOKS. 


A RENOWNED Viennese opera Jasso has just died of paralysis of the } 


induced by overwcrking himself in mastering Wagnerian parts. 
His disease and his decease are not to 


be wondered at. A critic once said of 
one of Wagner’s pieces :—** As far as 
I could understand, it began with 
music suggestive of a mé/ée and fight of 
aboriginal savages, and ended with an 
intensified description of modern civili- 
sation, which culminates in tall disasters 


brain, 


bridge into a boiling flood, and are 
swept away by the roaring torrent,” 
A few years ago, when the Wagner 





young lady with whom we were ac- 
quainted went mad on the Bayreuth master’s music. We visited her the 


other day at a private asylum. She was still squalling notes from his. 


celebrated air ‘* Dasdtunezekatzdiedton,” in Gotterdimmerung. 





AN impressionable old man of Berlin, was tried recently for picking. 


ladies’ pockets, Seventy-five dainty French cambric, clear lawn, and 
Irish cambric mouchoirs, belonging to members of the fair sex, were 
found on his person. They were all charmingly laced, embroidered, 
and initial-lettered. His counsel in his defence said: ‘* My client is an 
elderly gentleman of taste, with an intense, and, I think you will admit, 
a justifiable admiration for pretty women. His esteem—nay! reverence, 
takes the following form: Whenever he sees a particularly lovely daughter 
of Eve, he gazes at her in a respectful, yet tender manner, and attempts. 
to obtain, as a souvenir, some object that belongs to her. He is 
generally successful! Hence the number of handkerchiefs found on 
him. He admits he stole the property; but his thefts are the 
devotional depredations of an appreciative worshipper of the loveliest 
gems that grace and enliven a dull prosaic world. Had a collection of 
gentlemen’s hem-stitched Pongees, Corahs, and Bandannas_ been 
discovered in his pocket, I would not have undertaken his defence ; 
but as the case stands, I unhesitatingly demand the acquittal of my most 
discriminating soft-hearted client.” The impressionable old man of 
Berlin was acquitted midst female applause, that was impossible for the 
Court to suppress, and he was smothered in kisses when he got into the 
street, and called a positive angel of a man by delighted damsels of 
high degree. 


It seems that about 25,000 bachelors in Montana, of all ages, sizes, 
shapes and qualifications want wives. It is said that nearly all these 
desolate creatures have comfortable bank accounts, and would marry 
on sight at the smallest provocation, and come up to the scratch with 
the sharpest nailed virago. 


THE purveyors of zews to Yankee soczety still continue to make good 
**copy” out of the President of the United States. According to the 
notes of several brilliant reporters, who bang round the Big Chief's 
scullery door, we learn that Mr. Cleveland has an economical disposi- 
tion, no luxurious tastes, and is seldom under the influence of the rosy 
god. His tastes run to the «esthetic, and it is rare he whispers State 
secrets to politicians who smell of garlic and stale beer mixed. He 
always uses new and genuine money, and never by any chance manu- 
factures his own notes or dollars. He is tolerably honest for a 
politician, and has little love for ‘‘ walking-eighteen-carat-frauds.” He 
was not born with a golden spoon in his mouth, nor a caul on his pate, 
and never more than three birches a year were worn out on his juvenile 
back. He is a patient, forbearing man, and calmly announces that 
every day longer he lives with his wife the more he is smztten by her. 
He takes his pleasure in hard work, and often varnishes his own patent 
leather shoes—at least he used to do so up to the time of his marriage. 
He is a sensitive, gentlemanly man, without bravado. When cornered 
by his adversaries he never takes a sight at them with the air of a 
patriot about to place his head on the block. 


GENERAL BOULANGER is said to be of Scottish extraction. We 
receive this statement cum grano salis. We hardly believe that any 
man with a drop of Scotch blood in his veins would be mountebank 
enough to fight a sham duel. By the way, some of the French military 
duels are mot pleasant theatrical performances. A couple of non- 
commissioned officers fought in Algiers the other day, with sabres. 
ferce encounter, which lasted some time, was terminated by one of the 
combatants having his skull cleft fairly in twain. The surviving com- 
batant, and both the seconds, wert home to a very festive breakfast ; 
and obtained leave from their Colonel for a day’s jollificatéon. 


and big accidents ; then comes a general | 
and indiscriminate smash of railway } 
passengers and carriages, till at length | 
all are promiscuously rolled over a high } 


craze was booming round gaily, a} 
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THE MAN WITH THE GARDEN. 






































The British Summer had been, if possible, as wet as usual. The Holiday-maker had had the usual high time of it. 
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The Strand had assumed its usual Mid-Summer aspect. All the out-door-amusement-caterers and parasol and muslin manufacturers had gone to the workhouse. 
Not a cigar was smokeable. 
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At length there was a five-minutes’ lull in the rain—the first for eight months. The Man with the Garden was standing at his gate, with a watering-can, as the 


moist Holiday-maker passed. ‘“ Ah, nice day,” said the Man with the Garden. ‘‘ But a nice drop o’ rain would do the carrots a world o good. 
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AT THE SEA-SIDE—CHURCHI 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BuURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom. 
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‘*TURNING HIS FACE, HE PUTS HIS HAND BEHIND HIM.”— 
Merchant of Venice. 








THH WANDERING MINSTREL. 


COCKLEBEACH is a quiet and retired watering-place on the south 
coast. I ama quiet and retiring man. We are admirably suited to 
each other. 

I have two weaknesses—my eyes and the German flute. I shelter the 
former behind coloured glass goggles ; I play on the latter whenever I 
am satisfied no fellow-creature is within hearing. 

I can confidently recommend Cocklebeach to all students of the Ger- 
man flute. You may walk miles along the shore and meet no one but 
an occasional shrimper or an utterly indifferent coastguardsman. 

There is a spot within a mile cf Cocklebeach which I love well. 
Thither have I oftentimes repaired, and seated neath the shady shelter 
of the rocks, discoursed sweet music to the winds and waves, 

*Twas here one August morning that I sat, with large round spectacles 
of dusky hue athwart my nose to shield my eyes from glare and glisten 
of the sun; twas there I sat, with mouth pursed up in button form, to 
whistle softly in my German flute till e’en the seagulls screeched and 
spread their wings. So engrossed was I by ‘* Annie Laurie” (with 
variations) that I heeded not the approach of fellow-creatures till dulcet 
notes (sweet as those of my own flute), which fell from the lips of a 
lovely maiden, smote upon my ears. 

**That’s him!” she cried, and her voice was thrilling, though her 
grammar was faulty; and she pointed a slender finger at me as I sat, 
ele omg with confusion, endeavouring to hide my instrument in my coat 
pocket. 

She turned to her companion, a bulky, burly, red-taced man in a 
white waistcoat ; and by her —— seemed to supplicate a favour from 
the monster, who must have been stony-hearted to deny her, 

**No, no, papa!” I heard her say; ‘‘it would be an insult to offer 
him coppers.” 

Whereupon he of the waistcoat white, and visage red, with timorous 
step and wideawake in hand, advanced to where I stood and laid close 
by my feet upon the sand a new and glittering half-crown. Then, with 
a trembling lip and rough assumption of frank donhomiec, he faltered out, 

**T hope I see 053 lordship well.” 

**Hush! hush!’ the damsel cried in nervous haste, and laid a 

cautious finger on her lips ; ‘* you know, papa, his lordship is ixcoe.” 








‘Well, and if he like it best,” her father said, ‘‘ I'll call him Smith, 
or Brown, or Jones, or Tomkins.” , 

Then ce hy I blushing, ‘‘Call me Tomkins, please, for that's the 
name by which I’m rightly known.” . 

He did ; he called me Tomkins with a vengeance. He Tompkined me 
all the way back to Cocklebeach, his arm linked in mine; he Tomkined 
me up and down the Grand Hotel, whither he insisted upon my accom- 
panying them and remaining to dinner ; while his daughter, a maiden, 
dressed in white muslin and a blue sash, cooed softly to me about the 
peerage, about troubadours, and about the extraordinary wagers laid 
now-a-days by young men of fashion. 

I agreed with all she said. Who would not have done so? She was 
a divinity, a vision of loveliness, my soul’s idol. Before I bade my host 
and his fair girl farewell that night I’d learnt to love and know I 
was beloved. Md 

Quick at the dawn’s first light I hied me to my eyrie midst the rocks, 
and through my German flute sighed forth my love to mingle with the 
sound of plashing waves and joyous carol of the early bird, seeking 
with eager haste the matutinal worm. To me, with gentle pit-pat oer 
the sand on timid tiptoe and with outstretched necks, came all of Cockle- 
beach. Though yet ’twas scarce past sunrise, came a throng disgorged 
from grand hotels, from inns, from taverns, and from lodging houses, 
and all with one accord cried, as I piped my little tune, ** Oh, ain't it 
lovely !” 

The maidens sighed and ogled, but in vain, for I was true to her 
whose heart I’d won by trilling on my modest German flute; and 
presently all blushing and abashed to find myself the hero of the day, I 
turned and fled the giddy, rapturous throng, to seek my loved one's 
father, at whose feet f told my throbbing tale of love and hope, and 
begged of him, with tears, his daughter’s hand. : 

‘* She’s yours,” cried he, and grasped my finger tips; ‘‘she’s yours, 
and well will she adorn a coronet. So, now, let’s talk about the 
settlements,” 

** Alas!” I mournfully replied, ‘‘I’ve nought to settle. I’m but a 
humble Tomkins, city clerk; my wage is small; thank goodness, 
though, ’tis regular.” 

‘* What, then, is this?” he roared, and shook before my round blue- 
goggled eyes the printed columns of a newspaper. 

I took the journal from him, and I read— 

** EXTRAORDINARY WAGER.—The wealthy and eccentric Earl of 
Blackwall has for a wager, the amount of which has been variously stated, 
determined this summer to make a round of the south coast watering- 
places, disguised as a wandering minstrel, earning the means of sub- 
sistence by out-of-door performances on the German flute, of which 
instrument he is a perfect master. The earl, to avoid recognition will 
wear spectacles of coloured glass and of unusual dimensions, and will 
probably assume some commonplace name in lieu of his own high- 
sounding cognomen.” 

** Is this you, or is it not?” cried my charmer’s father. 

** It is not,” said I, firmly. 

ie Then get out for an impostor, a rogue, a vagabond, and a designing 
villain. 

I got out—with the assistance of a boot artfully applied for the 
purpose, and returned to London by the next train, 

I have but one comfort in my misery. It is not every Tomkins who 


— that distinguished appearance that he could be mistaken for an 
ear e 








Can you Swallow this? 
A London daily lately published a special ornithological article entitled ‘‘ Swallow- 
time. upon our voracious versist thus gave vent.] 
THis article, although ‘tis neat, 
Is, as you'll notice, not complete ; 
For when you feel a hollow-time, 
And straightway seek the festive board, 
Until you feel that you’re restored, 
hat also is a ‘‘ swallow ”-time ! 





Putting on Empress-ure, 
[Some talk has been heard lately about issui i - il- 
lings, on the doclnalsputom, and’ be called an ®'esprecety aes tweney Ave al 
WE think the above idea is good, 
And is an earnest of progression ! 
And if to ws some true friend should 
Present a heap of these, they would 
Create an excellent em-press-ion. 





For Auld (and Young) Lang Syne. 


Mr, ANDREW LANG, the versatile versist and art-critic, is writing a 
new novel. It is only fair to expect that it will be written in smart 
Lang-uage, which should bring the author good Lang-wages, 
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Incredible. 
[A semi-sporting society paper opines that the Irish will not cause much trouble 
when Parliament meets!) 
A JOYFUL remark I have recently read, 
A statement which caused me to stand on my head, 
And made my grand optics with gladness to glance, 
And also compelled me to gamble and dance. 





My brow, which of late wore an aspect of gloom, 
A ray of real bliss all at once did illume. 
And the reason of all these extravagant feats 
Was that somewhere I read 
That the Irish, ’twas said, 
Will not give much trouble when Parliament meets, 


Upon me this news had so strange an effect 
That bystanders fancied me daft, I suspect. 
I leaped and I Jaughed, and I warbled and whoeped, 
Till around me in wonder the spectators trooped. 
When, forgetting my usual terror and awe, 
I set to embracing my mother-in-law, 
Which, strangely enough, caused dismay in the streets. 
But I cried out ‘* Hooray ! 
Irish members, they say, 
Will not give much trouble when Parliament meets.” 


‘* Who'll not give much trouble?” a Bobby inquired 
On hearing my statement and seeing me fired. 
‘* The Irish,” I answered. Then he, with one grab, 
Endeavoured to take me away in a cab, 
He said that I either had been “in the sun,” 
Or was up to some “ plant,” a nefarious one. 
He said he was fly to these various cheats, 
‘* For,” cried he, ** it won’t wash 
To say Irish (what bosh !) 
Will not give much trouble when Parliament meets !” 


Then so loudly he laughed at the notion that he 
Became doubled up in the form of a C, 
And so I escaped from that myrmidon’s clutch. 
But did other men credit my tale? Well, not much! 
Wherever I go, folks incredulous seem, 
And treat my remarks as a fraud or a dream. 
Won't you, FUN, believe what that paper repeats, 
That Parnellites who’ve stormed— 
Have gone and reformed— 
And won’t give much trouble when Parliament meets ? *® 


* We wonder what cur otherwise esteemed contributor takes us for ?—{Epv.] 








He(I)las! 
THE Shelley Society intends to produce its master’s ‘‘ Hellas” in the 


autumn. This is, perhaps, a suitable selection, for the way of the S. S. 





as regards plays seem to be somewhat (H)ellas-tic. 
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AT GILSLAND. 


Male Visitor.—“ Pardon me, Miss, but can you direct me to the 
‘Popping Stone?’ ”’ 

Female Visitor.—‘‘ I'm sorry to say I don’t know it at all; but I 
believe any large stone will serve the same purpose!” (Luckily he 
was already married.) 








SPORTING NOTE. 
(By OnE THAT Knows NotruinG Anovut Ir.) 
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At the Oxford, 


ALL hail to thee, pisasgee Deane of the Oxford! Old ale—Burton 

ale—any ale you please! hile in your hall of harmony the other 
night, we became impressed with the idea that there are fewer positions 
requiring greater versatility of ability, and variety of mentaland bodily 
characteristics than that which is occupied by a music hall manager. 
We said to ourselves, said we,—the duties he has to discharge demand 
marvellous tact, a tongue with a tang, a powerful digestion, lamb-like 
sweetness, inflexible severity, the strictest moral sentiments, and the 
broadest appreciation of a whiskified quip; and then we thought 
that you, Manager Jennings—well never mind—let’s see—we thought 
that all who enjoy a show that bristles with liveliness, from the 
first note of the orchestra to the last, should make a point of 
meandering into the Oxford, where a sparkling Diamond among 
harpists, and a charming Cora—a positive pearl among flautists, may be 
seen and heard. On the evening we were present, five chubby 
Chinamen sat near us, Their unctuous appreciation of ‘* Skiptomania,” 
reproduced with fresh young skipists, was beautiful to behold. They 
rolled their almond eyes, and beamed through their gold-rimmed 
spectacles with Platonic benevolence on the tastily clad damsels in a 
positively Pickwickian manner. The eldest, and most dyspeptic 
Celestial, who was evidently a mandarin of the Green-turtle-silver- 
whitebait-golden-welsh-rarebit order, seemed highly gratified with his 
evening’s entertainment, and had a ae happy smile of approval 
for the irrepressible Chas. Godfrey, the racy Rowley, the lively Sisters 
Graham, and the clever Donkey Blondin. By the way, Professor 
Cottrell, who has trained this talented ass, and who appears himself as 
Ally Sloper, really ought to procure a properly shaped nose, @ /a Sloper. 
But probably somebody else has suggested the same thing ere now. 


a ee ene 


SAID a friend to Mr, Potts as they walked along the Row, * Which 
should you think is the hardest lot—a riding-horse or a driving-horse ? 
‘‘ Well,” said Potts, ‘I should say that the riding-horse is the easier 
life, but yet the driving-horse has got the pu//!”’ 
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INDISPENSABLE PRECAUTIONS ; 
OR, ALL DUE TO DYNAMITE, 


‘‘ An Outraged eprmaal nee to us nei say srnag ~ 
i or -parcel with any peculiarity of a ce, I 
receives a letter or post-par y pe y eeelisiors iti 
so that the contents 
-* arevisible. He says 
_» the latter are often 
half in and half out 
—the bigger half 
out. He says that 
a parcel from India 
or the Colonies 
always has the con- 
tents on the outside 
—that is, when the 
contents arrive at 
all—and the cover- 
ing inside. He says 
the wrapper some- 
times arrives by one 
post, and the con- 
tents—with double 
postage to pay on them—by another. He says he has spoken to the 
postman, who has said ‘‘it’s werry rum;” and to the post clerk, who 
says he can’t understand it ; and to the postmaster round the corner, 
who says it certainly ought not to be; and to the man who calls with 
your letter of complaint in his hand, who winks and says /e’// set it all 
right ; and to the Postmaster-General, who murmurs that they’re obliged 
to be careful about dynamite just now. 
The ‘* Outraged Addressee ”’ sends us the following as 42s view of the 
carrying out of the dynamite precautions, with the assurance that if any- 
body has to be hanged in consequence of our publishing it, he will come 
forward and throw himself between us and the vengeance of the law, 
Under this strict understanding we publish it. We really can’t believe 
every word of it can be true, although we certainly have heard it said 
that but that was in confidence, 
a o * oe a. 


SCENE—A Sorting Room or Whatever-you-call-it, in the Post Office. 








departments—‘‘ Sorting Rooms or Whatever-you-call-it.” This tech- 
nial knowledge shows there must le something in what he says.) 


knowledge). Mind, you fellows, be very careful about dynamite ; and if 
ou happen to come across anything that may interest me,—d’ye see. I 
ike reading novels and improving books, If there are any of Ouida’s, 


CORPORAL OF SORTERS. Aye, aye, sir ! 
prescribed by the department too!) 

SORTER No. 1. Hullo! here are Fun and the Family Herald ad- 
dressed to some fellow in the country, People in the couatry aren’t in 
a hurry ; I’ll just take it out and read it, and lend it to my aunts, and 
the fellow can have it some time next week. 


(Knows the forms of address 


(Zhe Outraged One evidently knows all about the ins and outs of the | 


LigEuT. OF SORTERS (40 Private Sorters).—(There’s another bit of | 


to worry a wig. I'll just let him amuse himself with this for a bit, as 
it’s ‘ine finer ostrich feathers he’s nearly done for should be sent on 


to the addressee. 
‘ . * « 


a 

First FEMININE CLERK. Oh my, here’s a funny parcel! Why, 
if there isn’t a straw hat in it. Where are the scissors? There’s often 
dynamite hidden in straw hats ; you see dynamite is so light that straw 
hats are convenient. Oh, isn’t it pretty !—just from Paris. I do believe 
these ribbons would just suit my complexion—there! I'll wear it at 
Richmond on Sunday, and the owner can have it on Monday at the 
latest. What have you found in that very dangerous-looking parcel, 
dear? , 

SEcoND Fem. C. Oh, only some stupid old tobacco—I’m so dis- 
appointed! It’s took me such a time to get it open. 

First Fem. C. They ought to be ashamed of themselves for sending 
such stupid things to annoy us. There, push it in again so that half 
hangs out; there,now! The rain or something is sure to spoil it 
before the stupid creature gets it—and serve him right ! ‘ * 4 
Here’s a neat parcel; where are the scissors ? Oh, it's a lot of 
Christmas crackers, and some fireworks, and a box of cigarettes, and 
all sorts of things! What fun. It couldn’t matter if we pulled the 
crackers, and let off the fireworks out of window, and tried to smoke 
a little bit of the cigarettes, just to see whether we should feel sick. 





ee 





! 
so much the better, see ? 
| 





SORTER No, 2. Whatever’s this queer packet? Lend us that tin- 
opener. We must be careful about dynamite. 
Chinese puzzles; my youngsters at home w7// be delighted; they dote | 
on puzzles. The worst of it is, Billy the youngest is so confoundedly | 
destructive ; but I daresay the addressee won’t object to receiving ’em | 
broken a bit after my youngsters have got tired of ‘em. It'll make ’em | 
all the more puzzling. 

SORTER No, 3. Has any of you fellows come across a copy of the 
Times addressed to 
anybody? I always bi, | 
like to have a look 
atthe Zimes. Oh, 
thanks ! 

SORTER No. 4. 
Hallo! here’s a hat- 
box. By jingo! my 
hat’s awfully shabb 

to walk out wit 

Polly Jonesin. I'll 
just borrow this one 
till next Monday; 
don’t suppose the 
fellow’s in a hurry 
for it for a week, 
Here’s a tin of 
tomatoes addressed 
to somebody ; just 








pass that bradawl—might as well make a hole to look for dynamite— 
must be careful. Here’s a parcel containing a wig. My dog Joe loves 


Why, it’s a lot of | 


| Laird said to Congressman Cobb, ‘‘ You come outside and I will shoot 
| beyond all recognition, instantly strolled outside with the calm, dignified 
air of a Christian martyr rambling to the stake. 


| without giving his adversary any warning, Mr. Laird suddenly shot— 
; out his sinister bunch of fives, and landed Mr. Cobb heavily on the 


| and running behind a fat friend he burst into tears. 
| screamed that the end of his nose had been knocked off, and implored 


| the friends on both sides have decided that the affair must be fought 


There, now ! we can do up what’s left, and pack it up again. Oh, no, 
we needn’t. It’s forbidden to send explosives by post, because they 
might go off in the offices or somewhere. How wicked of people to 
be so reckless! Oh, my, the wastepaper basket is on fire! There, 
now, the senders of that parcel ought to be put in prison ! 








A Brief Respite. 


THE elections now are over, and brief holidays are on, 
Some hurry to the sea, or seek the grouse ; 

There’s a respite for the moment from ¢he Question, but anon, 
All attention will be fixed upon the House, 

Not long the average Briton from excitement will be free ; 
Not long will rest becalm his fevered brain ; 

Ere one can say ‘‘ Jack Robinson,” the overtaxed B.P. 
Will settle down to politics again ! 


From to-morrow (that’s to say, the Twelfth) on heather-covered 
A brisk and roaring business wili be done, [moors, 
On their fine and large expanses will a multitude make tours, 
And be more or less successful with the gun, 
And heedless of their fate the swagger marksmen will disport— 
Oft discharging their fine firearms all in vain ; 
Ah ! let us not upset them, for their holiday is short ; 
They'll soon settle down to politics again ! 


Go, be blissful by the briny, dig and paddle while ye may, 
O! M.P.’s and those whom legislation holds ; 

We would not make you doleful, no !—for at no distant day 
Ye'll be summoned to return to London folds ; 

And all ye British miliions (who to FUN are so devout), 
Who need a rest for body and for brain, 

Enjoy the present respite, for ere long, without a doubt, 
You'll be simmering in politics again ! 


DURING an argument in the U.S. Congress lately, Congressman 


you so full of holes your own friends won’t know you.” Mr. Cobb, 
who was evidently anxious to be riddled like a cullender, and peppered 


Blood was spilt when 
the gentlemen came fairly face to face on the polished marble steps ; for 


proboscis, drawing claret. Then his highly strung nature gave way, 


Mr. Cobb 


the bystanders to pick the warm piece and fix it on while there was yet 
time. Should a duel between these two senators become unavoidable, 


out with rifles, at two miles’ distance, 


AN electioneering egg thrown at a Home Rule orator the other day 
passed down his throat whole. A bit of a ‘‘discooshen wid sticks” 
ensued, during which the orator received a tap on the bread-basket 
which broke the egg. He was as nearly as possible miserably wiped 
off the face of the earth in consequence. It took three doctors and 
three bottles of whisky to counteract the effect of the poison, which 
was far more sudden in its operation than the most virulent snake-bite. 
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Cause and Effect. 


{According to the Faculty of Letters at Paris, many of the disorders in 


WHEN’ ER the future Gibbon writes Hi 
Of France’s sad Decline and Fall, 
When sharp explorers find the sites 
Of cities hid beneath earth’s pall, 
The moralist will point the tale 
With maxims sage and warnings wise ; 
If states and men wish not to fail, 
The classics they must not despise. 


The keen historian will note, 
In such an age strikes were the “‘ go; 


' 
France are due to the neglect of the classics. ] fe 
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O’er this discovery he’ll gloat, 

The cause of which he next will show. 
’T was not because the wage was small, 

Or overseers they thought a ‘‘ cuss,” 
But Homer they read not at all, 

Of Livy were ob-Livy-ous ! 


He'll tell of plagues that swept off men, 
Of murrains that destroyed their herds ; 
Of course great Maro pleased not then, 
They had neglected Plato’s words. 
Their princes they expelled because 
With Ovid they were unpr-Ovid-ed, 
They kicked against all moral laws 
Since Greek aorists they derided 








Better than a “B. and 8.” 


My brain feeling—well, a bit weary, 
My finger tips ingrain’d with ink, 

I know a Welsh bay fresh and cheery 
Will rectify all that, I think. 


When ‘‘ down in the mouth,’ we grave makers 
Of laughter for other folks’ lips, 

Find the spirit distill’d from sea-breakers, 
The best ‘* pick-me-up” of all ‘‘ nips.” | 
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HOW 18S IT TO BE DONE? 


Tue American Army is very small—some 25,000 men, Hairdresser.—’AIR CUT, SIR? SuTT’NLy, SiR! HANY TICKLER 
but it is not ‘‘little and good.”” About 14,000 of its war- STYLE, SIR?” 
riors are tried by court-martial every year. The majority of Facetious Customer.— STYLE? LEMME SEE! YRS, SAME STYLE AS 
those punished are Irish-Americans. Verb sap, YOUR OWN.” , 
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POLISHED, 


Auntie.— I wish you’d come up on the Parade, Lilian, and let 
me introduce you to Mr. Ducatbaggs. He certainly is a trifle elderly, 
but he’s such a polished gentleman,” 

Lilian,—“ I’ve often seen him, Auntie; and I don’t want to be 
introduced.” 

Auntie.—* But he is so polished, my dear.” 
Lilian.—“‘ Yes! Polished as a billiard-ball, and quite as bald !” 











A Strange Choice, 


Is the all-absorbing question of the hour. 
Most people only snigger at his reckless, rampant storming, 
And consider that he wastes his puny pow'r. 
But, lo! it seems that Salisbury delights to honour Randy 
(As though he were a person full of nous /). 
He seems to have a liking for the Crapet little dandy, 
And—perhaps to cheer his pecker— 
Names him Chancellor of Exchequer, 
And, what is more, the Leader of the House ! 


The idea’s really startling! Yea, in once you cannot seize it ; 
It sends the senses reeling—makes them dazed. 
Were Fun a vulgar humourist, he’d pari utter, “‘Cheese it ! 

This is merely a jokelet you have raised !” 
If this affair is serious regarding Reckless Randy, 
’Tis certainly enough joy’s glim to douse, 
As a slanger and a banger, Cheeky Churchill’s very handy, 
But imagine the small ‘‘ wrecker” 
At the head of the Exchequer, 
And fancy him as Leader of the House ! 


And when he starts his duties, oh ! just fancy what a flutter 
He will cause when he’s first called upon to speak ; 
He will stagger grave hon. members with his language of the gutter, 
Which frightens even those of his own clique. _ 
He will rant and he will riot—he will bully, he will bluster, 
And with “ Billingsgate ” the Libs. he’ll try to chouse. 
He really should have waited till more wisdom he could muster 
Ere he, the rabid wrecker, 
Sat as Chancellor of th’ Exchequer, 
And, sti// more, ere he essayed to lead the House ! 








‘* How will Lord R, Churchill manage in the Cabinet now forming?’ 
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Wherever that seaside be ; 


Or paddle about with glee. 


S1nG hey! for the joys of the gay seaside, 
Where you sit by the marge of Old Neptune’s tide, 


Sing hey ! for the ’Arry, who loudly bawls, 
And the sweet drum-banging boy, 

And the German band, and the brat that squalls, 
And the doggie that yelps with joy. 


BLISS BY THE BRINY. 





Sing hey ! tor the organ that grinds out airs, 
Throughout the live-long day ; 

And the chattering masher, who rudely stares 
At all ladies who pass his way. 

These glorious joys bring sweet content 
To each holiday-maker’s breast, 

Save to such as yon ailing dyspeptic ‘‘ gent,” 
Who is seeking for quiet and rest. 








At the Sea-side, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


YE who by fate’s decree have been abroad 
Upon a regulated tour, and formed 

Part of a hybrid party personally 
Conducted by the famous Mr. Cook ; 


In that peculiar predicament, 
Yet live on friendly terms with some who have, 


And ye who neither so yourselves have been, 
Nor own ex-tourists such among your friends, 
Yet are with power of swift fancy blest, 

And therefore can imagine what ’tis like. 

O ye of the three classes named above, 
Bearing such tours in mind, just muse upon 
That party of Conservative M.P.’s 


And ye who, though ye have not been yourselves | 


And therefore know by hearsay what ’tis like ; | 





Who now are starting on a foreign course, 
Conducted by Lord Randolph Churchill (whose 
Conduct is nothing if not personal). 

Think how they feel—how little, or how much, 


| They like to follow where he likes to lead, 
| To take his orders and to do his will 


In one incongruous submissive flock ; 
Look at the awkward points that may arise, 


| The jars, the ruptures, the cross-purposes ; 


Consider all the bearings of the case, 
And then—well, you can pity whom you choose, 
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SNOO Pin Gc, 


By CHARLES G. LELAND (‘‘ Hans Breitmann”), 
153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 





***Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 
John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’ "mm P2011clee 

“The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
told."—Jilustrated London News. 

‘The changes are skilfully rung on love, revenge, 
and sensation.” —Morning Post. 

“** The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour should 
take a dip.”—“* Dagonet,” in the Referee. : 

** An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven with 
ingenious plot.”’— Daily. News. 

“*One of the most startling and sensational of the 
new shilling novels.” —Lady's Pictorial. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
STRAND AND OPgRA CoMIQUE.—Had Mr. Charles Wyndham carried 
out his original intention of re-opening the Criterion on the 7th inst., 








Tue Orgra Com:ovug.—BacuHeE ors ! 


with T. W. Robertson’s David Garrick, there would have been by this 
time three Garricks in the theatrical field—a field which, I may tell you 
in passing, is byno means ‘‘green.” But fortunately, perhaps, both for 
the volatile Charles, and also for the readers of FUN, only two Garricks 
are at present engaged in rivalry, and they are right opposite to each 
other in the same street—at the Opera Comique and the Strand, to wit. 
The first of these is represented by Mr. Hermann Vezin in that little 
one-act episode by Mr. James Albery, entitled Doctor Davy. In this, 
Mr. Vezin, as of yore, displays intensity, and, in a general way, what in 
the dramatic-critical slang of the day is called a ‘*clear-cut” performance. 
Mr. V. has the advantage of being nearer to the stature of the original 
Great Little Davy (late of Drury Lane Theatre) than any other representa- 
tive of the part that has yet appeared, and his appearance in other 
respects is well adapted for the character, It is a piece of acting as well 
worth seeing as ever—perhaps more so. Leaving, for the moment, the 
remainder of the Opera Comique’s programme for treatment lower 
dewn, I pass to the other Garrick across the road. 


Tue Strand Garrick is Mr, Edward Compton, who has returned 
for a season to this house, where a year or two ago he scored in sundry 
old comedies, by more or less ‘‘eminent hands.” The version chosen 
by Mr. Compton is by Mr. W. Muskerry, and was aforetime much affected 
by the late veteran semi-amateur-pro-Captain Disney Roebuck, It is 
hot a good version, neither is Mr. Compton, clever as he is, a good 
Garrick—albeit he is a fine and large one as to size. Indeed, you 
would almost think, to judge by his appearance, that he had got some- 
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thing of that attribute, which, according to the time-serving ex-reverend 
ard Churchill, would make “ Pritchard genteel and Garrick six feet 








high.” But, except for a powerful rendering of the drunken scene, Mr. 
Compton is distinctly out of his element. So is his good lady (Mrs. C.), 
who is better known to us as Miss Virginia Bateman. So is Mr. C.’s useful 
company, on the whole. Therefore I would counsel the Compton 
Comedy Company to shelve this sham old comedy, and return to some 


of their, and our, former loves. 


AND now to hark back across the road to consider the remainder and 
chief part of the Opera Comique’s programme. This consists of Bachelors, 
a comedy by Messrs. Robert Buchanan and Hermann Vezin aforesaid. 
This piece, which, although somewhat weak, has some smart and 
telling lines, was first produced by Mr. Charles Brookfield during his 
brief and not-by-any-means-too-prosperous season at the Haymarket 
two years ago—there or thereabouts. Mr. Vezin, abjuring tragedy and 
real intensity for a while, plays Mr. Brookfield’s part, and plays it ad- 
mirably. It is quite a treat to see this excellent actor, who is usually 
doomed to dabble in gloom, going in for a light-cum-low-comedy part. 
Mr. V.’s visage seems to have considerable power of comic expression, 
and. his woe-begone manner as a Bachelor, who, after many years, 
dreading to propose even to one lady, finds himself suddenly engaged 
**three deep,” is droll in the extreme. The rest of the cast is not strong, 
but ’twill serve ; and altogether I opine that the business manager, Mr. 
Harrington Baily (whom some feloniously term ‘‘ Old Baily,” to dis- 
tinguish him from his brother, ‘‘ Baily, Junior”), will find more money 
rolling into the coffers of the house than was the case with the Fool's 
Revenge, although it had the aid of two ‘‘ Society Beauties,” both of 
whom have quitted, together with the Foo/’s Revenge. 


THERE has been some excitement at the music halls lately over what 
is called a Vanishing Lady. It isa clever illusion, in which, at a pri- 





INTRUSION™OR PROTECTION WANTED. 


vate séance at the Egyptian Hall (which is not a music hall, by the way), 
our friend Bertram officiated. Our illustrator (who hasn’t seen it) says 
it’s an old trick, which can be done in several styles. He sends a 
sketch of one, and promises another or so ‘later on.” 


PRINCE'S HALL.—Mr. Charles ‘Odds and Ends” Du Val has just 
added to his already sufficiently-entertaining entertainment at this hall 
three of the dwarfest dwarfs ever seen—the Count, Countess, and Baron 
Magri, to wit. The Count, who is said to be brother to the Baron (and, 
of course, vice versd), has a tenor voice that is really big for one so 
little, This voice the little nobleman uses to excellent advantage in an 
operatic selection, while the Baron obliges with a piccolo accompaniment, 
evolved from his mouth and fingers. Also, these tiny titled folk ‘‘ foil,” 
each with the usual weapons, and play and act in a pantomimic way. 
The fine and small Countess, who is the widow of the late lamented 
General Tom Thumb, sings sweetly and makes herself otherwise useful. 
Altogether, what with these miniature mummers, and the bright and 
clever mimetic show provided by C, D. himself (in anything, to put it 
paradoxically, but a C. D, way), patrons of the Prince’s Hall may be 
said to receive Du-Val-ue for their money. 


Nobs AND WINKs.—The periodical wail from a ‘‘ Burlesque Actress,” 
that theatrical managers engage music hall artists when many of the 
profession are **walking about,” is heard once more. These things 
look rather hard sometimes, but, I expect, a manager chooses the article 


| he thinks most likely to suit his purpose without much reference to where 


it comes from. NESTOR. 
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AN AUTUMN ROUNDELAY. 























The sky was blue ; the sun was bright ; 
The autumn day a pure delight. 

The clerk, to dissipate his woe, 
Resolved that to his ‘‘ boss” he’d go 


** What is it, Jones, you wish to say?” 

' Simply that, sir, I cannot stay 

In office cooped, o’er ledger bent 

Oa days like these—for pleasure meant ! 














** Abroad, a roving, jovial crew 
Roams o’er the land or sails the blue. 
Rich autumn tints the landscapes sn: w, 


The Harvest Moon, sir, ’s all aglow ! 
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‘*It is, you will agree with me, 

The height of all absurdity 

For pelf, to barter health away— 

To work—while all the world’s at play 


‘**T’'ve had my holiday, ’tis true 

You gave me but a month, aot fwo! 
And, on to-day detaining me 
Is—simply—petty—tyranny |” 


** Stay, Jones!" the merchant cried. ‘' Your case 
You've urged with eloquence and grace. 


Nomore! This 


for your pains ! 


Fly! Seek and rove those happy plains!” 











SONGS OF THE WATERING- 


PLACES. 
No. V.—BEAUMARIS, 


THE Queen of Anglesey art thou, 
Beaumaris bright and airy ! 

To honour thee, none need, I vow, 
Be reticent or wary. 

If I, this autumn day, could fly 
From London’s dust and clangour, 

To thee, with what delight, I’d hie 
From Euston, za Bangor ! 


Is there a Briton in the land— 
Unless his taste’s for sotting— 

Who loves not, or on deck or strand, 
The British sport of yachting ? 

Well, gay Beaumaris, in her pride 
Of sunny sailing weather, 

Is blithe as bunting’d Cowes or Ryde, 
Or even both together ! 


I know there are who swear by Rhyl— 
Who, I think, better should know— 

And others, who with raptures thrill, 
When talking of Llandudno ; 

I answer, when all’s said and done, 

To each one and to any : 








I’ve been in many a strait, but none 
Like that grand Strait of Menai! 


Llandudno gazes on the sea, 
Unceasingly delightful, 
And shall not be denied by me 
Her meed of praises rightful. 
Beaumaris looks, across the bay, 
On castled shore and highland, 
On mighty Orme’s Head, miles away 
On wave-lapp’d Puffin Island, 


Variety, I own, I like— 
Variety of thinking, 
Variety of forms to strike 
My fancy, while I’m drinking 
Unmeasur’d draughts of fresh sea-air 
With ozone strength abounding ; 
I don’t like even days “‘ set fair, 
By Ocean’s marge resounding. 


I know of shores that make me sad— 
Nay, very nearly tearful ; 

And others that would drive me mad, 
Though many think them cheerful. 

But none I know surpassing thine, 
Beaumaris captivating, 

For quenching dulness and, like wine, 

My spirits elevating. 


| 
| 








How to be a Grandfather. 


NOT TOO MUCH IN THE MANNER OF 
Victor Husco. 


I FIND the most instructive way 

With my grand-children—bless 'em !—- 
Is, just as if we were at play, 

Thus brightly to address ’em : 


Where’er I go, a point I make 
Of ceaselessly enquiring, 

My quenchless thirst for knowledge slake 
With appetite untiring. 


Exempli gratia: Recently, 
When onto last at Brighton— 
I never go there but the sea 
I gaze with fresh delight on ! 


I asked what made the ebb and flow, 
Informant’s name was Esau, 

He said, ‘* Lor’ bless yer, don’t yer know 
The sea a-playin’ sea-saw,” 


Now, there, my dears, you see at once, 
His young wits exercising, 

No child need ever be a dunce, 
But stored with facts surprising. 





A CONTRADICTION OF TERMS,—A Aofbed 


of (v)ece. 
















ae 
t us 00) 
he. < a Sale ties BEL ne > glad _ 








no pn mee ea a 


AERA Nn ae tag 


wah A as ala ER SAR 


Se ate a et pee 


Si Tapeh thes 


a Ee t,t, Sot ie sabe 


ot 


Rae Rte, att 







































































































- eee 
CONVINCING. 
Of four hundred and twenty-five ternperance beverazes recently analysed at the Royal Laboratory, over fifty per cent. exceeded the legal allowance of proof 
: x 5 le - hile - wh a} ate +h 4 + ain ur} nenme it w hat 
spirits ; in nineteen instances the samples con ed as much spirit as ordinary ale; while one (whose label stated that total abstainers who consumed it were both 
. . ' . . . . ; { 
pleased and surprised at its comforting and ex effects) contained twenty-three per cent. of proof spirit. 
i | 
} 
} 
i} 
| 
| 
} 
j | 
i 
} 
} 
73 ' | 
t A + r ity , + Y 
: . . + . t J t 
' 
' 
' 
‘ 
' 
| 
| i 
a 
| 
POTTY PUT OU Ig, ag! i | 
“~ vv ae 4 ¥ i 
| | 
i 
| 
T 
| j 
‘ 
{ 
i | 
| 
' 
' 
? sere ffu | 
Reoauaneeeessg i ifticiscssssessees i 
Th sere et pommpene reed 2m t 
had t 
| 
| 
} 
; q 
— 
| 
| j 
{ ; 
| 
| 
j 
| 
| 
j 
* 
epi tt cet ey ty tt paerrterers: MME asseceeseresesterctriceceeeeg | RRs Bee IR es ttt SSS Ta 
3 SSS 
t:7tits 
| 
(s— 
\ 
. . te ce Hi 
; “au i | t 
: 
-_ 
i 
i ee ee ee ae ee ee i ey a oe a 
Ce OH SS CeCe eC Ce CeCe CR Ae ee ee ee es Oe 
: “a 7 ow : ad ‘ _ z 
- 7 

















PO I Accor 14, 1 
4 : N AUGUST 18, 1886, 

















es 
ee 











? ow * > iy 
a Ses Do eae Se 


oa 


3 Estee’ s 

q 5 th peat? MG ; 
4 ‘ r 3 ss J A yer”. ‘ é ° A Sea | | 

y . ' PF IMheae= 

. See 


pet +t +f : +4 








_ ar al 

, Si ee 
ee 
im 


! 
| A Ae pe 
2 ZEA eres 








| H 
te 
f, ) 
i% 4 ai 
"fy ed 4 Ky 
1 

















POPPING HIS POLICY. 


J 66 Yad = ‘Se 2. t T ter =P - ’ sf ’ >, rere 
d Pl Al fT] i. CAN’T ADVANCI fi ON THIS TORY TICKE! I] L1)-F ASI | 














, 
4 iia 








ee 


























— 





ST 








70 


FUN. 


AucustT 18, 1886, 


a 
—— 








BUYING GOODS NOWHERE. 


HAVING carefully read the ‘‘ forecasts ” of the Royal Commission on 


the Depression in British Trade, and also the various letters from 
tradesmen, under 
Sor” 


the heading 
* Buying Goods 
Abroad,” in the 
Daily Telegraph, 
we were deeply 
interested in the 
subject. Patriot- 
ism, cynicism, ge- 
nerosity, charity, 
and unlimited 
contempt of our 
kind, have been 
stirred up within 
us by the perusals. 
But in the midst 
of all these con- 
flicting emotions, 
one definite and 
all-absorbing con- 
viction has taken 
possession of us; and that is, that the Royal Commissioners are not in 
i position to ferret out the more esoteric and minutely circumstantial— 
ind therefore only true—merits of the case. They stand upon too lofty 
1 pedestal to look, as it were, under the counter; and take a view so 
oad and comprehensive that the individual features of the question are 
invisible. Besides this, they are obliged to be polite and parliamentary, 
ind this would spoil anybody’s chance. Therefore we have instituted a 
Royal Commission of Our Own, under Our Own Signet. The informa- 
ion is all collected from individual—not representative—sources ; and 


ihis fact speaks for itself, Our report will be found the only reliable one. 
* . * * * . 


Mr. CHINER CLAY, British cotton goods manufacturer (examined), 
{ am of opinion that the depression in British trade is due to the gross 
want of patriotism on the part of the consumer. The consumer ought 
to be content with receiving avy rubbish in exchange for good money, 
for the sake of patriotism. It is his duty to encourage home products, 
whatever rubbish they may be, and to consider the desire of the manu- 
facturer to make a rapid fortune before any sordid longing on his own 
part to make both ends meet. It is my opinion that the consumer is a 
great deal too sharp ; he has no business to notice that the cotton stuffs 
ie buys are two-thirds dressing ; he ought to take my word that every 
article is pure and unadulterated, and to be ready to pay any price. If 
he did this I should make a fortune in no time, and the revival in trade 
prosperity would be a 

Mk, Fun. Are you, then, of opinion that adulteration is desirable ? 

Mr. CH. CLay. Decidedly not. It is a gross and shameless imposi- 
‘ion when practised upon anything other than cotton goods ; but in the 
case of the latter we do not speak of it as ‘‘ adulteration,” but ‘‘ improve- 
ment.” I think the grossest form of adulteration is that practised by 
the party who mixes foreign matter with the size and china clay I buy 
vf him. This form of adulteration is absolutely criminal. 

JOHN SMITH, artizan, stated that he didn’t see why 4e should pro- 
duce good work, or fag himself, to improve British trade. The right 
way to improve trade was to forbid the importation of any blessed thing 
from furrin’ parts, and raise the price of home labour by Act o’ Parlia- 
ment. All furri- 
ners was a dirty 
lot, and couldn't 
speak an intelli- 
gible word. What 
right had they to 
mannyfacture 
things? They 
ought to be com 
pelled by the po 
lice to buy only > 
British ings. 
He thought that 
the consumer was 
a mean, dissatis- 
fied ’umbug, and 
a lot too pertick- 
ler. Mannyfac- 
terers wasn't up 
to much either. 
What did they 
want with profits? All the profits ought to go to the working man, 
and the mannyfacterer ought to be compelled to find the capital. 

JAMES JUKEs, manufacturer of meat skewers, said he regarded all 














foreign products as rubbish. He once bought a tin of preserved some. 
thing from somewhere abroad, and when he opened it, it was bad. He 
was a patriot, and held that every article ought to be made in England, 
including oranges, champagne, Turkish tobacco, Japanese lacquer, 
whales, and cocoanuts. e ought not to be any foreign countries, 
WILLIAM Popps, cigar, sweetstuff, and news purveyor, felt that 
foreign competition was the ruin of British trade. He himself retailed 
ingerbeer, but an Italian ice-man planted his barrow in the gutter in 


1 
Soak of his shop, and the consequence was that the consumer deserted 


his gingerbeer in favour of ices of foreign manufacture. 
THE CONSUMER (examined). I read many articles about my want of 
triotism in buying a goods, and was deeply touched by them. 
t particularly appealed to me was the suggestion that an establish- 
ment should be set up for the sale of British products exclusively ; it 
being stated that, in the event of such an inauguration, I should flock to 
the establishment and buy eagerly. I was deeply penitent, and resolved 
to be patriotic for the future ; and when that shop was opened I dealt 
at it exclusively, and it was some months before I happened to discover 
that every article sold there was a foreign manufacture with an English 
label. I then ceased to feel patriotic, and now purchase only goods of 
foreign manufacture. I have, however, subsequently discovered that I 
am far more patriotic than before, as all the goods with foreign labels 
which I buy are of British manufacture. 


—<_———_=_=_—X—K—_—==£=—X—X——__= 
A MISFIT. 
: Lo! here the little Lord 


PG mm C. 
4 ' (A reckless, rampant 
rattle) 
Is seen, with all his 
well-known glee, 
Preparing for the 
battle. 
He means to storm his 
foes anon 
(So full of force his 
will is), 
And therefore he is try- 
ing on 
The armour of 
Achilles ! 


Grand Old Achilles, as 
you know, 
Had recently a 
** facer,” 
(Yet still some fight 
he’s sure to show, 
For he’s a thorough 
pacer). 
The place in which the 
| Old ’Un shone 
Lord R. now doomed 
to fil is; 
And that is why he’s 
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x a trying on 
ale The armour of 
Wi 5 . Achilles ! 
is" a aoe ! 
Ul ine Kas \nws : Alas! to wear the 


greaves and casque 


The Grand Old Chief wore lately, 
Is not at all an easy task— 
It worries Randy greatly, 
Ah, foolish youth! such garb to don— 
O, silliest of sillies ! 
To waste your time in trying on 
The armour of Achilles ! 








The Pacha, 


THE Pacha is what is called a ‘‘dawg”—*such a dawg,’ as Mr. 
Terry used to say. He goes in for being a lady-killer and for making 
conquests, but his course of true love is none of the smoothest. M. 
Ricard tells his story in the most diverting manner, and if you ike 
French novels this is one to read. It is published by M. Calman Levy, 
Rue Auber, Paris, 








I CONFEss to not being much of a book-keeper : the one particular 
= o I do most understand, however, is the **cash in hand. — 
w/e Sve 2OTTS, 
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WHY ABROAD? SPORTING NOTE. 


THEY say “‘go abroad.” But why particularly abroad? 1 don’t (By Ong THAT Knows Notuinc Asout It.) 
care about anything abroad any more than I do at home. What on ary 

earth’s the good of going abroad in August? I’m not asking a conundrum 
—I wouldn’t take the trouble. I’m only asking common sense. Jones 
said the other day that he enjoyed a Saturday to Monday at Boulogne. 
I fancy I see myse/f going down to London Bridge in the dusk. I 
fancy I see myself squeezed like a kippered herring between a lot of 
people going to sleep, and groaning and grunting, and bawling out 
*“*Steward!” A nice state of affairs that for a man with just a few of 
his senses left him. And when you have got to Boulogne? What do 
I care whether flys are three francs an hour or two? Do you think 
that I can find any sort of pleasure in driving wretched ponies between 
lots of sandy fields? Bah! I say. Bah! Well, I can go to the 
Casino. I can go there, can I? Who said I couldn’t? I’m not bE He 
going to play at chemin de fer, to please anybody. Zhat doesn’t please —sS>-. airy 
me. Go to Trouville, then. What should I go to Trouville for? | “Qo SS See 

I’m not the Prince of Wales. I’m not an American pork maker. Ser 








SN 
I care no more for Chicago than I do for Whitechapel. SSS a 
Besides, do you think that I’m going, at my time of life, to get myself ee Teas 
up in a bathing dress, that’s a cut between a harlequin and a yokel 
jumping in sacks? Not me—I mean, not I. Well, why should I go 
hanging about the Rhine? Bosh! Years ago Germany was different. 
It was all right when the tables were there. I remember the Emperor 
of Russia—the late Emperor—putting down his gold piece. The Em- a) 
peers dead. They stopped the gambling tables, I honestly believe, | ; | 
ecause there was no one worth the shot of putting down a gold piece. | = WA il 
We are all very moral nowadays, because none of us have got anything \ 
to spend. Some nice, quiet continental tour, eh? I think I see my- Wd 
self in one of your nice, quiet continental tours. What do I care about A Ai) 


looking at cathedrals. I would as soon look at myself in the glass, and 
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A} 4 
ee yy) 
Bie 
Mihail | 
Iam no beauty. All cathedrals are the same on the continent ; all of | i: na 
them smell of cold stones, dirt, incense, and soft soap. I hate ’em all iil 
We'll go about and look at the people—‘‘ The proper study of mankind Mt ATA De 
isman.” Is that the proper study? All I can say is that I hate man Sa ii h ! Al ate 
wherever I meet him. Why should I go and live on the continent for ae it wl i f : i 4 ie 
a holiday? Go abroad, indeed! I hate damp napkins, I hate stale oil | ; \ util | Ms 2 | | 
and limp salads, I hate the smell of ten centime cigars—I hate going tons ITN aaa s tn ee 
abroad altogether ! DIOGENES TUBBS. — wi Me = ~ 2 


“F LEDGER (HANG IT!) JUST IN THIS FINE WEATHER ‘a 
BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. ame tii, duu puneeve re 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE ae 
‘ Obliging Phenomena, 

















A sHOWER of flies was lately seen 
Up Northward the other day ; 

Some people amazed at the thing have be:n, 
Which is foolish, we beg to say. 

Sea-snakes and big gooseberries, e’er and anon 
In the summer oft cause surprise ; 

In fact, when the silly season’s on, 
We have often a shower of (flies. 








THE French waiters on strike have been going around and doing all 
sorts of damage to people and property. This impatience would seem 
to show that they are really not good wait-ers, At any rate, this is not 
the wai(t) to get what they want. 





New Leaves. 


In Lomgman’s the chief interest still centres in Mr, Besant's story, 
| ** The Children of Gideon ;” but the return of the convict father is not 
a pleasing incident.—-In 7he English //lustrated the Art-honours fall to 
Mr. Hugh Thomson.— Zhe Century ‘* Midsummer Holiday Number” 
is rich in both quantity and quality; its ‘* Algiers and its Suburbs,”’ 
** Heidelberg,” ‘‘ Sea-Birds at the Farne Islands,” ‘‘ The Western Art 
Movement,” and ‘‘ The Battle of Fredericksburg,” with other attrac- 
tions, form a combination requiring a holiday to appreciate them.— 
St. Nicholas abounds in beauties, but our affections cling to the fascina- 
tions of ‘* Little Lord Fauntleroy.” — 7he Leisure Hour, The Sunday at 
Home, The Boy's Own Paper, and The Girls Own Paper provide 
plentiful supplies for their readers.— Zhe Overland Monthly, which 
comes ‘* over land and over sea,” has always a mass of good solid read- 
ing.— Zhe Lifeboat, journal of the Royal National Lifeboat Institution, 
is quite justified in its earnest appeals for help by the noble records of 
its usefulness, and its awards and rewards for bravery since its first 
establishment. 

Of Routledge’s World Library we have three more volumes—*‘ The 
Comic Poets of the Nineteenth Century,” in which we find many old 
friends ; ‘‘ Poe’s Tales of Mystery and Imagination,” a book of extra- 
ordinary exciting interest ; and ‘‘ Mrs. Rundell’s Cookery Meats,” which 


‘WHAT CRACKER IS THIS SAME?” —KXing Fohn, | we are glad to ** meat” with. 
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ENICENAOKS. 


A MELANCHOLY case of drowning occurred recently in Carondelet. 
It seems that a charming young lady owned a dog of huge size, uncouth 
manners, uncertain temper, 
dishonest proclivities, and 
vagrant habits, Ponto was 
perpetually knocking down 
old ladies in the streets, over- 
turning perambulators con- 
taining babies, confiscating 
old gentlemen’s coat-tails, 
gnawing fat pieces out of 
tradesfolk, nipping boys’ 
calves, and annexing legs of 
mutton and strings of 
sausages. Yet his mistress 
had a lingering love for him. 
Well, one evening the young 
lady’s fiancé called and found 
her in tears, After minutely 
cross-questioning the girl he 

ne extracted the statement that 
Ponto had just dined off her two snappiest pairs of Pinet’s nine-button 
boots, leaving nothing but four Louis XV. heels and four double soles. 
The furiously indignant lover ground his teeth with rage, and offered to 
slaughter Ponto at once; and the aggrieved maiden somewhat reluc- 
tantly giving her consent, the loving pair started off for a deep stream, 
taking the dog with them. When they arrived at the bank, the young 
lady coaxed and led the convicted and sentenced animal to the very 
brink, and held him while the would-be executioner began to attach a 
large lump of iron to his neck. But Ponto stood so still that his mis- 
tress let go her hold. Then, feeling certain that the obstreperoxs 
animal’s last moments were at hand, the sensitive girl turned aside that 
she might not see his ghastly end, The next moment, however, she was 
startled by a deep, savage growl and a heart-rending shriek of agony ; 
and, looking round, was horrified to see a terrible struggle for life and 
death going on between the dog and her lover. The contest did not 
last long. In less than two minutes there came an awful groan of pain 
and despair, a loud splash, and the young man was struggling in the 
water, while Ponto was making tracks across the fields with greyhound 
speed. The young lover now sleeps beneath the green turf, and dog- 
roses are planted o’er his grave. The maiden resides in a madhouse. 
Ponto is probably enjoying himself after his own fashion somewhere or 
other. We vouch for the truth of this narrative, and tie this moral to 
it—** Never try to drown a ferocious dog who is strong enough to digest 
French boots until you have learned to swim.” 





Mrs, CLEVELAND has just been presented with a mammoth bread- 
tray, which is justly described as being ‘‘ simple, convertible and adapt- 
able.” When not in use as a receptacle for the staff of life it makes a 
handsome card-receiver, an excellent canoe, or a comfortable cradle. 
The donors seem to wish that it may serve in the latter capacity, in due 
time, as there hasn’t been a cradle in the White House for forty years. 





A VERY representative Irish M.P., having earnestly addressed the 
unwashed multitude, exclaimed, ‘‘Sure we will be our own police !” 
immediately commenced enforcing ‘‘law and order” by battering an 
inoffensive man’s head in with a heavy blackthorn. He had to pay £3 
for acting as a self-appointed upholder of peace and quietude. 


A POETIC constable, after Mr. W. S. Gilbert’s own heart, wrote thusly 
to his sweetheart :—‘‘ Dear Mary,—Hopping it will be convenient for 
you to meat me about 6,15 P.M., at the end of Portland Road, as I will 
require to be in soon, as I ham on night dooty, hopping you will get 
this in time, hopping you are well and in good form—to have a walk to 
some secluded spot where we can have the enjoyment of nature and see 
the beautiful butterflies flying from flower to flower. While I still 
remain yours sincerely H. L, To Mary * * ta 
However, later on the sentimental peeler declined being handcuffed to 
the fair Mary for life, and his amorous courting ended in court, with no 
satisfaction to the lady, who now forswears the force for ever. 


A WELL-KNOWN Yankee preacher who had been much annoyed by 
members of his congregation coming in noisily, addressed his listeners 
thusly :—‘‘ Dearly beloved brethren, I’d take it kindly if certain of 
you would tread about as light as show elephants up and down this 
place of worship, The clanking rattle of hob-nails and iron tips don’t 
kinder accord with this sacred spot, besides, sharp metallic sounds upset 
those respectable folk who have sought this building as a locality for 
uiescence, The noises not unfrequently disturb their placid slumbers ; 
then they wake up in a sour temper, and their shekels do not flow freely 
into the contribution boxes. Please bear this in mind.” 








Lays of a Lover. 
A BALLADE OF BREAKFAST. 


“‘ Why is it the English people are eternally supposed to relish bacon and eggs of 
PF sphoces Kenyan poo sre 7 from year’s end to year's end without a murmur? It 
is recorded that everlasting manna became nauseous to the Jews ; and that a certain 
French king liked an occasional change from ‘plump partridge.’ The British 
stomach, however, never seems to rise up in ind n against bacon and eggs. 
Let an Englishman go into any village hostelry in the world, at any time of the day 
or night, and call for food, and the odds are the waiter will instinctively place before 
him a plate of bacon and eggs.”—M. Alfred de Sauveniére, in the Evénement ] 


I YIELD to no man in respect 
For the brave institutions of yore ; 
I honour each creed and each sect, 
And I cannot find heart to ignore 
The fanatic or sceptical bore ; 
I put up with the lady who begs ! 
But I own that I deeply abhor 
My breakfast of bacon and eggs ! 


I’ve striven in vain to effect 
A taste for this magical store ; 
And tortured myself to correct 
A fault that I deeply deplore ; 
I’ve tried it with sauces galore, 
With sugar and grated nutmegs ; 
But somehow I cannot adore 
My breakfast of bacon and eggs! 


I’ve tried to flee from it direct, 
But it haunts me by sea and by shore ; 
Though I fly in the night, circumspect, 
To Greenland, or France, or Johore, 
It tracks me down, enters the door! 
Has it eyes, has it wings, has it legs? 
Will it leave me in peace never more, 
My breakfast of bacon and eggs? 


L’ENVoY. 
What Life have I taken ?—whose gore 
Cries out I must drink to the dregs? 


Shall I never escape the eyesore— 
My breakfast of bacon and eggs ? 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, Aug. 9th.—Hard swearing. Gladstone informs ‘“‘ Dear 
Mr. Speaker” that he has elected to serve for his first Scotch love, pre- 
ferring to be known as the Heart of Midlothian than as the Artful one 
of Leith, so that A. Jacks, who dared not defy the lightning at Leith, 
may once more emerge from the Lethean wave. Mr. Kelly, of Camber- 
well is called to order for standing with his hat on below the bar. 
Uncovers in a confused (h)attitude. 








ime 
Sh secre 


C1TOYEN LISBONNE, who started the gaol cadare¢ in Paris, has found 
his eccentric venture take so well that he purposes opening a second 
sensational café, still more creepy-crawly than the first. Coffins will 
be used as tables in this place of refreshment. All drinking-vessels will 
be handsomely mounted skulls, of various sizes. The cook at the grill 
will be ** made-up” as venerable Nicholas, and the customers will be 
waited on by girls ‘‘got-up” as ghosts, Special attention will be given 
to the concoction of devilled dainties, while an orchestra will play 
funereal music every evening. Anybody playing frivolous larks with 
the pretty little ghosts will be promptly expelled. 











A SHAGGY-HEADED, strange-looking male temporarily stopped 4 
wedding, the other day, by brandishing a large green cotton umbrella, 
and daring the bridal party to enter the church. On being arrested, 
he stated that he was richer than any of the Rothschilds, and fully 
intended to marry the bride himself, and take her to live in the Crystal 
Palace and Madame Tussaud’s. On his domicile being searched, it 
was ascertained that this eccentric gentleman was hardly as wealthy 2s 
he asserted. His 7 possessions seemed to consist of a bundle of 
unclean straw, three sacks, a dirty deal table, a broken-down chair, 4 
saucepan without a handle, a small piece of rusty American bacon, and 
a bunch of greens, yellow as a duck’s foot. 





A DEPUTATION of agriculturalists waited on a rector the other day 
to ask for a reduction of tithes due. The spokesman began his speech 
with ‘‘ Woe ye extortioners ;” whereat the clergyman turned the colour 
of beetroot, and showed the deputation the door, without even asking 
them to have a glass of dry sherry and a biscuit before leaving. Some 
men are absurdly inhospitable. 
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A SEA OF TROUBLES: 
The O’ Gladstone.—‘* NIVER TRUST HIM, MAVOURNEEN; YOU’LL BE DROWNDED INTOIRELY.’ 
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The Nubian Venus and the Jealous Mustapha. 


A THRILL of horror ran through the ladies of Mustapha Boezzhoko’s 
harem as his favourite Circassian wife, Giddigul, entered and said, in 
melancholy tones, ‘‘ I’ve a bit of news. We are all to be sacked to- 
morrow—sacked and thrown into the Bosphorus. Sisters of the fickle 
moon, we have been bowled out! Our yashmacks will be torn off! We 
shall be enveloped in potato-bags! Splash !—we will be devoured by 
eels!’’ The quinces and pomegranates the houris were eating went the 
wrong way, and horrible choky sounds echoed through the seraglio. 
Then up rose Senna, an ebon Nubian Venus. She was a tall, arrow- 
straight lass of sweet seventeen, with the form of a nymph, the head of 
a baboon, a violent squint, and the gleaming white teeth of a young 
crocodile. 

“* Trust to me, you silly little stoopids,” laughed Senna; ‘‘I’ll make 
things square with the obese old josser.” She had barely finished her 


neck was so distended with rage that it fell over his gold-embroidered 


growled, ‘* I’ve copped you girls at last through the medium of a private 
detective ; and, by my grandfather’s turban and carpet slippers, you 
shall find your way to Marmora without a boat.”’ 
link angry, then,” warbled Senna, skipping up to him, and pouring a 
jar of whisky and jassamine over his beard. ‘* Confound it !” exclaimed 
Boezzboko, ‘‘ you are taking all the dye out.” ‘‘ Forgive me, Effendi,” 
cried the girl, producing a tiny brass dish containing three cigarettes. 
“Smoke, O father of the ‘Golden Horn.’” He whiffed in silence for 
cca hy minutes by the old Dutch clock hanging against a column of 
porphyry and jaspar, when suddenly his oily black eyes twinkled in their 
pursy recesses ; and, with the salacious good-humour of a satyr, he said, 
“Senna, my dove, what call you these cigarettes?” ‘‘My lord and 
master,” replied Senna, ‘‘ the three samples I handed you are known as 


denhall Street, London.” ‘*‘ Good,” answered Boezzboko; 
“ they are the best I’ve ever smoked. I shall order three tons; they 
have calmed my irritation. Bless you all, my girls! Not one of you 
shall be sacked for at least a month. Now I am hungry; bring mea 
boiled basilisk for lunch.” 








sentence when Mustapha Boezzboko entered. The red skin of his bull- | 


collar. As he flung himself on a Prussian-blue velvet ottoman he | 


** Was old skid-a-ma- | 


ian Beauties, Au Soleil, and the Moslem, obtainable wholesale at | 


A (B)Oysterous Ballad, 


A Fic for care, a truce to woe— 

All carking care is now condensed ; 
Yea, let us all be gay, for, lo, 

The Oyster Season has commenced ! 


What care we now who makes our laws, 
Or which M.P. may feel incensed ; 

We now can face such things, because 
The Oyster Season has commenced 


What boots it now how lawyers fight ? 
What legal questions may be fenced ? 
Such matters cause us no affright, 
The Oyster Season has commenced. 


No, we cry *‘ Hence!” to every care, 
And straightway every care is *‘ henced 
All minor troubles we can bear, 
The Oyster Season has commenced. 


re 





Not Stag-nation. 

THE Stag-Season started on August 10, 
So haste to the glens, ye laggers ; 

But do not boast of your triumphs then, 
As do numerous foolish braggers ; 

For, lo, if you do, the disdain of men 
May give you all the stag-gers ! 





ACCORDING to ‘* General” Booth’s statements, the finances of the 
Salvation Army are in a most flabby state. We have noticed that the 
paid ‘‘ officers ” have been more blasphemous, and the paid bands more 
noisy, of late during their Sunday parades ; but, at the same time, we 
have observed a very satisfactory diminution in the number of wild-eyed 
maniacs and mooney-eyed half-wits who follow their hawk-eyed profes- 
sional leaders. There seems to be some reasonable chance of the Army 
being routed by hungry creditors, and melting away sooner or later. 








Ga” To Conzesronpants.—7he Editor aces not bina himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions 
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L. 1.—**SurposE YOU’LL SELL HIM? 


” 


Scene—BROADACRE PARK. 


L. £.—“* THAT'S BAD. 


Lady Loo.—‘* WELL, CHARLIE, HOW D’yOU LIKE YOUR New PurRcHASE? Is HE WELL BROKEN?’ 
Captain Charles,—‘* THOROUGHLY, AS REGARDS HIS WIND.” 
C. C.—* Yes! JusT TRIED HIM AT A GATE, AND HE TOOK THE TOP BAR OFF,” 


WILL HE TAKE TIMBER?” 


C, C.—** RATHER. HE’s SOLD ME.” 








Popping His Policy. 
(Ske CARTOON.) 


I AM sure—though I hardly know why— 
8 You have all of you heard or have read 
. Of the Law of Demand and Supply ; 

For a good deal about it is said 
In Political Economy, 


But it certainly doesn’t denote 
An excessive possession of nous 
To perceive how that Law is remote, 
When the Ministers come to the House 
And request it some moneys to vote. 


i For whatever shall be the demand 
4 That is made by those Government chaps 
Will be scrutinized rigidly, and 
May be forced to reduction, perhaps, 
[In a manner they can’t understand. 


Whilst although, when their needs they pro- 
pound, 
The Supply that they manage to get 
May on sundry occasions be found 
To fall short of their own Demand, yet 
It will ne’er be the other way round. 





PRIOB, ONE &HILLING; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


wINOOP LIN CG, 


By CHARLES G. LELAND (" Hans Breitmann”), 





‘*Snoopers cannot do better than read, mark, learn, 
and inwardly digest Mr. Leland’s good-humoured chas- 
tisements of their foibles.” —/s/ington Gazette. 

**All admirers of Hans Breitmann should get this 
volume. It is the cheapest shillings worth, and one of 
the best and humorous that has been issued.” — Week/y 
Times and Echo. 
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THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 





'* Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rite. By 
John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’ "—Punch. 

‘The story is full of interesting scenes admurably 
told.”"—Jlustrated London News. 

‘The changes are skilfully rung on love, revenge 
and sensation.” —Morning Post. 

‘** The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour should 
take a dip.” —‘* Dagonet,” in the Re/erce. sf 

“An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven wit 
ingenious plot.”— Daily News. 

‘One of the most startling and sensational of the 
new shilling novels.” —Lady's Pictorial. ’ 5 
** A succession of exciting events is kept up with go. 

—St. James's Gazette. 





153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


— | 








| 





SLO E PERE DED E DIED TEDVE DIE D*E DIED 








5 
¢ 


fo 


‘4 
‘ 


e>tev*e >t PE PS 


Tal ANIN AN ANA VAN 2 Vaan 


am That ek Ree dex de ED EDd ee deed. EDL ED 





« Hefsv8e/\Oe/\acs/ oe Se/\5 2 9¢ 5 
AAG pANAY, ; ‘ ARAVA NIK 
P | 


€ 





A 
nA 
. 
oa 
v 
7 
. 


cw 
. 


GA 


vs 








GUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 





Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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See that you get it! 
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A WEEK AT A SPA HOTEL. 


(Continued from page 65.) 
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SLASHHBS AND PUFFS. 


Tue GRAND.—Mr. Frank Harvey has given us a good many plays 
in his time—and very stirring and strange some of them have been— 







gute CHARLEY, HOVE fe 
FEAR, WE'LL GO DOWN 


To POSTERITY 


but his latest venture, Zi/e and Death, which was tried on the merrie 
Islingtonians the other night (albeit a powerful and at times really 
dramatic drama), is one of the strangest mixtures ever imported into 


this country by English adapters, among whom Mr. Harvey certainly 
takes high rank. All your sympathies go to the wrong people. The 
component parts of this piece are an illegitimate child, who, according 
to the law of I’'rance (as per programme), can be made legitimate by 
the marriage of one or both of the parents, The new parent has simply 
to acknowledge the child, and it becomes his own by law, «c., \c. 
The original mother of this child is an adventuress with two husbands. 
The first is a villain who is not visible; the second is a well-meaning 
but weak-minded young count, who is really not of much ac-Count. 
There is also a consumptive heroine, who, on swallowing arsenic pro- 
vided for her by the adventuress, not only doesn’t die, but gets quite 
well again, when, of course, for a little while the trouble increases, then 
daggers, &c., &c. Throughout Mr. Harvey’s company played cleverly. 


Nops AND WINks,—‘‘ Our Mary” sent a ‘life-like ” portrait of her- 
self to the landlord of the Leather Bottle, Cobham, recently, to hang in 
the Pickwickian room of that famous inn. It is generally believed that 
Miss Anderson, like most Americans (and not a few Britons, thanks be), 
has a strong affection for Dickens; but that seems more like a reason 
for hanging /7zs portrait in Aer room, doesn’t it? Apropos, this lady is 
believed to have shed tears over the sham Old Curiosity Shop in Ports- 
mouth Street. Asa contemporary (ada lady *‘ comic”) might put it— 


To Cobham you may go, to the Dickens’ room, you know, 
And think about his genius all day ; 
But the house in Portland Street was an undiluted cheat, 
For Nelly’s wasn’t built that way. 
With Mr. Charles Warner in the chair (Mr. Edmund Yates being too 
unwell to occupy that post), and every actor worth speaking about, as 
well as heaps of other clever people (such as artists and dramatic critics) 
in other chairs round the tables, Mr. Barrett had a handsome ‘‘ set off” 
on Thursday week—a “‘set off,” let us hope, that will compensate him 
for having to tear himself away from us for ever so many months, —— 
The Princess’s, by the way, will remain closed until towards the end of 
next month, at which autumnal period Mr. Hamilton’s Harvest will be 
housed there, under the direction of Mr, C, Hawtrey. This title rather 
suggests a performance in a barn, doesn’t it? (Don’t be offended, Mr. 
Author—that’s only my barn-ey !) When the //arvest is over, Mr. 
Wyndham will make what gleanings he can with Mr. H. A. Jones’s 
**romantic drama of provincial life. The beauty of Mr. Augustus 
Harris (apart from his personal attractions) is that he is always thinking 
of something, and giving us the benefit of the result. He has been 
thinking of fires lately, and has instituted a sort of “surprise drill’’ at 
Drury Lane, with the fire-hose, Xc., giving the alarm at unexpected 
moments. This is really the only way to prepare for the emergencies 
those articles are intended to meet; and if I was a member of the paying 
public, instead of an illustrious dead-head, I should go to Mr. Harris's 
theatre every night for the future, just to show my gratitude. At the 
Lyceum, ‘‘the next, please” (as our Mr. Thorne will presently be 
remarking again in Sophia), will be Mr. Wills’s version of the King 
Arthur and Queen Guinevere legend, in which little game Mr. Irving 
will play the King; Miss Terry, the Queen; and, I wonder, who the 
Knight—‘‘that brave bad Knight, Sir Lancelot.”* There will be no 











* Quotation from an unpublished poem in the Editor's waste-paper basket.—N. 
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hurry about producing this, however; and Mr. Irving re-opens next 
month with the undefeated and unexhausted Faus¢.—Another suggestion 
for our contemporary— 
When a manager wants to cast a piece, 
Designed for a physical display, 
He’ll readily engage from the Music Hall ov Stage, 
Whoever is built that way.— 


Messrs. B. C. Stephenson and A. Cellier’s new comic opera, Dorothy, 
will appear at the Gaiety about the third week in September, on which 
occasion Mr. C. Harris will tear himself away from the fraternal roof of 
Drury Lane, and take office at the Strand house as stage-manager.— 
Mrs. John Wood, Zhe Schoolmistress, has been ‘‘ taking a vacation,” 
during which Miss Minnie Bell has acted as locum tenens, the ** young 
ladies” appearing no more (or less) a-minnie-bell to authority than 
usual; Mr. Clayton, the old sea-dog, also taxing a holiday, and has 
put on a Macintosh at the theatre.—A Aun of Luck is what Mr. Harris 
intends to have at Drury Lane.—7/e Palace of Pearl couldn’t do at the 
Empire, so ‘a grand musical and choreographic display ” (which is 
high polite for a variety show, I suppose) will be tried next, under Mr. 
Nicholls; it opened on Saturday last, in fact, a version of Le Postélion 
de Lonjumeau being also in the programme. Mdlles, Pertoldi and 
Luna will do the ‘‘ footing.”—On Monday, Mrs. Conover produced 
Macbeth at the Leicester Opera House, and we shall have it at the 
Olympic somewhere about the 3rd prox.—Mr. Howell-Poole has 
adapted and successfully produced, in the country, Ouida’s “ Tricotrin ” 
under the title of Zhe Child of Chance.—Mr. John Rk. Rogers says he 
has transferred his contract to play Miss Minnie Palmer, in Australia, 
to the Hon. Geo. Coppin. What sort of a fish is Minnie that she 
needs playing? Would you call her a sprat, or a jolly little sole? By- 
the-way, this little lady is reported to have been in a railway carriage 
that was shot through by the Belfast rioters. The report is headed, 
‘¢ A miraculous escape.” I don’t see it. If Minnie hadn’t been there, 
now, ¢hat would have been ‘‘a miraculous escape ”—from a good ad.— 
Toole’s has shut with a snap.—Mr. Edouin, on the contrary, is doing 
extremely well at the Comedy. It is on the cards that he goes to the 
Royalty at the end of his present term at the former house. Luck con- 
tinue with him. He and his clever and amusing wife have deserved 
well of the B.P.—Mr. Fred. W. Broughton is said to have written a 
new three-act comedy, which will be brought out—or brought on—at a 
London theatre shortly. — 
The Empire wants a variety show ; 
The Alhambra and the Pav. cry ‘*Nay!” 
But the Empire says ’taint fit for plays, 
Because it ain’t built that way.— 


They have an open-air theatre at the Crystal Palace, now, like the 
Albert. An idyllic ballet, called Daphnis and Chloe, is the pabulum 
presented, danced by the pupils of the National Training School, under 
the tuition of Madame Katti Lanner, and the management of Mr. Oscar 
Barrett.—On the 7th of n-xt February, Miss Fannie Leslie brings Fach 
in the Box to the Strand. Meantime, there area few other things you can 
see, while you’re waiting for it.—Miss Lingard’s season at the Comedy, 





with S¢ster Mary, will be managed by Mr. C. J. Abud. This is the hay- 
bud that has never been drawn over the foot-lights, but is so uncommonly 
useful (and ornamental) on this side of them.—Za Béarnaise will appear at 
the Prince's somewhere about the 22nd prox. Miss Marie Tempest has 
been engaged, as well as Miss St. John. NESTOR. 








A DESIRABLE training just now. Taking the train to the sea-side. 
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TOPPITY TWIST’S TRIP. A TRAGICAL 


TIDAL TALE. 














1 BOAT FOR Dieppe! , i 
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“* Off to Paris, sir?” asked the affable stranger. 
Yes,” said T. T.; ‘I've got plenty of cash to 
spend, and I mean to have a high old time of it !” 


Arriving at Newhaven at ro p.m., this notice stared 
them in the face. 


‘* How about going somewhere and having some fizz and a 
weed or two til] it’s time to start?” said the A. S. 
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‘"'What d’ye say to ‘Nap’?” he suggested further. And 
‘‘Nap” it was accordingly. T. T.’s luck was not surprisingly 
good. 


** Bless me!” 
We must get aboard!" 


And at 2.15 am. his last sovereign had gone. 
said the A, S. 


But IT. T. couldn't get on board. *‘ Awfully 
sorry,” said the A. S. ‘Good-bye. Au 
revoir!" And T. T. was left lamenting. 


‘Time has flown. 








BY THE BEACH. 


AND I like sitting out here. Do I like sitting out here? that’s just 
your mistake, I don’t care anything about it. What pleasure can I 
have in seeing children making sand castles? Some of them are playing 
with a small crab. Hullo! he’s nipped one of them, all the better. 
They are tying the child’s finger up in a pocket-handkerchief, and he’s 
boo-booing like a young jackal. How I wish they’d keep all the 
children at home and smack ’em well! I hate to see them caperi: 
about the beach! Pick up things, do they? What good, I should like 
to know, can it do a child to go collecting dead shrimps and bits of 
stone, and stuffing its pockets with beastly sea-weed? Bosh! Their 
elders are just as bad. 

There’s a young cad scaling the cliff to cut his name in the chalk. 
That name ought to be ‘‘ Jackass!” Some of them break their necks 
at that kind of foolery, and a good job too, I say. What on earth 
pleasure can there be in cutting out Robert Jones, 1586, with your pen 
knife? Yet fools do it everywhere. Some of our fellows who went up 
the Nile did it in the tombs. There’s a boy with a net trying to get 
moths, All he'll get will be sand-flies and a box on the ears when he 
gets home for spoiling his clothes. Moth catching, indeed! There are 
plenty of blue moths on the cliffs, are there? There can be plenty of 
earwigs for what I care, and there are, too. They’ve been crawling 
about my ankles for ever so long. This you call enjoying yourself on 
the beach ! 

There’s that old sailor talking to the two fellows by the boat. A nice 
old marine chamois he is. I hate old sailors; they always smell of 
drink and bad tobacco. They always lie, too. That man’s gota yarn 
about Prince Albert talking to him that I know’s a lie from beginning 


i 
rw) 
n¢ 


toend. And yet people are fools enough to give him shillings when he 
lets them look through his telescope. The idiotcy of people at the sea- 








side is perfectly marvellous, People will be so beastly friendly, too. 
A man’s just been asking me what I think of Randolph Churchill. 
Now am I such an idiot as to take the trouble to travel a hundred miles 
or so for the pleasure of talking about 427m? Bah! You call this 
amusement, 
Bathing? I’m not going to batl 
1d if you come near me again I] 


ie. Then adonkey-ride, sir? No!! 
1 box your ears, 
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Men and Things. 


EARLY risers are often practical jokers ; as a matter of fact, they are 
up with the /a 

Indigestion may be defined as spring—as the return of He swa 

A billiard player is a very handy individual to have about the house. 


If anything is required, he can be said to be on the spot. 

A person who brings out a satirical work which is promptly con- 
demned may consider himself sa/zre fou. 

Every sort of dice are bad, even cowar-dice, 

Although the director of the railway company is supposed to know all 
about the royal train, the court modiste knows as much about it. 

The pen is mightier than the sword, but the ripe old Suiltor 
mite-yist ! 


1 is the 





WHILE some of the dirtiest and most loathsome scoundrels on 
the face of the glole are allowed to loll about, take their ease, 
and shed their influence within the Leicester Square enclosure, clean, 
harmless little dogs, though under proper control, are not permitted to 
enter with their owners, by order of that astute body the Metropolitan 
Board of Works. 











te Br 


aia iltiicahacineating sella iain tas < sting sia ated 


* 
] 


: * 

bi 
ot 

$ 

é i 
fi 

f 


me 





“4 


+ 


iw omnes: 


Wet Im cage 


a met in ti el ee igh 


aller a 


Ce ee eee 
- 





ST RK ey 


ee 


a 


nang «a 


cot a le 
rears 


~ sive toe 





























FUN. 


AUGUST 25, 1886, 


——————__ 














VERY THLLING. 


For a long time past we had wondered how United /reland and its 


fellow-prints managed to make us thick-skinned aliens wince so, It did 
not seem to us that 


it could be the caustic 
wit, nor the vivid im- 
press of truth in every 
word, nor the justice 
of their cause—no, it 
did of appear that its 
strange and _ secret 
power could spring 
from these. 

So we set to work 
to carefully study the 
method of the United 


Irish Fulminators ; 
and we flatter our- 
selves that we have 


succeeded in imbuing 
ourselves with the spi- 
rit of their method of 
criticism of current 
events. The way to 
sting your enemies is, 
then, to roll a fact 
over until it stands, 
exactly balanced, on 
This is the true way to bring 
we are not 
of 





the sky. 
Here are a few samples : 
sure whether they are from our own imitative pen, or from the pages « 
United Ireland, or one of its brother prints ; but it doesn’t matter :— 


its head, with its heels toward 
the flagitiousness home to them. 


THe Recent EXECUTION AT KILRUNNAMUCK, 

We hail with delight the news of one more execution of an alien 
landlord by the brave and faithful boys of the National League. It 
seems that the ruffianly landgrabber was walking unsuspectingly in the 
grounds of his castle, when twelve true and dauntless boys, wearing 
black masks, sprang upon him from behind a wall, and chopped him to 
pieces, afterwards running away at full speed. 

Thus is Ireland rid of one more tyrant and oppressor. The conduct 
of the boys is above all praise, while that of the landlord throughout the 
whole affair is impossible to contemplate without a shudder of loathing 
and contempt. The mean cowardice of the creature in deliberately 
laying wait for the boys—hidden behind a wall, and wearing a black 
mask, forsooth !—and then, with coldblooded ferocity, springing out 
upon them and doing them to death; his vile and despicable cowardice 
in attacking them with such odds on his side (for we read that there 
were twelve of him, and only one of them); his sanguine ferocity in 
chopping them all—the whole dozen of them—in pieces ; and, finally, 
the dastardly and craven manner of his flight ‘‘ at full speed ” are enough 
to make one despair of human nature, were not one well aware that 
demoniac, and not human, nature dwells in the breast of the alien 
Saxon wherever found, Surely this one more murderous exploit, added 
to the long list of those committed by English landlordism, calls aloud 
for that terrible and unsparing vengeance which Erin shall one day 
wreak upon her English oppressor; shrieks with far-echoing voice to 
the whole civilized world to unite, and, with one crashing blow, hurl 
the English demons from their own cliffs, and sow their land with salt. 

’ : * . > > 
More Extortion spy A LAND-GRABBER, 

_ THE recent occurrences at Ballybluggy prove that some sense of the 
justice of the tenants’ cause forces itself even into the sordid and greed- 
soaked soul of the English landlord. It seems that Lord Jones (an 
alien land-grabber and robber) has, voluntarily and without olicitati n, 
remitted the whole year’s rent to all his tenants in consideration of the 
poorness of the harvest. 

But we chuckle with delight as we reflect that such base and pitiless 
avarice does but hasten the approach of that day of reckoning, when the 
English landlord shall welter in his blood under the heel of the generous 
and forgiving Irish tenant. 

The grasping greed of Lord Jones, the alien, is but a sample of that 
which instigates the acts of every alien robber and pillager. 

We ask ourselves with a shudder, ‘Where will that entire year’s 
rent, so cruelly and savagely extorted, be spent?” and the answer 
always comes, like an echo from Hades, ‘‘ In England, on drunkenness 
and every form of hideous vice, swelling the purses of the alien trades 
man, and fattening England into a plethora of sanguinary and inflated 
bloodthirstiness, whose gorgon-like monstrosity * * * (Rest of tht 
article illegible owing to excited feelines of contpositor.) | 








The seet ov expre wz lies in hiz tale.—O. E, Port 
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A Slur on the Sex. 
(A LETTER FROM THE LADIES.) 


(The Atheneum asserts that ‘though humour is vouchsafed to not a few of the 
inferior animals, it is denied to Womankind.” Odcr readers will, therefore, not fee! 
surprised to learn that the following indignant epistle has been received at this office ] 
Dear Mr. Fun,—Please kindly print the following complaint, 

On a subject which you’ll own is quite enough to vex a saint. 
For, Sir, the Athenzum—which, of yore, was wise and shrewd— 
Has lately made a statement which is reckless, ay, and rade— 
Not only rude, but sz//y, for our sex it has maligned— 

It even says that Humour is denied to Womankind ! 


Now, what d’you think of ¢/at, Sir? Don’t your heart within you burn, 
To find that paper treat us with such utter unconcern ? 

Yet some INFERIOR animals, ’tis good enough to say, 

Possess a deal of humour, in a quiet sort of way. 

But that frit says not that Donkeys are by Nature so designed, 
Although it holds that humour is denied to Womankind. 


If our sex’s lack of humour means a failure to endorse 

The Athencum’s so-called wit—we’re guilty, ¢«7, of course ; 

But we are not a/one in that; the of/er sex, no doubt, 

If it searched that sheet for humour, would not quickly find it out. 
In that dry-as-dust old organ, sevse ’twere difficult to find, 

Since it dares to say that Humour is denied to Womankind. 


At a certain firm in Fleet Street, Sir, ¢-we Humour is supplied ; 

‘Tis One-Hundred-and-: Fifty-Three—and (from the West) the left hand 
side, 

They sell a different class of thing from A?/. 2c7um sneers— 

A playful kind of wit, that ne’er inebriates, but cheers. 

Such humour we can understand, ’tis brilliant, yet refined ; 

And Fun does not say ** Humour is denied to Womankind !” * 
[ * Perish the thought! We should think not, indeed. Bless the fair sex's hearts, 


collectively and individually, ¢iey can appreciate humour when they see it. We love 
‘em all—especially Mrs F., of course.—Fun.] 


ABSIT H-OMEN.—Sobriquet for the Battersea Home, suggested by 
a despondent dog.—‘‘ The dog’s last home.” 





BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE, 
BORLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
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‘* THIS EARTH BEARS NOT ALIVE SO STOUT A GENTLEMAN. — 


First Part Henry IV. 
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THE IRISH CROSSING. 
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TEACHING THE OLD IDEA HOW TO SHOOT. 


Keefer.—*“NEVER MIND HITTING, M’LORD; SHUT YOUR EYES, AND BLAZE AWAY.” 
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SHOULDERED OUT. 

















Tue unfortunate Middle-Class Public had been dozing for a long time, 
thought he’d go — 
a bit and enjoy a few 
_. ” Cs 
COLINDERIES tthe: 
Eo which existence under 
uy {| — | I i) \ an enlightened system 
Hee AL, ! m safe to secure. Now, 
he was not rich, nor 
¥ . no particular trade- 
interests ; and he had 
vertised himself— 
much; and that ac- 


and never doing anything for himself, when he rose up one day and 
of the advantages 
1 
/ of administration is 
| : 
(¥ ; 5 FY was he poor; he had 
= A | never shouted or ad- 





he seemed to feel that 
his comforts and privi- 
t= leges were somehow 
a good deal curtailed 
—that, in fact, he 
hadn’t any. 

And he came across a British Manufacturer. 

‘‘Hfa! ha!” said the British Manufacturer, ‘‘ things will be fat and 
prosperous for me very soon. There’s been a Royal Commission about 
the depression in my prosperity, and a lot of letters sent to the papers 
about it.” 

‘*Oh, indeed!” said the Middle-Class Public. ‘*7 should like a 
loyal Commission and the rest of it about the reason why everything I 
buy is adulterated, and why I’m swindled right and left.” 

Then there was a great grim silence ; and the Manufacturer chuckled, 
and said, **Oh! there’s no room for you—you’re only the Public !” 
And the Middle-Class Public passed on, and saw the interests of 
costermongers discussed, but could not get an inquiry into the reason 
why the things sold by costermongers were so often bad ; and he saw 
the interests of soldiers and sailors and policemen and cabinet ministers 
and cabmen discussed, but could not get in /zs interests even by the thin 
end. And so, at length, he came upon the Working Man, who said, 

‘** Here’s a nice, wholesome, well-drained house I've got. The Law 
has taken care of that.” 

** 7 should like the Law to have a look at zy house too,” began the 
Middle-Class Public—but the great, grim silence quickly froze him up. 
** Well, at any rate, I can go and amuse myself,” he said; ‘‘I canz go 
to the Colinderies r 

**So you can if you can pay half-a-crown for yourself and each of your 
numerous family,” said the Workman. ‘* And if you can’t do that, you 
can come on one of the other days of the week—all of which are devoted 
to me—and be hustled and crushed and worried and deafened by dense 
crowds of people and school-children who get in for nothing. That’s a 
good arrangement, ain’t it?” 

** It’s a very ey arrangement to let the poor in cheap on certain 
days of the week,” said the Middle-Class Public; ‘‘ but they need not 
have given them a// the days, and left none for me!” 

‘* Ah!” replied the Working Man, ‘‘ you’re out of it, you see !”’ 


| counts for it all. He 

a I had a general feeling 

yy ! of discomfort, as if his 

=, | surroundings were not 

=| (=== what they should be; 
HL | 








Cheep To-day. 


[Speaking of Grouse, a weekly paper says, ‘‘ Cheepers are many yet, and those who 
defer their sport until the end of the month, may fare best.’’] 
AMONG the grouse are many ‘‘ cheepers”’ yet, 
But their improvement daily groweth nearer. 
Yet buyers view this matter with regret, 
For a grouse, when not a ‘‘ cheeper,” is far dearer. 


THE proprietor of a meat-freeaing establishment accidentally shut 
himself in an ice-box lately while the emf/oyés were away at dinner. 
Slowly and gradually the unfortunate man was being frozen into the 
very coldest of meat; but after the most frantic and fearful efforts he 
managed to burst some planks of his prison, and wriggled his way out. 
Later on he was found lying near the refrigerator, cold as an iceberg. 
He was carried by his servants into a restaurant next door, kept by a 
plump widow. She bravely undertook to thaw him, and she nearly 
succeeded in doing so in three days. On the fourth day the cure was 
complete, and the meat dealer was so melted by the widow’s warm- 
heartedness that he married her straight off, much to the disgust of her 
ustomers, who prefer fresh joints to preserved. : 












TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITOR oF * Fun.” 


S1r,—I feel certain that you and your readers will be only too glad to 
hear from me concerning the great Ebor Handicap ; so, reclining on the 
broad of my back upon a most luxuriant couch, with a magnificent 
Havannah in one of my jewelled hands, and a foaming beaker of 
Extra Dry in the other, I pen the following 


Tip FOR THE EBOR. 


THERE’s a mist on the mountain that faces the mansion 
Where Fortune has placed the Old Man at his ease, 
But there’s nothing to damage his bosom’s expansion 
In simple phenomena like unto these. 
No mist on his mind or his brain is there resting, 
No doubt or timidity troubles his head, 
He hasn’t a thought of deceiving (or ‘‘ besting”’), 
But goes, like a bird, for the winner instead. 


There’s merry King Monmouth stands high in the betting, 
But that’s all the honour he’s like to attain ; 
Perdita the Second some fame will be netting, 
But she’s not to be backed out and out in the main. 
There’s Haridan offers ‘* good business,” I fancy, 
And Beaumont might do very well for a place ; 
And Jacob, I take it, without necro-mancy 
Or seven years’ service, may show a good face. 


Le Cassier, also, a many may take to, 
And Tita’s enticing, if only in name, 
But neither will land any suitable stake to 
Repay for the candle that’s spent on the game. 
Euralian, truly, should claim your attention, 
And well will your time in his service be spent, 
But give me Prince Rudolph, allow me to mention, 
And I shall be ready to rest me content. 
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This is the right sort of tip, and ought todo you good. Shan’t bother 
to write again till the Leger is well ripened ; meantime, Ormonde is 
good enough to think about. Now for another cigar, another bottle of 
dry, and another sumptuous couch, and I am, yours, &c., 

Craig Shaws, last Tuesday. TROPHONIUS. 


He 
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A PUGILISTIC lawyer was charged the other day with assaulting a 
Town Councillor, The prisoner said, *‘ Straighten up, Councillor, 
shake up your knowledge-box, and remember you are on your oath. 
Now! was it not you who assaulted me?” “Sir!” answered the 
Councillor, white, and wet with tears of indignation; ** Sir! if you had 
my nose—if you were the proprietor of a swollen boko that looks like a 
half cooked kidney, you would not ask such a ridiculous question. 
It was so sore this morning that I could not wash it.” ‘It does 
certainly bear evidence of extreme violence,” remarked the magistrate, 
tenderly, ‘and if you take my advice, sir, you will rub it well with 
goose-grease, and abstain from taking snuff for a few days. And as for 
you, oh, most redoubtable solicitor, be kind enough to pay fifteen fairly 


~—< shillings for the pleasure you derived in crumping the Councillor's 
conk, 


When Did Not One Fool Make Many? 
THE feat of ‘shooting Niagara” in a barrel, performed the other day 
by one Buffalo cooper, has been imitated—rafid/y, of course—by two 
Butialo coopers ina barrel, and in the sight of fifteen thousand onlookers. 
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KNIOKNAOKS. 


THOUGH the Americans don’t seem to mind Irish rowdies settling on 
their soil, they have a rooted objection to the scum of other nations 
drifting into their country. The 
other day a foreign gentleman, 
who looked like an _ escaped 
bandit, arrived as steerage pas- 
senger at CastleGarden. ‘* What 
nationality?” asked the registry 
clerk. ‘‘Spanish,’”’ replied the 
emigrant. ‘What rank, pro- 
fession, or trade?” was the next 
question. ‘Me rankts is vun of 
God’s noblemens,”’ was the an- 
swer. Whereupon the seedy 
stranger was locked up, the clerk 
remarking that it was quite an 
unknown brand of nobleman. 
After being detained for some 
time, the nobleman was shipped 
back to Europe, with a strong 
hint that if he appeared again 
in New York he would meet 
with a sultry reception, calculated to bake all the nobility out of him, 





One of our well-known doctors testifies to the remarkably curative 
effect of cocaine in cases of sea-sickness. The doctor’s last cure was 
made on board a Margate boat. While passing Greenwich, his attention 
was called to a serious case of ma/ de mer. The sufferer was a taciturn 
young gentleman of twenty-five. He was a pitiable sight, his face being 
the tint of his drab hat, and his nose the colour of his magenta necktie. 
The medical man felt his pulse, and administered fourteen minims of 
cocaine in cold water. Ten minutes after the young man felt better, 
and was soon able to partake of four cold brandies, two bottles of stout, 
and three gin and bitters. Though the vessel lurched several times 
the patient managed to eat calves’ head, chicken, ham, roast beef, 
gooseberry tart, salad and cheese for dinner, He then took a few cold 
rums without difficulty, smoked four cigars, and in vivid language told 
the captain how he once captured a shark eighteen feet long off Cape 
Cod; a singularly voracious shark, in whose stomach was found three 
prayer books, five pairs of Wellington boots, two dozen hollow-ground 
razors, a coal-scuttle, and eight cut decanters. Truly cocaine must be 
a firm flick up for both mind and body. 


A POLICEMAN arrested for fruitiness the other night pleaded that he 
was mot under the influence of old Jamaica rum. He attributed his 
clouded condition to an overdose of onions and quinine. In order that 
the case may be satisfactorily cleared up, the Commissioners are trying 
the relative effects of Jamaica rum, and quinine and onions on certain 
picked constables. The picked officers’ wives are in a sad state at 
their husbands being experimented on in this fashion. 


SOME artfully ingenious person has invented a smart contrivance, in 
the shape of a tricky paper bottle that looks like a simple packet, for 
passing intoxicants through the post into the prohibition States—Maine, 
fowa, and Georgia. This bottle, which may be used dozens of times 











before wearing out, can be mailed full of spirit at four cents postage, 
and returned to be refilled at two cents. A vast amount of sly drinkirg 
goes on in the prohibition States, and prolonged orgies of the most 


objectionable character are continually held in the private houses of 
folk who pretend they are total abstainers. 


A VERY young girl, born of Italian parents, in ’Frisco is beginning to | 


create a stir in the States as a ¢ragédiemne. Of her genius there is no 
question, say the critics, but her somewhat dumpy figure they argue 


is against her chances of rivalling Sarah Bernhardt, Mary Anderson, 
and Janauschek. Her face we learn is a model of beauty to rhapsodize 
and enthuse over. It is powerfully dramatic in expression though rich 
in cunning dimples, and makes one forget at times her sawed-off, ham- 
mered-down appearance. The ¢ragédienne’s hair, too, seems to delight 
the censors, for it is described by one and all to be shimmersome as 
spun glass ; while its colour is rich as the tints of sun-scorched corn- 
tassels. When playing Juliet it seems that the actress invests the kisses | 
she blows with so much rahat-lakoum that bald-headed dudes in the | 
stalls have to be assisted out to buffets, and cooled down by obliging 
Hebes with lemon squashes and scent-sprays. The name of the fasci- 
nating débutante is Florence Molinelli. 


[)URING seven years of bad trade statisticians compute that £1,180,170 
las been needlessly spent abroad by our Admiralty and the War Office. 
‘he forthcoming investigation is likely to be the first of a series that 
will probably lay bare a mass of bribery and corruption, flagrant and 
rank as that which saps the Ottoman and Muscovite Empires. 








The Ballade of “No Address,” 


THERE are times in the life of a man 
When he hungers for peaceful seclusion, 
For a rest from all care—if there can 
Be such rest in this world of confusion ! 
You may shun all vexatious intrusion, 
To peace all your energies bend ; 
But to make it no wretched delusion, 
Don’t leave your address with a friend ! 


You may go to Beersheba or Dan, 
Or hide in the hills Andalusian, 
In Ugogo or Afghanistan, 
Or dwell with a Zulu or Roosian ; 
Use life like an old Rosicrucian, 
Whose days will ne’er come to an end— 
But to make it no wretched delusion, 
Don't leave your address with a friend ! 


You may love some fair Mary or Ann, 
Who leaves you to sadly in rue sigh on ; 
You may feel you are under a ban, 
And wish to seek out fcr a new Zion, 
Find comfort in Plato and Lucian— 
But wherever your way you may wend, 
To make rest no wretched delusion, 
Don’t leave your address with a friend ! 


ENVOI. 


Again this advice in conclusion, 
If living in peace you intend, 
To make it no wretched delusion, 
Don't leave your address with a friend ! 





ANOTHER Town Councillor figured as defendant lately in a court of 
justice. This gentleman was pulled up for refusing to assist some 
police-officers in securing a riotous inebriate, and giving him the frog’s 
march, The Councillor stated that the ceunstables were quite strong 
enough to batter all the wickedness out of the prisoner, and choke him 
into an amiable state of quiescence, without his aid. Besides, he did 
not care for tussles with roughs who fought utterly regardless of the 
Marquis of Queensberry’s rules, especially while he was suffering from 
dyspepsia. 


A CORRESPONDENT to a paper suggests that tips are the rule at the 
Exhibition, and they ought to be done away with. He suggests that 
waitresses and others should be better paid. He is quite mght. His 
idea is quite fee-sible. 








Vit ¢" 











Toweadl Daa laa / 
VAL LIGA / VY 
UR ER ] 


Ly 
YY 


iy 
YA hi J 
\/ U4 
) GY 





ay 
la 
/ 











IN AN ALCOVE AT THE ‘“COLINDIES.” 


Mabel.—“ I wonder how you can smoke that nasty, horrid thing, 
Bob. I’m sure it’s only cabbage.” 

Bob.—“* Yaas, no. doubt; but I have always been fond of green 
stuff, Mabel ; and in this Red Sea sort of weather, I’m a reg’lar con- 
firmed vegetarian.” 
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A LITTLE SPA-ING. 


decided to go where nobody had ever 
been—that’s why we selected Finsland. 
When we told the Sober Boy that it was 
a watering-place he nearly cried off; but 
Our Lina said there was pleaty of trds sec 
in the portmanteau, and that steadied 
him To get to Finsland you have to goa 
good way north, and then change car- 
riages, so Our Lina and Sisters took the 
four corner seats and the best literature, 
and the Sober Boy and the South African 
took what was left. That’s how we 
age the day. The Sober Boy read more than he’d ever done in his 
ife before, and when we came to e—‘‘I say!” he said, ‘‘ what’s 
all this about a place called Ireland Home Rule?” ‘ You go and 
look after the boxes,” said Sisters. The South African was rather 
savage when we fo to our destination, and he found that his things had 
been ordered off the truck by the 








Sober One, and left behind. Wij, 
The hotel was about a quarter of WAZ, 
a mile from the station, and we GG 


travelled over a mile and a half or 
so of hills in a leisurely ‘bus to get 
at it. ‘*What I like about this: , 
water-ing-place,” said the South | 
African, ‘‘is that there isn’t any { 
sea.” Then we had to explainthat <7, _ | 
this was a mineral watering-place, ~~}! 
because he meapt to be sarcastic. 
Our rooms were all together in a 
row—Sisters and Our Lina had Nos. 
26 and 107, the Sober Boy was 
lodged in 1027, and the South 
African came next in No. 78. Sis- 
ters thought they hadn’t learnt to 





| 





‘ veck YOu 
In a quarter of an hour we met swe's 


and compared notes. ,  anrnny sent, 
Our Lina had found out that du SRP TE SEP SOT: ae 
there was a ball-room, and was too excited to carry discovery any 
further. 
The South African was on friendly terms with the landlord and land- 
lady, the barmaids, the waiters, the grooms, the horses, dogs, and 
chickens. 
The Sober Boy said all the chambermaids were pretty, and there 
were some nice girls staying in the hotel 
(one of them called ‘*the Flower of 
Dumblane,” seemed to have made a 
severe opr and Sisters had found 
out a eal (more or less apochry- 
phal) about the visitors, from iio. 
grap elderly lady. ‘‘ Facilis de- 
census,” muttered the Sober Boy, as we 
descended a steep stone to the sul- 
phur spring; and, presently, when we 
got near enough to smell it, he cried 
out, ‘Oh, hang it! my time hasn’t 
4 come yet!” and turned back. Our 
Lina was the only one who tasted the waters. She didn’t say much; 
but her expression did. When we got back, the Sober Boy had been 
making enquiries about ‘‘the objects of interest” around. We were 
all most interested in a thing they call ‘The Popping Stone.” ‘* Such 
auseful thing, if we 
happen to run short,” 
said the S. B., eyeing 
his watch specula- 
tively. 
Our Lina was in 
the ball-room as soon 
as ever the fiddler 
began tuning up. I 
think that girl en- 
op herself. The 
**Flower of Dum- 
blane” was pretty 
ular, but the So- 
managed to 
edge himself in some- 
how, and make ra- 
oe 7 exhibition of 
amsell. He said, afterwards, that he’d been very amusing—bu 
S. B. is apt to deceive himself on that point. Sisters sr a 
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and wouldn’t dance with any but “their own party,” and made them- 
selves rather disagreeable after- f a 


wards, commenting on our ap- i ==. —, 
pearance ; so we told them to 
go to bed, and adjourned to 
the smoking-room. There was 
a good deal of politics going 
on, rather mixed in flavour, 
and rather inclined to make 
i look misty, like. the 
smoke from many pipes. ‘‘ But 
I think the Conservatives had 
the pull to-night,” said the 
South African, as they made a 
for Nos. 1027 and 78. ‘“‘They _-~~= 
seemed rather merry about 
Home Rule,” replied the Boy, 
‘‘ that’s because its new, I sup- 
pose. But isn’t the ‘Flower’ 
a stunning girl, eh, my boy?” THE SOUTH: 
*‘ All ght,” returned the other, | **RICAN, “& 
scenting disposition to linger owns se et pag AAO 1 CAN 
on the Boy’s part; “‘soda and axe? 
milk in the morning, I s’pose.” 
The sound of the bolts reverberated through the silent corridors, 


Then all was still. 





CAME HERE 
TO ORINK THE’ ! 


WATERSS SAID 








NHW LEAVES. 


In Routledgeis World Library ‘‘ Mrs, Randall’s Cookery Sweets” is a 
tasteful following to her ‘‘ Meats.” —‘‘ Common Objects of the Sea Shore”’ 
isan uncommonly instructive and entertaining book.—Now that the sea- 
son has come when guide books are necessary, those issued by John Miller, 
of Glasgow, for the ‘‘ North British Railway, Waverley Route,” ‘‘ The 
Land of Scott” and ‘‘ The Land of Burns” will be found, in the way of 
maps, views, and information, about as complete and as ‘‘gude”’ as guides 
can be.—‘‘ Golden Dentistry,” by Messrs. Eskell-Paget (445 Strand).— 
On such an all-important matter as the teeth and their treatment this may 
be regarded as quite a golden essay.—‘‘ The Marriage Ring,” by T. De 
Witt Talmage (John Lobb).—In these thirteen discourses there is much 
that, if duly considered, will favourably influence those about to marry, 
family circles, and family life, also not a few denunciations of evils. 

‘The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow,” by Jerome K, Jerome 
(Field and Tuer). The idle thoughts have led the Idle Fellow into 
wisdom’s ways, which are ways of pleasantness.—‘‘ Rus in Urbe,” by 
Mrs. Haweis (Field and Tuer). Good practical advice is given by 
Mrs. Haweis on the subject of flowers (fine flowers) that thrive in 
London gardens and smoky towns. By following her advice a pleasure 
might be added to otherwise pleasureless lives.—‘‘ Through Cloudland 
and Sunshine,” by L. E. Sevorg (London Literary Society). This 
book is not without merits, one of which is it is short, and we are soon 
through it.—‘‘ Twelfth Night,” by H. P. Deck (same publishers). The 
author ‘‘ decks” his subject so well that he lays *‘ hold” of our admira- 
tion, and we revel on Deck.—‘‘ Alexandra,” by Dick Severne (London 
Literary Society). This is a stirring story, told in simple style, with 
many powerful passages.—‘‘ The Strength and Weakness of the British 
Empire” (Wyman and Sons). This book cannot fail to do good accord- 
ing to the number of hands it falls into, as it is a strong book, with few 
(if any) weaknesses, It ought to be possessed by all the working men 
to whom it is dedicated.—‘‘ The Doleful History of King Leo and 
Fair Erin” (The Catherine Street Publishing Association, Limited). 
We almost weary of the numerous works that foreshadow the fate of 
Ireland, in eventualities that may never come to pass, the chief merit of 
which works is in exercising the imagination of the authors. —‘‘ The 
Siege of Bodike,” by Edward Lester (John Heywood). This is a} 
prophecy of Ireland’s future ; such prophecies are plentiful. 





“Once upon a Time.” 


IT has often struck me, reader dear—and forcibly enough— 

That, of all the idiotic books of idiotic stuff, 

There are none so blindly foolish, whether writ in prose or rhyme, 
As the ones that launch their stories forth with ‘* Once upon a time.” 


There is no excuse whatever for the books which thus commence; 

For you'll own it’s barely probable, and hardly common sense, 

That an incident, however true, however grim or nice, 

a in every way agree with ‘‘ once”’—that “ once” should happen 
wice | 


l’'ve a novel now before me; it is written by a dunce 

Who insists that all his characters were only living once ! 

What a curious development of nature! What a crime 

That ’twas not their lot to live beyond that * Once upon a time!” 
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Mere Boys! 

















Or, PARLIAMENT PLAYGROUND. 


{The most striking feature of the new Parliament,” says The County 
Gentleman, ‘is its extreme boyishness.”] 
Our land’s M.P.s have up till now 
Consisted (so we’re often told) 
Of mere ‘‘ old women,” prone to “‘ row,” 
To argue, vilify, and scold ; 
But now, it seems, all that is changed 











(That is, the form, if not the noise), 
For, lo ! the Commons just arranged 
Is quite a Parliament of Boys. 


The newly-fledged M.P.s, forsooth ! 
Engaged to sift affairs of State, 

Are chiefly noted for their youth— 
An age that carries little weight ; 

And so this thought we can’t evade 
(Although it frets us and annoys), 

High jinks are likely to be played 
By such a Parliament of Boys. 


They'll doubtless give off rude remarks, 
And daily will each other chase ; 
In short, we may expect that larks | 
Will now take legislation’s place. | 
No doubt they'll lighten each debate 
With ‘‘ leap frog,” *‘ touch,” and such like joys ; 
Meanwhile, the nation’s work will wait 
To please the Parliament of Boys. 








Mayhap to pass the time away, 

They'll have a “grotto” or a * guy ”"— 
Or with some long pea-shooters they 

May shoot peas at the Speaker’s Eye. 
With cricket and with football, too, 

They'll in St. Stephen’s make a noise ; 
In fact, there'll be a nice ado 

With this gay Parliament of Boys. 


The younger Members of this crowd 
Will doubtless play at ‘‘ I—spy I,” 























































































Or furtively will blow a cloud 

From strong brown paper on the sly ; 
Or maybe younger M.P.s still 

May spend their time on sweets and toys ; 
Thus politics will count as #z/ 

With such a Parliament of Boys. 





MY EYES! 


Pedestrian (trusting to replenish his tobacco-pouch at the Village ** Universal 
Provider's” ),—“‘I say! HAVE you GOT ANY BiRD’s-EYE?” 


V. U. P.—** Noa, Zur. Ol’vE GoT some BULL’s-EygEs!” 








A Boot-iful Fact. 
“B iar law of nature, bootmakers invariab) liticians—u. ua’! 
pedis "Bun Telegraph] y ss ci wig td 
IT is really most peculiar 
That cobblers always truly are 
Enthusiasts —— and Radicals ¢0 door ; 
e therefore wonder whether 
There’s a union betwixt leather 
And politics that gives us the Radical as fruit. 


Does he see through all the tissues 
Of the specious talk, which is—shoes 
From the glib and ready speaker who spouts his vapid words? 
Does he think that his so/e mission 
Is to heal the sad condition 
Of the wicked uf/er circles and the naughty House of Lords? 


There’s no doubt that Mr. Sutor 
May believe the world’s best tutor 
Is one whese understanding is rooted firm and fast ; 
And for this down-trodden nation 
He has still this consolation— 
That there nothing is like leather, and ’twill aw/ come right at /ast! 





A WARWICKSHIRE labourer, summoned for keeping a savage dog, 
without having it under proper control, said that the dog never bit 
anybody when sober ; but he had a great weakness for beer, therefore 
people were always making him drunk, and when in his cups he was 
anything but a jolly dog, being apt to give way to fits of morose 
melancholia, varied with paroxysms of ungovernable rage. Yet, in his 
worst moment:-, the bosky animal was infinitely superior to many men, 
as he never attacked a female of his own species. The magistrates 
cautioned the man to keep a more careful watch over his bibulous bow- 
wow, and suggested that it might be well to sell him to a teetotal 
stump orator, 








The Wit and Wisdom of Octavius Ebenezer Potts, 
Esquire. 
HIS FiLOSOFY,—ACORNS, 


One half of the deceptions of modern dais air wunz. 

Thare are those of the kommunity who, heving nu better tew 
do, pass their time making nobuddys sumbuddys. 

In the medizeval ages we fort for honor, now we fite for existense. 

That which kawses us to refiekt reforms us, that cawsing us sorrow 
chastens us. 

He who haz most wants most; a kure for covetousness iz tew refickt 
that the ritch man haz trubbles that the poor man never dreamed of ; 
try and magnify those trubb'es. If inklined tew be envious, try and 
find a detishency in every pretty woman, and look hard for the infer- 
mity of every powerful man. 

The man who lives to prove that blak is white had best begin to do 
so at a very early age. 





Notice! 


Mr. Fun would like to call attention to the fact that a brother-bard, 
Mr. Gerald Massey, to wit, is about to give, at St. George’s Hall, a 
series of Literary and Evolutionary Lectures, every Tuesday and 
Friday evening, from August 31 to October 1, both inc. [This “‘ inc 
means “‘ inclusive ”—so, please let the inc-stand]. Mr. Massey is well- 
known as a thinker of powerful, not to say Memes intellect. There- 
fore much interest and information are sure to be found in his latest 
Massey-laneous lectures—if we may be allowed the expression. 


HERBERT BARRAUD, the photographer, has just produced a most 
beautiful cabinet picture of Miss Ellen Terry standing by an old English 
clock, and dressed in a loose frock of a charming style peculiar to 
herself. And yet another equally good, though of a very different 
character—' Three Little Maids from School,” frivolling round about 


a Japanese screen. 








© x To Corregsronpents.—Z7he Editor aoes not bina himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. in no cau will they be returned uniews 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope 
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Jirst Horrid Boatman,—‘** FINE DAY FOR A SAIL, SIR. 


BOAT FOR A SHILLIN’ AN HOUR!” 
Master S.—‘** 1 DON’T WANT YOUR CONFOUNDED BOAT. 
SELF OFF.” 


TO SMOKE HIS.CIGAR$ THAT’LL MAKE HIM JEST AS BAD, 


BY Sg NO ee ehh. BODE @ gE ne fy >> 
THOSE HORRID BOATMEN AGAIN. 


Master Swaggerwell —‘* THANKS, NO! I HAVE PLENTY OF YACHTING WHEN I CARE FOR IT.” 
First H. B. (persisting ).—‘* WELL, WOULD YOU LIKE A NICE Row? CAPITAL ART’NOON FOR A Row, SIR! YOU CAN HAVE MY 


Second H, B,—** DOAN’T ’8E HEAR WHAT THE YOUNG GEN’L’M’N SAY, BILL? ’EE DOAN’r WANT A SAIL NORA ROW. HE WANT 
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WoULD YOU LIKE A NICE BOAT?” 


I WANT TO SMOKE MY CIGAR IN PEACE, IF YOU'LL PLEASE TAKE YOUR- 


Lor! AND BE TENPENCE CHEAPER.” 








Dear Reader, in the shooting season, 


Didst ever see a grand old hand, 
Who, while the beaters worked together, 
Showed o’er his weapon great command 


Wast ever to a novice near, 


Teaching the Old Idea to Shoot, Whose close proximity ’twas clear PRICE, ONE SHILLING; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


(SEE CARTOON.) It would be safer to be shunning ; THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


H ver visited th And who, unskilled to bring birds down, 
AST ever visited the moors, Just wildly blazed into “the brown”? By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 


When taking thine Autumnal tour? Dost comprehend the difference tae well contrived stay. with incident rife. 53 
. ° 4 ’ 4 . onn ey unior— e Kiver 0 se = ot ite 
i If so, perhaps thou mayst have reason Betwixt those twain that I’m imputing ? “The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
0 know that sundry kinds of shots Dost own to an experience ) told."—Jl/ustvated London News. 
Go banging in those breezy spots. Anent the sundry kinds of shooting ? “The changes are skilfully rung on love, revenge, 
Apply it to St. Stephen’s House : and sensation. '—Morning Post. 


Members are sportsmen, measures grouse. and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 


By dropping birds among the heather PRIOB, ONE SHILLING; Post-free, 1s. 2d. ‘An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 


With an unerring, deadly aim dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven with 
That killed—though kept alive the game ? Ss IN O hud = 7: IN Cr. Be ry dw cay Fagg « 

By CHARLES G. LELAND (‘‘ Hans Breitmann”), Clouds, "— 7 rth. 

Who wasn’t an adept at gunning, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 





The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 


| in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour should 
take a dip.”—*' Dagonet,” in the Referee. 


“A thrilling little story, by the author of ‘Love 
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POWDER 22: Madi Cocoa 
‘ To "protet Ga: Write as smoothly as lead pencil, and neither scratch nor spurt, S 0 L U B L a 


intment, see that each packet bears the name of the the points bein uded b Six Pri 
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THE GREAT POT-HAT QUESTION. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


RAND.—Only last week I had to tell you of a new drama at 
bis cit onpointed Fathers house, and now, lo and behold you! here 


Tue GrRanvo.—WITH THE CoLouRs. 


I am again to tell you of another new play produced thereat. Last 
week’s play was strange, but this is stranger. In point of fact, if it 
were to be a stranger to the stage for evermore, I don’t think the stage 
would grieve much. It is called With the Colours ; or, the Black Seal, 
and is described by its authors—I was going to say ‘‘ nailers up ’’—as 
‘*a new and original drama in five acts.” The “‘ five acts” part of this 
description is accurate enough, but the other part is open to question ; 
for in this play I discovered large doses of /n the Ranks, and smaller 
dittoes of Zhe QOucen’s Shilling, Drink, Qucen’s Evidence, The Green 
Lanes of England, Black Eyed Susan (with military instead of naval 
dresses), and bits of other melodramas too numerous to mention. The 
chief characters in this curious compound consist of a young soldier 
hero, whose duties seem to be confined to deserting whenever he sees a 
chance, and striking a general (who, owing to a secret letter, stamped 
with a Black Seal, is found to be the hero’s father); an inquisitive 
heroine, who gets herself and her lover into all sorts of fixes; a villain 
of the deepest dye—especially about his hair, which is red, and (of 
course) a ** lost woman,’ who has been betrayed by the villain; also a 
real baby in long clothes, belonging to the lost woman. Among other 
incidents, the lost woman and the baby are thrown into a mill pond. 
The rest of the incidents don’t matter much, except, perhaps, to the 
aforesaid authors, whose names (which I append for purposes of future 
reference) are Messrs. Elliot Galer, and James Mew. The picce is 
ot ed a-Mews-ing, especially in the parts intended to be tear-com- 
pelling. 


Tue Emrire.—The gorgeous, but not too-gloriously successful, 
Palace of Pearl has been removed from the boards of this magnificent 
house, and, in its place, a ‘Grand Variety, Operatic, and Chore- 





THe Emptrge.—Luna ‘uN FAY LA PICE. 


graphic Entertainment,” was offered a few evenings ago. The offering 
was warmly received, but not in the sense in which the management 











; ly) could wish. This was chiefly the fault of the manage- 
ton eee name is D. Nicols), for some of the singers had been 
ill-chosen, and the one piece of the evening, an adaptation of Adolph 
Adam’s comic opera Le Postillon de Lonjumeau (here called Zhe Maiden 
Wife) was so badly rehearsed, that even those artists who were of the 
experienced order, had great difficulty to make headway, while one or 
two nervous and inexperienced singers (whose names I charitably sup- 
press pro tem.) met with derision. As The Maiden Wife and the 
general entertainment are now being revised and re-rehearsed, I shall 
reserve full criticism until another occasion, All I shall say at present 
is, that, properly managed, a show of the kind provided at the Empire 
ought to succeed, and that I wish the directorate better luck. 





Nops AND Winxks.—At Christmas—which has not yet arrived, 
though—Miss Kate Santley will re-open her theatre, the Royalty, with 
an Indian comic opera Vetah ; that is, if nobody puts his vetah on it. 
Previously, however, Miss S. takes it on tour ; she started on Monday, 
in fact. There is a harem scene (no harem in it, of course), with a 
dream of fair women” in it, and the dresses are- described as something 
wonderful ; so wonderful that they talk of making an exhibition of them 
in the foyer of the different theatres.—A ‘“‘ grand masquerade fancy 
dress ball” was got through at the North Woolwich Gardens last 
Wednesday ; they started to dance at 4 p.m., and went on to 2.30a.m. 
That was a long dance.—The 18th inst. is the latest reported date for 
the appearance of Dorothy at the Gaiety. My great weakness, Miss 
Marion Hood, will impersonate the heroine. Miss Jennie McNulty 
will remain from the Dixey combination ; and what with Mr. Coffin, a 
new tenor who comes with a recommendation for ‘* sweetness,” and 
(probably) Mr. Arthur Williams for the chief comic business, the piece 





= 


"ARRY SAYS THEKR’S TO BE A Fancy BALL AND Great Feet at NortTuH 
WooLwiIcu. 


ought to do well.—Madlle. Zallio (who dares to suggest ‘‘ Sally” as the 
origin of the name?) a new dancer from New York and Turin, is now 
appearing as Hebe in Cupid at the Alhambra. All the ‘‘fellers” are 
intoxicated with delight—quite in-Hebe-rated, in fact—at her advent.— 
Mr. Wilson Barrett is doing a short, but triumphant, tour through the 
provinces. At Hull he was lionised during the Hull time of his visit ; at 
Sheffield they promise never to forget him until they have ‘‘ Sheffield 
off this mortal coil,” and at Manchester, where he is this week, he 
Manches-ter make an equally good impression. —Miss Nelly Farren and 
Mr. Fred Leslie will go to America next year, with the Gaiety Com- 
pany, which is bully for Brother Jonathan.—All is not plain sailing, they 
say, with La Béarnaise, at the Prince’s, but no doubt it will come up 
smiling in the end.—Somebody said Messrs. G. R. Sims and H. 
Herman were collaborating in a new play for the Adelphi; but that 
“ain't so.” Let’s hope it was.—A band on horse-back is to be the 
next novelty at the ‘‘ Proms.” Any on-horsed attempt to please the 
public deserves encouragement, and I trust Mr. Thomas will not have 
to a-band-on his intention for want of it.—Our Empire has left the 
Albert Palace. It is now Our Empire in the East, having gone to the 
Paragon Music Hall, in the Mile End Road.—Mr. Harry Payne will have 
a companion clown at Drury Lane this year—Mr. Paul Martinetti to wit, 
who will not speak a word, however, leaving all the * patter” to his 
consort.—Mr, Charles Wyndham is getting the better of his rather 
serious attack of illness, although he is not quite fit yet. Here’s wish- 
ing him right again.—The scenery and dresses of Mrs. Conover’s revival 
of Macbeth at the Olympic are very fine. I hope to be very-fine the 
statement ere long.—The character of Rufus Marrable in Bachelors at 
the Opera Comique is now played by Mr. Felix Morris, which will make 
it morrispecially funny. NESTOR. 
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Awfully Shy. 
Mr. Gladstone, in the House the other , twitting Lord Randol 
ani kis fellow ories with delaying the i . 


Ireland, said they “‘ seemed to fight shy of it.”] 


TuE G.O.M. fixed with his glittering eye, 
Leader Randy and all that youth’s followers ; 
And, then, ina pity, prepared to show why 
He thought of their words they were swallowers. 
On the great Irish Question they'd fretted and fumed, 
Till, it seems, they anon will ‘* make pie” of it. 
Ay, as to that question, as Gladstone assumed, 
The Tories would like to *‘ fight shy of it.” 


Notwithstanding the muddle the G.O.M. made, 
These Tories aren’t likely to better him ; 
And he’ll yet show the ‘‘ grip” he has always displayed, 
In spite of all efforts to fetter him. 
Yea, no doubt up his sleeve he is keeping a scheme 
Which may serve—’spite what some may decry of it,— 
And will stagger the Tories, who certainly seem, 
(As the G.O.M, said) *‘ to fight shy of it,” 


For ’tis evident those who just now hold the sway, 
With this question can’t grapple successfully. 

And so, you may guess, not far off is the day 
When the Tories will exit distressfully, 

Keep your eye, then, on Gladstone, and soon he’ll disclose 
That ie knows the *‘ wherefore and why ” of it. 

Though he went to extremes and once failed, don’t suppose 
That Gladstone’s the man to “fight shy of it.” 














A Dark Ending. 


He’p lived for more than sixty years 
Respectably, they say, 


And then his friends remark’d, with tears, 


He took to being *‘ gay,” 


Then later symptoms they descried 
Which drove them to despair ; 


And, last of all, they learn’d he dyed—- 


That is to say, his hair. 





WHILST on the subject of Federation, is it right that the 
Colonies should be prepared to pay for their own defences? 
Of course. What is otherwise the meaning of ** Advance, 


Australia” ? 
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TOLD you OF?” 





A SOCIETY YOUNG LADY. 


Parson.—** WELL, MARY JANE, DID YOU GO AFTER THE PLACE WE 
Mary Fane.—** YESSIR ; BUT IT DON’T SUIT ME.” 
Parson.—‘*No? How Is THAT?” 
Mary Fane.—** WELL, SiR, I MUST ’AVE SASSIETY, AND THE ON’Y 
GENTLEMAN THERE’S A PAGE Boy!” 








SONGS OF THE WATERING- 
PLAOHS. 


No, VI.—CLOVELLY. 


WHEN autumn days are all aglow, 
And limbs feel limp as jelly, 
If there’s a place where I'd not go 
For coolness, ’tis Clovelly ; 
Its up-hill street 
Is ‘* quite too sweet,” 
But cool is not Cloveliy. 


When faint, I would not make my thews 
And sinews any fainter ; 
I might, of course, have other views 
Were I a landscape-painter ; 
An E, M. Cooke, 
Or J. C. Hook— 
A well-paid landscape painter. 


I know its latitude is not 
The same as that of Delhi ; 
But if the Indian city’s hot, 
So, likewise, is Clovelly ; 
And one may roast 
On Devon’s coast, 
Though northward lies Clovelly. 


But when fresh winds blow off the sea, 
And white clouds float above you, 
Clovelly, you may reckon me 
Of those who truly love you ; 
For your rough grace 
And old-world face— 
Yes, very truly love you. 








Then I would sing, had I the voice 
Of Patti or Trebelli, 
Your praises in canzoni choice, 
O picturesque Clovelly ; 
Your simple ways 
And changeless days 
I'd sing, O ** sweet Clovelly ys 


Your *‘ changelessdays?”’—I fear I’m wrong— 
I fancy change has found you, 
Although it may have left you long 
Unsought, like things around you ; 
You’re not now slow, 
I’m sure you know, 
As things remain around you. 


Indeed, your native from his birth 
Might have been taught, so well he 
Now knows the utmost market worth 
Of ozone at Clovelly : 
“Esthetes now fay 
Who go to stay 
At patronised Clovelly, 





This is (8)trop-ical. 
THERE’s a wonderful Razor Strop that will e’er 
Make razors quite keen and bright ; 
And then they’re acknowledged everywhere 
As raisers of delight. 


So whenever to shave at home you stop, 
As a great many “‘ shavers” do, 

The ‘‘ Eclipse Spring Draw-out Rezor Strop ” 
Should ever be sha(ve)-vous. 





The Wit and Wisdom of Octavius 
Ebenezer Potts, Esquire. 


HIZ FILOSOPHY-—-SMAWL TREWTHS, 


Tue kredit ov having invented skamped 
wurk must rest for ever with man—Nature 
klaims no part ov it. Nothing iz perfekt in 
this wurld except work az it leeves Nature’s 
workshop. 

He dines with the king who eets that whitch 
he haz cum by honestly. 

The poorest objekt may give berth tew the 
ritchest thort. Owt ov nuthing the world waz 
maid, 

When I hev suspeshens about mi fellow- 
travellers in the train or the ’bus, I keep my 
eye on their hands, 

After awl sed and dun, penz and pensils are 
impotent things. Yew kannot deskribe the 
fase of a woman, nor draw the variety of her 
expressions on her feetures, 

urn yew midnite oil if yew must, and enjoy 
the blessed sunlite while yet you mai, 

The time that iz lost in lamenting lost oppor- 
tunities shood be put tew the making ov fresh 
endeavours, 

The man who works deserves owr admira 
shun: the woman who earns her living shood 
kommand owr adorashun. 

Every fashen dekrees the diskomfort ov wo- 
man and the inconvenience ov man, 

I dew not like whissling women or smiling 
men. 
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the roads passable now?’ ses I. 
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*' The truth is,” said the poor Vestryman, ‘‘there’s a reg'lar conspiracy agen me by them as wants the moonicipality, _ , 
o’ them crossin'-sweepers—deputies as I depends on to do my work for me—is a-giving up bisness on account o’ the Depression. ‘ Wonder if they'll expeck me to make 
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** And now if they hain’t muzzled the dogs—the only props, a’most, I have left me! What should I see t’other day but a bo th ‘co , 
r me to clear up that ?' ses I, settin’ down in despair.” die ne on the pavement. ‘ S’pose they'll want 





The rest is too painful : let us hope we dreamt it. We fancied 


too late, for the unfortunate Vestryman was irreclaimably buried beneath a pyramid of unscavengered 
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that the Police Authorities, filled with alarm and 











ity, hastened to take off the muzzles ; but that it was 
nes, heads of fowls, and over-run kittens. 
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BUYING GOODS AND BADS.—ALL ABROAD, 
MORE LETTERS! 
(To THE Epiror or ‘‘ Fun.” 


S1r,—The reason why foreign articles are preferred by the consumer 


to English is clear enough. It is because all articles of home produc- 
tion are bad, with the 


single exception of Jews’ 
harps. / am a manufac- 
turer of Jews’ harps. No 
foreign Jews’ harps can 
approach English ones— 
that is, mine--in excellence, 
There is no objection to 
the importation of anything 
else; but our realm will 
never regain its prosperity 
until a prohibitive duty is 
placed upon imported Jews’ 
harps. The absence of 
this is the true secret of our 
present depression, 
Yours, A. B. 

~ ¥ * + 

DEAR Sir,—The reason 
why the consumer pur- 
chases foreign articles is 
simply that they are always superior to home-made ones, 

This is the case with everything except air-balls. / make air-balls, 
and English-made air-balls are infinitely better than anything of the 
kind produced abroad. ly all means let us import everything else ; 
but so long as air-balls are imported, so long will the depression continue. 

Yours, one 
* *. * * oF * 

DeAR Sik,—I have carefully read the letters from A. B. and C, D. 
in your valuable paper, Every word in them clearly proves that neither 
of them knows an atom about the subject. I alone know all about it. 
Give me the sole right of importing goods into this country, and the 
commercial prosperity of the native Jand to which we are all so devoted, 
and in whose interests we would all gladly sacrifice everything, will be 
secured : or, if that does not quite happen, at any rate #y commercial 
prosperity will be secured, which, perhaps, is a matter of still greater 
moment, 








Yours, ef 

* a a * » * 

S1rk,—That man’s letter to the Y. 7. about the deplorability of Eng- 
lish commercial travellers not being able to speak any language but 
their own is all twaddle. / am an English commercial traveller, and I 
am proud and thankful to say that I don’t know a word of any of their 
outlandish gibberishes ; nay, I am fully persuaded that the knowledge 
of them would constitute a serious obstacle to my success, ‘‘ How do 
I get on?” you ask, Why, sir, I bounce em, I open my samples: I 
shout at the shopkeepers in broad English; if they don’t understand I 
shout louder, and bring my fist down on the counter. Then the fellow 
turns pale, and gives me an order, I wouldn’t learn a word of any of 
their confounded patter for a fortune. 

Yours, G. H. 

P.S.—I reopen this letter to say, pray send assistance. I am stranded 
atan outlandish continental railway station, where the fools can’t speak 
a word of English, I have been here three weeks, and can’t get away. 
I was on my way to take an immense order from a large foreign firm. 
Several days ago a brother English com- - | 
mercial traveller, who does speak their 
foreign jargon, happened to pass through 
here. ‘* Hullo!” he said; ‘stranded 
here? What a pity you can’t speak 
Doubledutch!” Then he basely left me, 
and went straight off and secured the 
very identical immense order I ought to 
have had. There ought to be a law 
against English commercial travellers 
speaking foreign jargons, 
* . . * . 

S1rk,—In this discussion as to British 
and foreign goods, the system pursued 
by many British middlemen of defrauding 
the public by pawning off foreign goods 
as of home manufacture is most justly 
condemned. Sir, such a system is a dis- 
grace to our country, and says little, in 
deed, for our commercial morality! Iam ina large way of business, and 
lately had taken the entire stock of a certain worthless article made | y 
a German firm, and marked ‘‘ British made.” 





Several of my retail 
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customers, seeing them, remarked, ‘‘ Why, these will just suit our cus 
tomers ; send us a thousand gross of them.” ‘‘ Sir!” I replied to each 
of them, ‘‘am I to understand that you propose that I should abet you 
in defrauding the public? Take your base money away, and begone ! 
I have already contracted to supply the Government with first-class 
British-made articles of this description; and this consignment is in- 
tended for them.” If all British merchants were as scrupulously patriotic 
as I am, believe me, Sir, the British name would once more emerge 
from the ignominy under which it has lately languished. 
I am, yours, I. J. 
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Moor’'s the Pity! 


THERE seem to be a lot of Moors unlet-~ 
Untraversed by a ‘‘gillie” or a terrier. 

This statement will fill many with regret— 
'Tis not an instanee where the Moor’s the Merrier. 


A Self (F)raser. 

Mk. Hucnu Frasgr, of Trinity Hall, Cambridge, and of the Inner 
Temple, has been appointed Lecturer in Common (but not Garden) 
Law to the Liverpool Board of Legal Studies.. A lecturer should 
always be a good phraser. Doubtless Mr. Hugh is a Fraser of that 








sort, 
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BULGARIA 











THIEVES FALLING OUT! 


WILL THEY DIVIDE THE SPOIL, OR FIGHT? WHERE ARE THE 
POLICE? 








New Leaves, 


‘‘ HEALTH Lectures” (John Heywood). These lectures, recently 
delivered in Manchester by several eminent men, are professedly 
for the people, and much may be learned from them on subjects 
‘*the people” think a good deal about, and ought to know more.— 
‘* Photo-Micrography,” by I. H. Jennings (Piper and Carter), Full 
details are here given how to photo microscopic objects. The author 
evidently understands how to enlarge upon small things.—‘‘ London in 
1886,” by Herbert Foy (W. H. Allen and Co.) London in ’86 is as it 
has been in former years—of increasing size and importance, and of 
more abiding interest in the eyes of all beholders,—‘‘ Webster’s Con- 
densed Dictionary,” edited by Dorsey Gardner (George Routledge and 
Sons). We may perhaps fitly describe this important volume, with its 
1,500 or more excellent illustrations, as one of the most complete books 
in the ** English language.”—‘* A Modern Orson,” and other tales, by 
Carleon (Wyman and Sons). This is a collection of very cleverly 
written short stories, of which ‘‘ Twice Victorious” is, maybe, the best. 





A DARING awful reptile has been spotted by some adventurous 
tourists near Yellowstone Lake. When running through long grass it 
carried its head about fifteen feet above the ground, and made a terrible 
hissing sound as it puffed into the face of the conductor of the tour, who 
daringly confronted it. The monster’s breath has blunted the edge of 
the enterprising gentleman’s nasal organ, and, it is feared, permanently 
injured its value asa smeller. This extraordinary creature lives in the 
cave of an extinct geyser. The travellers who have discovered the 


horrible creature have christened it the Deleriumtremensiosa, in raw 
rye whisky, 
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“Under Control!” 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


WHEN a row has come about, 
One is anxious to find out 

Clearly at whose door doth lie 
The responsibility. 


Then, if mischief has been done, 
Maybe Bobby Number One, 

From the trouble to keep clear, 
Says he cannot interfere. 


Likewise Bobby Number Two 
Says that he has naught to do 
With the shindy grave and grim, 
Since it’s naught to do with him. 


Thus of poor Bulgari-ay 

Sundry tall Policemen say 
They can’t heed its king’s defeat, 
As it isn’t on their beat. 


But one hopes to see that row 
Settled pretty soon somehow 
For it’s—shirk it as they choose— 
Someone’s_ business : 


whose ? 


Hibernian Generosity. 


(“I offer you a farewell tribute in the 
shape of a five-act comedy.”—Fvom 
the Author to the Public.) 


THE ways were always strange, | 


we know, 


Of Mr. Dion Boucicault ; 
And now, as latest Irishman, 
This is his little gen’rous plan : 
The ‘‘tribute” of his last new 


pla 


He’ll make to us—for lib’ral pay. , 


THE French Post Office 
authorities intend to adopt a | 
patent tricycle which can be used 
by ‘fweak and crippled post- 
By this arrangement 
wooden-legged and gouty Gallic 
letter-carriers will soon be able 
to deliver the missives in their 
charge within a day or two of 
the time they are due. Whereat 
energetic Englishmen and go- 
ahead Yankees located in France 
will rejoice. 


_ CONUNDRUM.—Why isa lady 
in a haberdasher’s shop, who is 
squabbling with the shopman 
over the design of a pocket-hand- 
kerchief, like a war between 
England and Scotland ?—Because 
it is a quarrel over the *‘ border.” 





query, | 

























Randy.—* ALL you’ 








Two Acts from the Life Drama of Penelope 
Poltwattle. 


Sc ENE—Ludygate Station. 


Act I, 


TIME—12.14 p.m. 
Dulwich should start at 12,12.) 


_ Dram. Pers, Mrs. Penelope Poltwattle, who, having been to a theatre, 
is in a hurry, and a first-class carriage. 
shame it is this train is not punctual; it ought to have started nearly 
three minutes ago! I’ve a good mind to write to the company. 
absurd to talk of waiting for people, as it’s the last train! 
who can’t get here by this time ought to take a cab,” &c., Kc. 
[Zhe Act is ended by the train 





Aer Fi 


(One Week is supposed to have elapsed.) 


(Zhe last train for 


She soliloquiseth :—‘‘ What a 


liding out of the station. 
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THE CONFIDENCE TRICK, 


ve Gort TO DO, MR. BULL, Is TO HAVE CONFIDENCE IN ME, TIP us 
THE CASH, AND ASK NO QUESTIONS,” 





ScENE— Zhe Stairs leading to the Platform of Ludgate Station. TiMFe 
12.15 p.m. (The last train for Dulwich ts slowly moving out of 
station. ) 

Dram. Pers. Mrs. Penelope Poltwattle, who, having been to a theatre, 
is in a hurry—and on the stairs shut from platform by agate. She 
soliloquiseth :—‘* What a shame it is to start so exact to time! They 
might wait a minute or two as it is the last train, 7’ sure! I shall 
write to the company. It is very hard on people who cannot get here 
to the minute to have to take a cab, and waste the return half of the 
ticket,”’ &e., XC. 


(Exit, grumbling, down stairs, Alarms, Excursions. Cab 
home. Differences of opinion between cabman and Peter P. at 
Dulwich) as to fares, Curtain lectures—and—Curtain (without 


the lecture }e 








Tue Heicut or EriquetTe.—To go into mourning when one’s 


club subscription has expired. 
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A LITTLE SPA-ING. 


SECOND DOsE. 


HAT is the deafening din that rever- 
berates through space at 8.30 a.m. 
next morning? That rattles and 
roars through brain and nerves, 
stopping all conversation, filling 
the universe with agonised sound, 
and inducing remorseful memory 
of every deadly sin one has com- 
mitted since birth? ’Tis but George, 
the waiter, performing his morning 
solo on the gong that summons all 
to ** Second Class” breakfast. 
‘* Very convenient,” says the South 
African, *“‘being divided into 
classes; the Second Class bell 
makes a capital dressing-bell for 

ip: we swells in the First Class.” 

C ; ‘* They seem to have all the fun in 

$m) j the Second Class,” remarked the 

JUST" apn rata &. Sober Boy. ‘* Yes, and all the 
Me a a , ee loud Jaughs and slaps on the back,” 
e* oo <<;reor.. ‘aid Sisters. That’s Sisters’ way, 
they always make that sort of 

remark, ‘* But just suppose you’re ‘ mashed’ ona girl in the Second,” 
continued the Sober Boy, evidently still thinking of ‘‘the Flower,’ 
‘*look at the nuisance. If you get up early fora stroll, she’s got to go 
to breakfast, and, when she’s done, you’ve got to go to yours, and 
when you've done she’s off with 
someone clse.”’ ** You'd better go 
Second Class, I think,’’ said Lina, 
disdainfully. The Sober Boy gave 
her ‘a look,” and went to the bar 
and asked Maggie for a glass of 
water — luckily she only keeps 
whisky. 

When we want to know who 
anybody is, we always ask Sisters, 
because it’s ten to one that the 
biographical old lady (whom we 
christen Apochrypha) has_ told 
them. As days goon, we begin to 
perceive that everybody here has 
passed through a pre-nuptial exis- 
tence differing widely from their 
present condition, One young lady 
was the daughter of a street- 
preacher before she married a coal- 
owner, but now she’s Yorkshire. 
Another was an invalid, but since 
her marriage she’s become Metho- 
dist. Sometimes the nuptial 
relation is not immediately personal, as in the case of the lady who was 
Irish until her uncle married his cook, when she took to hospital nursing. 
Some of the people are not married, of course; but most of these, 
except the babies, old men and women, and the invalids, seem as if 
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they would not mind if they were, and as if it shan’t be their fault if 
they are not. 
“They say there’s a marriage made here every year,” said Lina, one 


4. 





afternoon. The South African turned pale, fled to the lonely silence of 
the library, and spent the rest of the day trying to find a novel without 
the first or third volume missing. 

The Sober Boy was getting nearly mad with babies yelling and boys 
playing hare and hounds through the passages, and when he saw the 
bill of a penny readings in the village, he grew delirious with joy, 
because it bore the legend, ‘‘ Infants in arms not admitted.” He was 
there long before the doors opened. So Our Lina and Sisters had to 
amuse themselves that afternoon and evening. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, August 23rd.—The magic letters ‘M.P.”’ have gained a 
new significance, standing now for Martyrs of Parliament. Time is on 


the wing, so are the 
grouse ; yet our sena- 
tors are sitting through 
weary debates in , 
dreary Westminster, ] Yi fj 
while their hearts are YY YY IW! lu 
as sick for the Moor Yj); Yj Vy 
as was Desdemona’s. YM Wy Lf Wie 
Who but the birds are i Wy AW hi, 
grateful for autumn oe AL) fp a ds 
sessions ? 

Mr. W. H. Smith 
invites Colonel Hope 
to communicate his 
grave charges against 
the Ordnance Depart- 
ment, the which, if 
true, show a state of 
things the reverse of 
Hope-ful. 

With Achilles su'k- 
ing, and a mutiny 
against Agamemnon, 
Labby catches _ the 
skirtsof happy chance, 
evidently intent on 
bespeaking the mantle 
of Elijah when done 
with. Hits out hard 
all round, particularly 
at ‘our old nobility,” 
and that oldest sprig 
thereof that hitherto has been regarded as of the genus souveaux riches 
—the blue-blooded house of De Bresci. Sir Michael Hicks-Beach, 
apparently content with his position as second fiddle, in the absence of 
the maestro declares the Irish policy of the Government. His plans for 
encouragement and development of Irish industries awaken ironical 
Jaughter from that ‘‘ parthy”” which regards a contented and prosperous 
Ireland as a consummation devoutly not to be wished ; but Sir Michael 
concludes with a reminder that the Government, so far from withdraw- 
ing from Erin John Bull, are sending Buller. Hartington turns like 
Landseer’s bloodhound, Dignity, to reprove the impudence of the North- 
ampton terrier. Morley poses as Cassandra, with about as much effect 
as the Trojan prophetess—FUN hopes with less ground for his warnings. 

Tuesday.—Fergusson informs Bryce that Government as much con- 
cerned as Tom Jones about interruption of communication with Sofia. 
Parnell speaks at last. Sum total, war to the knife. Intimates that 
though Government work as hard on Irish drainage as Hercules in the 
Augean stables, their labours will be by no means sewer of success. As 
to Irish landlords, desires these left to be dealt with by Irish tenantry. 
The man of few words is a little later followed by the man of many, 
who, pleading for plenary indulgence, sets to work to back up the man 
whom he once imprisoned asa rebel. Who has changed? Not the 
man! The irrepressible Tanner, endeavouring to upset Russell No. 3, 
the Speaker objects to the sound of that Tanner, 

Wednesday.—The Bart. of the ‘‘ parthy,” Sir T. Esmonde, takes up 
the cudgels as vigorously for his Charles Stewart as Thackeray’s Esmond 
did for his. 

Harcourt draws the Chancellor of the Exchequer on Commission. A 
fancy picture. 

Thursday.—Parnell-Gladstonians essay new tactics—bullying Buller. 
II. J. Wilson makes maiden speech on same lines. If this is a sample 
of Mr, Wilson’s speeches as regards taste and discretion, FUN hopes his 
first will be his last. Chamberlain continues the debate. Parnellites 
begin to squirm, finding that, after all, we have men on both sides pre- 
pared to sacrifice place and power, and stand firm in the cause of British 
Union against Parnellites, Gladstonians, American Irish, Invincibles, 
et hoc genus omne. 

Friday,—Division—Parnell beaten. 
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KNICKNAOCKS, 


A FUNNY liftle man, who labours under delusions that he is per- 
petually receiving threatening letters with a coftin marked on them, and 
that crowds follow him, shouting, 
‘* There he is now ; we'll do away 
with him!” had other hallucina- 
tions a few nights back. He stated 
rather loudly in a public thorough- 
fare that he was the Queen’s step- 
father, O’ Donovan Rossa, who had 
just returned from growing cucum- 
bers at the North Pole, where he 
had run away to, when a mere 
child, for fear of being vaccinated. 
He also informed a delighted 
-audience that he was merely pass- 
ing through London on his way 
to see his stepson, the Shah of 
Persia, to whom he was taking, 
as a peace-offering, ten tons of 
condensed aurora borealis in tins, 
He was proceeding to give the 
details of a serious quarrel he and 
his stepson had had concerning a 
certain fashionable beauty, when 
a policeman incontinently locked him up. Next morning the funny 
little man was fined 5s. and advised to take the pledge. He paid the 
penalty, and left the court wishing the magistrate a happy new Christmas. 








THE enormous plaster group of allegorical figures is being removed 
from the top of the Arc de Triomphe. It is proposed that a gigantic 
equestrian statue of General Boulanger be cast in brass, to occupy the 
space, with bronze effigies of Ananias and Judas bowing down before 
the warrior on one side, and a steel serpent and a copper hyxna gazing 
up admiringly at him on the other. 


AN epidemic of typhoid is raging among the famous old carp in the 
ponds of Fontainebleau, and they are pegging out by the dozen. These 
carp are supposed to be the selfsame fish that Napoleon I. tickled and 
threw egg and bread crumbs to, and Louis XVIII. pensively whistled 
and sang to. The selfsame carp that Savary, Napoleon’s con/fidant, 
said ought to be caught, cooked, and served up with rich gravy, made 
of beef and mutton, seasoned with pepper, salt, mace and onions, and 
garnished with lemons, scraped horseradish, and fried oysters. Accord- 
ing to Bourriene, when Savary ventured on this savoury opinion, 
Napoleon, with his usual hasty astuteness, boxed his favourite on the 
ears, and remarked that, apart from the veneration the fish ought to be 
regarded with, they were far too old for edible purposes. Napoleon 
then, with his usual commanding power, impressed on the company 
present that he would not allow any wasteful expenditure of beef, 
mutton, pepper, salt, mace, onions and oysters in the Imperial kitchen 
to dress up a species of fish that had the flavour of graveyard mould. 


A SOLDIER, on foreign service, recently wrote the following terse, 
but pithy, epistle to his wife :—‘* Dear Mary,—I haint hered from you 
fur so long, that I hev forgot I was married; and to tell the gospels 
truth, I hev forgot yor, and got married meself to a Eguptian woman. 
Trustin’ this won’t make no differents in our relashunship when I comes 
back,—I ham your affekshunate ’usband, J wWw—.” 





A VETERINARY surgeon, who happened to be a member of the 
School Board, examined a class the other day. The professional man 
gave the scholars a competitive essay to write. Subject—‘* The 
Horse ;” Prize—‘‘A ‘tanner.’” The boy who won the sixpence 
panned out as follows :—‘* The ors is the noblst of annimales ; he know 
ow meny beanse mak five. Tho he never smok terbakker, he drink 
beer sometimes, wich show he hav sence. He also make good glue 
and soup when biled down proper. His legs is four, and one is plast in 
each korner. Wen he is stone ded his saddel and bridal is layed on 
the shelf. If you wants more inflamashun, rite it yerself.” The head 
aoe tanned the boy that took the ‘‘ tanner,” after the examiner had 
eit, 


A UKASE has been issued by ‘‘ General ” Booth, ordering the warriors 
of his army to abstain from eating, drinking, and smoking for a week, and 
forward the sums thereby saved to him. Sound elm coffins will be sup- 
plied for the remains of those soldiers who succumb under their fast from 
saveloys, gingerbeer, and penny ‘‘ sensations.” The ‘‘General,’’ we 
believe, will confine himself to one ounce of bill-stickers’ paste during 
the week of self-denial. 
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A London Lyric. 

(By OUR CocKNEY CONTRIBUTOR. ) 
You may twaddle about the great briny, ; 
And rave of the fine mountain breeze, mis 
Grow maudlin about the sweet piney oe 

Aroma of tall forest trees. ; 
Pooh ! what do I care for the seaside, 
Where nursemaids and white niggers roam ? ag 
Aud as for your pines and your breeze, I'd 
Prefer to find them nearer home. ae 
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No! give me a lounge in the Parks, sir, i 
A stroil by the now quiet Row ; 
The Monument’s my 7vur St. Facgucs, sir, | 
The Rhine ?—when the Thames doesn’t flow. a 
The ‘‘continong ” has no attractions 
To equal my club’s cosy charms ; 
Friend ’Arry and such ‘‘ vulgar fractions ”’ 
May rush to mine host’s open arms. 
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No conjugal voice ever hear I 
Remark that ‘*the kids” need a change ; 
While free as gue dirat-je ?—a Peri, 
I never in ** furrin parts ” range. 
My temper can never get ruffled 
At sight of those big ‘‘ leetle bills ;”’ tat 
I toil not, in heavy wraps muffled, 
Up slippery, snow-covered hills. 
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To scorch in hot Sandown’s fierce summer, 
Be caught in a stiff Yarmouth squall, 
To know Fate has doomed each new-comer 
In traps yclept ‘‘ lodgings” to fall. , 
Let this be the lot of who chooses, 
The web, tho’, shall not catch ¢Azs fly, 
Who now humbly makes his excuses 
He’s content with his loved London sky. 
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Tue colony where most legal documents are executed—Seal-on. , 


SPORTING NOTE. 4 
(By ONE THAT KNows NOTHING ApnoutT It.) 
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‘+ SWEEP’S-1TAKES. ” 
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OUT ON THE “FIRST.” 
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it! I've got enough shooting in my corn 


“Try a bit of shooting inthe stubble? No, Confound 


Making a good bag on the turnip-patch. 


Old Stodge doesn’t believe in packets of 
cartridges. Give him, he says, the good 
old-fashioned _/7ask. 






































fact that a very large ‘' party” shot over the ground. 


The birds on an estate in the E.W.N.S. district are 
few, aod said to be very shy. This is attributed to the 






powder in my forehead. Shall I try my luck again to-morrow?” 


a in my arm down by the Spinney; three more in my 





** Not a bad day’s soort, dear. Got two ounces of shot 


oot up at Giles’s Farm, and wound up with a charge of 








Epigram. 


[A correspondent to a ladies’ paper asks where she can 
get the gloves used in Dorset for making butter with ?) 
THAT butter’s made of gloves this seems to 
show, 

And so adulteration’s all the go ; 

It seems, to-day, the butter-makers band, 

And use just whatsoever comes to hand, 





Politics. 
Dr. JOHNSON was certainly a prophet as well 
as a lexicographer. Had he lived to-day he 
would say, *‘ Most schemes of political improve- 
ment are very laughable things”—the very 
words he used, as Boswell tells us, on another 
occasion, — Vide ** Life,” chap. xviii. 





PRION, ONE SHILLING; Post-free, 1s. 24. 


In WJO2' TL IN Cr, 


By CHARLES G. LELAND (‘ Hans Breitmann”). 


** The tractate is made up of highly amusing anecdotes 
and the narratives constitute something like a hundred 
and seventy pages of very pleasant reading, and is 1 
every way a cheap shillingsworth of popular literature.” 
—Brighton Guardian. 

“* An amusing collection of comic essays." — Yorkshire 
Gazette. 

** The most amusing book of the season. The treat- 
ment is deliciously original and humorous.” —A derdeen 
Journal. 

**Snoopers cannot do better than read, mark, learn, 
and inwardly digest Mr. Leland’s good-humoured chas- 
tisements of their foibles.” —/s/ing ton Gazette. 


153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 





'*"Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 
| John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’"”—Punch. 
| “The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
told."—//lustrated London News. 

* The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
ia which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour should 
take a dip.”—‘‘ Dagonet,” inthe Referee. 

“‘ An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven wi 
ingenious plot.”— Daily News. 

‘A thrilling little story, by the author of ‘Love 
Clonds,’”"”— 77 uth. 
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DON’T BE CHEATED! 


vou cet JAMES’ 


‘DOM 5 BLACK 


LEAD. 


Used in the Royal Household. 


ne dust, or small icles fly about to injure Garments, 
rapery, Pictures, Carpets, Furniture, Ornaments, &c., and 
its brilkant polish increases the attractions of the fireside. 





















See that you getit! 


As bad makes are oftensold 





Cadb 


GUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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Cocoa 











ted by Dalziel Brothers at the 
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Fleet Street, EL.‘ 
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“WHAT A GUY THAT a 


GIRL AAS MADE OF 


> HERSELF!’ HE 
( REMARKS 


ee 


“ Ween THERE'S A 
PRETTY SPEC: A 

TACLE OF A : 

meyer MAY POLE 


1 mavsT 
SAY t* 






A LITTLE CHAP! 
WHAT A LARK ' * 











On 20 LOOK AT THIS 
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O'Jever- 
SEE SUCH 4 
A PORPOISE 


in Yer wife! 
He! HE! HE’ 
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5. SO SATIRICAL. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Drury Lang.—Mr. Harris has conferred a boon upon the con- 
ductors of this paper, at least, in the production of A Run of Luck. 


f 
mM: 


















Drury Lang.—THAT DEAR OLD Low Comepy Tirr anp 
RECONCILIATION !—HOW WE LOVE IT. 


In that work he has afforded an opportunity (which, surely, ‘‘ never 
will be missed”) to our sporting prophet, Trophonius, for acquiring 
some slight smattering of reliable information concerning racing matters 
—a department of knowledge in which his ignorance is gross. There 
is one jocular (or should I say jockey-lar?) remark at the expense of 
turf vaticinators, however, which I am sure would bring the blush of 
anger to the cheek of that great and gifted creature (and he has plenty 
of it!) and cause him to indignantly leave his seat and get other 
drink. ——— 


Tue “‘horsey” part of the play is full of interest—the dodging and 
counter-dodging with the crack and favourite ‘‘ Daisy” is ingenious and 
exciting, and the realization of the race at Goodwood the very best thing 
of its kind that has been done, The foxhunt meet is also well done, 
and picturesque in effect, and reminds one of Zhe Silver Weddine. 
The story contains very much the ordinary ingredients, but is fairly 
interesting in spite of some weakness. From a literary point of view 
there are several bits of dialogue of which the author may be proud, but, 
asa general thing, the “lines” are pretty much of regular direct and 
explanatory order. 


THE story of the play I shall, perhaps, give (in my own particular 
style) at some later time, for the present a few words for the acting. 
The performances of Messrs, Charles Cartwright and Victor Stevens 
are probably the most uniformly consistent; but Mr. E. W. Gardiner 
makes a capital show as the weak George Selby, and Messrs. Beau- 
champ, H. Nicholls, Misses Compton, M. A. Victor, Edith Bruce, and 
Marie Daltra, as well as most of the performers of minor parts, acquit 
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Drury Lang.—Madie. “On, ves, I'm (M)aaLE TO TAKE CARE OF MYSELF. 


themselves with a good finish and sense of character. Mr, W. Rignold 
and Miss Sophie Eyre (whom we welcome to this stage again with joy) are 
much too stagey, and, in a less degree, so is Mr, J.G, Grahame, Miss 











Alma Murray’s performance of the heroine is a very sweet one through- 
out, and in the one strong scene in the corridor she gives the part all 
the force and truth she knows so well how to impart. 





Way the piece is called 4 Run of Luck is not very clear, unless the 
name was given in a prophetic mood. The implied prophecy will be 
amply justified I haven’t the shadow of a doubt. 


Nops AND WINKS.—The Royal Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern 
once more urges on its wild career. It opened last Friday with a great 
Temperance Demonstration (Teetotalers are always demonstrative !) 
Varieties, lectures, and ballad concerts—the mixture as before, in fact— 
constitute the programme for the season,—Mr. Sydney Shaw has written 
an oratorio, called Gethsemane, which he wishes to produce about the 
end of next month. He has secured some excellent patrons, and 
*‘ politely intimates that he desires to book two hundred Stalls at Ios., 
and Reserved Seats at 5s., to secure him from loss in this heavy under- 
taking.” If Mr. Shaw wants to book seats, surely nobody would pre- 
vent him, but I don’t see how that’s to recoup him !—Mr. William 
Holland has got a baby—it is eleven months old, weighs 58 Ibs, is 3 feet 
high, 30 inches round the chest, arms 114 inches, thighs 20 inches, calf 
114 inches, and is called the Giant Baby.—Mr, John Hollingshead has 
retired from the management of the Gaiety, and there zs talk of his 
building a new theatre; but we shall see.—Dixey has done and gone 
from the Gaiety; he says he’ll come back next year.—Near the end of 
the month Toole’s will re-open, under the management of Mr. F, D. 
Hamilton, ‘‘a new and original” comic opera, by Robert Reece and 
Odoardo Barri, called Peppina, will be the main attraction.—To-morrow 
(Thursday), Mr. Joseph Derrick’s new piece, Curiosity, will be pro- 
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Drury LaNngE.—Avec ung Eyre! 


duced at the Vaudeville-—Monte Cristo, with Miss Farren and Fred 
Leslie in the principal parts, will be the Christmas piece at the Gaiety. 
—On Thursday evening, Mr, Alport, the acting-manager of the 
Vaudeville, takes a benefit, NESTOR. 
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The Encroaching Emperor and Persecuted Prince, 


CONSIDERING the strange ado 

He lately has been passing through, 
Bulgaria’s re-captured Prince 

May not unreasonably wince 

When cogitating o’er the aim 

And scope of Russia’s little game ; 
Since, owing to his wily neighbour, 
He has endured a sort of labour 
Which—as a rule, at least—is not 
Included in a monarch’s lot. 

Surely a man upon a throne 
Assumes that place to be his own ; 
And even should he think no doubt 
He might be rightly bundled out, 
He hardly would expect to be 
Kidnapped away from his countree. 
Therefore, upon his restoration, 
This Prince can scarce find consolation 
In seeing that, do what he will, 
The author of the mischief still 
Keeps prancing with inflated pride 
Uncomfortably near his side. 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom. 
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‘* THERE IS AN AIR COMES FROM HER.”—Winter’s Tale, 








< A New Randolphian Role. 


[It has been discovered that Lord Randélph @iturchill has developed a Sphinx-like 


expression of countenance, after the fashion of te Lord Beaconsfield.) 


For startling versatility commend ts unto him 
Whom Salisbury made the Leader of the House ; 

A round of varied characters hath he been known to skim, 
And some he hath depicted with much ous, 

He has been a youthful Pistol, he has been a sort of clown, 
Indulging in the highest of high jinks, 

He has been a wordy slogger, but he lately seeks renown 
By putting on the visage of the Sphinx. 


Those fine expressive features, once so full of force and fire, 
A chilly-cold impassiveness now wear ; 

Those optics that would flash and roll with imitation ire 
Are fixed into a solid, stony glare— 

That figure once so ‘issom, mow like something petrified, 
Into dignified, stern attitudes now sinks, 

Ah, yes, the rampant Randy, once the laughter-lover’s pride, 
Has now the solemn stillness of the Sphinx. 


This 7é/e was once in favour with Lord Beaconsfield the bold, 
But then Lord B, had genius, don’t you know ; 

Though, mind you, we have always held that Randy, ere he’s old, 
A lot more sound ability will show. 

But the tragic mood is not, we fear, in Leader Randy’s line 
(And so each fellow member likewise thinks), 

In the cunning comic business he more likely is to shine 
Than in copying a solemn, silent Sphinx. 


But who can tell what ré/e our Protean friend may next assume ? 
To-morrow he a contrast strong may be ; 

Nay, ere you’ve read this statement he may throw aside his gloom, 
And once again evoke hon. members’ glee. 

For after all, the nation (though it gives young R. his due, 
As one who from his duty never shrinks) 

Always looks at Randy’s recklessness to have a laugh or two, 
And doesn’t like to see him ape the Sphinx. 


BOARDING-HOUSE MISERY. 


So I like stopping at a boarding-house instead of a hotel. How do 
you know that, sir? how do you know that? That Jones, who’s 
always wanting to do something for somebody or the other, but never 
at his own ex » said to me, **Don’t you go and turn in at the 
Grand Old Man : go to Miss Smithereen’s boarding-house. It’s cheap, 
and you can spend what you save in dissipation.” Jones is an ass. 
But forall that I’m staying at the Misses Smithereens’, looking out of 
the window on to the sea. Hang the Misses Smithereens, I say. The 
house is like all boarding-houses pc Sy sad sea waves I have ever put 
my foot in. There’s a pervading of fat mutton and bad drainage 
everywhere. But they're so respectable. Well, I hate cheap respect- 
ability. The other day I said to Miss Smithereen, ‘I wish, madam, 
you wouldn’t pave Gute so many cinders in the gravy. Never having 
been in the coal trade, I can’t appreciate em.” She immediately burst 
into tears and said, *‘ In dear papa’s days no one would have dared to 
have spoken to me thus.” Dear Papa, I believe, was a workhouse 
chaplain, who drank himself todeath on the pauper’s port. Miss Lydia 
Smithereen in for cheap art. She paints old blacking-bottles, and 
fills em with peacocks’ feathers, and puts them on the mantelpiece. 
She said the other day to me, at lunch, **I have a strong feeling for 
art; form and colour have often consoled me, when other things have 
altogether failed to do so. These vases caused me great pleasure in 
painting in.” She pointed to the bottles on the mantelpiece, and I 
said sweetly, ** Are they Carr’s, or Day and Martin’s?” She sniffed, 
and said to a woman who was seated near her, **In dear papa’s days 
no one would have served me thus.” Up in my bedroom the woman 
has set up a lot of old brokers’ shop prints—missionaries being eaten up 
by savages, and portraits of bishops in wigs, and all that sort of thing. 
** Bishop Bolingsby,” she said at lunch, ‘‘ was dear papa’s great uncle.” 
She calls this interesting conversation, and says that it’s her humble 
duty to entertain the people staying with her. When the melted butter 
is horribly thin, she always asks old riddles that she gleans from the 
family Herald of forty years ago. Whenever she begins ‘‘ Why is 
a something or the other like another something or the other?” I always 
know that someone has found a cockroach in his beans, or a beetle in 
his bread. The woman’s chuckle-headed cunning is too palpable. 
And I came here to please that bear Jones. Boarding-house indeed ! 
I'll retire into the workhouse before I’ll try another. 

DIOGENES Tubbs, 








Men and Things, 
A HAIRDRESSER would make a good conservator of ariver : he always 
looks after the /ocks. 
There is, after all, nothing like the cane to make a dull boy smart. 
Fights are not always unpleasant to see: we ourselves delight to be 
in the presence of a good tur-/ife. 
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RETURNING FROM RAMSGATE. 
Aunt Miggins.— Hunderstand me, Porter ; there is six packidges, 





without a-countin’ the bag in my ’and, as I never parts with.” 

Porter. — Right, marm; and you ‘stick to that ’ere bag tight I A 
bag in the ’and is wuth two in the wan, ‘speshully if you ’appens to ’ave 
a drop of ‘short’ in it. Them long tunnels is very vexashus to the 
bronchials,” 
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(“‘ The rowdier inhabitants of Windsor have been burning the effigy, 
lately wrote letters to the papers about the insanitary state of the borough, 


What a man will sof brook nor forgive is any advice or caution about his 
drains. To attempt to save him from typhoid or diphtheria is an injury he can- 


not pardon. You may have hobnobbed with him for years ; 
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DELICATE GROUND. 


, and. misbehaving themselves before the house of, one of the Queen s chaplains, because he 
and the need of precautions.” —Newsfafper.] 
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As he sees you out that day, he is observed to be unusually stand-offish ; it has become obvious that your friendship is at an end. 
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And if you look over his wall a few days after, you will observe him dancing round your burnin 
an Englishman of his cholera: he 
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But the instant you begin, ‘‘ Don’t you detect a slight smell of——?” he be- 
comes stiff and distant. 
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¢.cfigy with demoniac and vengeance-glutted glee. Never try to rob 
ikes it. 
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Prince of Bulgaria (rubbing himsif).—“AWFULLY OBLIGED, I’M SURE; SO*KIND: OF YOU TO PLAY WITH ME.” 
Russia.—“*OH, DON’T MENTION IT. LET’S HAVE ANOTHER GAME,” 
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POOR MR. SHUFFLER OF SHEFFIELD! 
A Story OF—AH !—WELL—“ INADVERTENCE.” 


Ir was one of the days lately, when the heat was very oppressive, 
tha we fell into an uncomfortable slumber with our toes out of window 
and a lump of ice at the back 
of our neck. 

And we dreamed a strange 
dream, which seemed as though 
it must have some significa- 
tion; and the dream was all 
about Poor Mr. Shuffler of 
Sheffield, 

We dreamed that Poor Mr. 
Shuffler of Sheffield was very 
much indisposed, and it ap- 
peared that he had been so for 
a long time past. All the doc- 
tors had consulted together to 
try and find out what on earth 
could be the matter with Poor 
Mr. Shuffler; but his ailment 
baffled all research, Yet there 
certainly was something serious 
the matter with Poor Mr, 
Shuffler of Sheffield. 

And gradually Mr. Shuffler began to think that somebody must have 
designs upon him, and be gradually but surely poisoning him; and he 
began to write to the papers to that effect. He said there was no doubt 
about it; that he was quite sure somebody was poisoning him; and 
that it was a certain stranger whom he could name. 

And Poor Mr. Shuffler grew so positive and declamatory about it, that 
all sorts of people took up his cause and wrote to the papers too. Among 
them there were hysterical friends of Mr. Shuffler, and enemies of the 
stranger whom he could name, and people who loved a sensation, and 
wildly patriotic people, and sentimentalists, and people who wanted to 
injure the particular party in power at the time, and people who loved a 
grumble, and people who thought they could write very neat letters, and 
people in trade who yearned for a gratis advertisement. All these 
persons wrote long letters to the papers about the poisoning of Poor Mr. 
Shuffler, and the editors were very grateful, for it filled up space and 
attracted notice, and cost nothing for copy. 

And by-and-bye they began to mention the name of the person who 
was suspected of poisoning the victim ; and the suspected one turned 
out to be a cousin-German to Poor Mr. Shuffler (which made the crime 
ten times worse), and all the letter-writers railed at him until his name 
became an abomination to everybody, and everybody learned to loathe 
and detest him. And all the while the suspected party was quite silent, 
which proved to everybody concerned that he mzst be guilty ; and then 
they demanded that all sorts of dreadful things should be done to the 
cousin-German, such as kicking him out of the place, and putting a 
prohibitory tax upon him, and all kinds of other punishments. 

And then some nasty interfering person up and thought he should 
like to look into the matter and find out both sides of it ; and he meanly 
set to work to watch Poor Mr. Shuffler, and what do you think he dis- 
covered? Why, he saw Poor Mr. Shuffler get up in his sleep and 
deliberately go to a cupboard, and pour out a dose of poison, and drink 
it off, and go to bed again; and the person saw this repeated several 
times ; and then he declared it to the world. 

The indignation of Poor Mr. Shuffler was dreadful to witness; the 
foaming letters he wrote to the 
papers; the redness of his 
tace; the bad words he used— 
these can only be left to the 
reader’s imagination. But the 
persons who had written so 
many letters to the papers in 
support of Poor Mr. Shuffler 
looked very silly now, and kept 
awfully quiet, sitting on the 
lowest stools they could find. 
Oh !—ah !—there’s one little 
mistake we made: Mr. Shuffler 
had not been actually as/eep 
when he had taken the poison; 
in fact, not at all asleep; in 
fact, as awake as you or I. So 
people ceased to feel such deep 
compassion for Poor Mr. 
Shuffler of Sheffield; and, in 
point of fact, refused to have 
any further dealings with him, and said he'd better finish the rest of the 
bottle at a gulp. 

















That was our dream: it happened that, just before dozing, we had 
read the following par. :— halla 

‘‘ Some unpleasant revelations are the result of an inquiry by a com- 
mittee of the Sheffield Town Council into certain matters rightly con- 
sidered as calculated to damage the reputation of the town, and injuri- 
ously affect its commercial interests. With a few exceptions, the 
committee have come to the painful conclusion that these charges are 
not groundless, It has been proved that German cutlery and tools are 
largely imported by Sheffield manufacturers, a great portion being then 
sent out as ‘Shefheld made,’ and bought by large numbers of retail 
tradesmen under the belief that they are genuine.” 

But this cannot have had anything to do with our dream. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, August 30—Lords.—Salisbury intimates that the great 
Indian Prithi Rao case, about which there is a pretty row in legal circles, 
is still in the tangle it has been for years, 

Commons.—Height of the fair season. This fruit very plentiful in 
political orchards. Everybody who can get any ‘‘my friend the 
enemy ” to do likewise, is off to moor, lake, or mountain, or following 
the example of W. E. G., and “* buying goods abroad.”” House informed 
that Government is making inquiries as to the expulsion of Drought 
from France. (If this hot weather continues, House thinks of expelling 
drought from England.) If the rev. gentleman had talked on the Place 
de la Concorde the blood-and-thunder spoken by Frenchmen in Trafal- 
gar Square on Sunday, they might have expelled him with reason. Brad 
laugh intimates that, though some distance off his quarry, he is still bent 
on coming to close quarters with Perpetual Pensions, that the scent is 
still keen, and the pursuer still singing, ‘‘ Some day—some day—some 
day I shall overtake you.” That Radical section which is always discover- 
ing immaculate virtue in John Bull’s enemies, and holding J. B. himself 
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up to universal execration, in great 1orce to-night. According to this 
party, the stones in the streets of Mandalay are ready to cry out against 
the wickedness of Britishers and the shining virtue of the happy and 
innocent Burmese. Accordingly, in case sermon of the stones should 
be unheard, the Radicals put up the member for Flint, ‘‘ The Smith a 
mighty man is he ;”’ and there are plenty of renegades in and out of 
Parliament always eager to prove John Bull a blackguard, and his 
enemies angels ; but there are still a few people of an opposite turn of 
mind, and the Smith amendment is ultimately lost. 

Tuesday.—Lord Denman reads a first time that Women’s Franchise 
Bill which seems destined never to have a second. Some day the ques- 
tion will have to be dealt with in another fashion. The Home Secretary, 
in reply to Northampton’s other chosen, reports that Lord Cadogan (the 
Chelsea Pier) is not rendering houseless the artizans who formerly occu- 
pied the houses he is pulling down. House seems to have gone boat- 
race mad. Heat lasts all the evening, and Beach on the Ministerial 
bench, but only Sir Michael, who reports list of killed and wounded in 
the battles of Belfast. 

Wednesday.—Parnellites always virtuously indignant at any breaches 
of the peace except those commanded by the League. To-night their 
Sexton rings the changes on the Belfast riots, in which Catholics and 
Protestants have been murdering each other ‘‘ for the glory of God.” 
Sexton tries to make out that the blaze was caused by Randy’s random 
oratorical sparks. Harcourt, Morley, Labby, Mundella, and Herbert 
view presence of the imperturbable Joseph on Front Opposition with in- 
dignation. ‘‘ Look here,” they expostulate, ‘‘you’ve left the Liberal 
party ;” and Joey, smiling, blandly replies, ‘‘ Not so; you are the par- 
ties who have left the party. I am the principal party representing the 
enn **That’s awkward,” they murmur, ‘‘but he always did pride 

imself on orchidness.”’ 
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watercress girl of Splashbury Common, had been changed at birth, and 
was by all the laws of the land a countess in her own right, there were 
great rejoicings in the neighbourhood. Beer flowed freely, and fire- 
works were brought from the nearest town. The beer went off better 
than the rockets. The former went down easily, the latter up spas- 
modically, 

Ann was a good girl. I am writing of many, many years ago, when 
good girls were not as common, nor common girls as good, as they are 
now. Ann was only common from having lived on one, and when she 
became a peeress, of course she ceased to be a commoner, and removed 
to one of her magnificent palaces in a distant county. 

John Brown was a lad—he could not have been a ladder had he tried 
ever so—and he worshipped the very mud in which his Ann paddled 
while gathering cresses for the morning market. 

Ann loved John to distraction: she said he was enough to distract 
any one. John loved Ann to extravagance : he was extravagant enough 
for anything. 

He paid his addresses to the lowly cress gatherer : he was not wealthy 
enough to pay anything else. But when she rose from cresses to Croesus 
he redoubled his attentions, It was not that he was mercenary—only 
that he wanted to prove he wasn’t proud. 

She pledged him her countess’s word to be true, true for ever ; got 
measured for a Sunday coronet, and went off to her summer palace, 
where she passed a happy, happy life surrounded by princes, dukes, 
brewers, railway contractors, and marquises. In the autumn the report 
reached John that she was going to marry Viscount Gilderoy, a noble 
poor in morals, but rich in gold. 

Now, John Brown had a fairy godmother (all this happened a long, 
long time ago). He hied him to her, remembering how once he had 
been used to hide from her to escape a hiding, and told her his sad, sad 
Story, 

She stuffed the goose with sage advice and onions, then presenting 





the Countess Ann in her silver-gilt palace. 
When John met Ann upon the marble terrace of her second best castle, 
the countess, with a haughty gesture, dismissed her throng of admiring 











him with a special fairy gift to be used as she directed, bade him seek | 
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THE CRUISE OF “THE PRIMROSE.” 
Skipper.—*I sAY, OLD CHAPPIES, AIN’T IT JOLLY?” 
THH GREEN APPUH, | princes, dukes, brewers, railway contractors, and marquises ; and John’s 
A Farry STORY | heart throbbed for joy at this proof of her affection, while Ann muttered 
! we ; | to herself, ‘I must not let them know Iam on speaking terms with 
, . . da 5 . . ’ " . P § 
WHEN it was established beyong*all question that Ann Smith, the | such a scarecrow as John.” For as well as being a good she was a con- 


| siderate girl. 

| ‘*Sweet Ann!” cried John, dropping on one knee, ‘“‘ Bewitching 
| countess, loveliest of thy sex, I no longer sue for thy hand on unequal 
| terms, for Iam wealthier than thou. I have that which gold could not 
| purchase, which monarchs might beg for in vain. Behold this precious 
talisman, the gift of my fairy godmother ;’’ and he took from his pocket 
a small, unripe, green apple. 

** Gracious !” exclaimed the countess. 
away !” 

**Not so, sweet countess ; it is a priceless gift. Whoever eats this 
| apple must ever after speak the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but 
| the truth, Eat, then, adorable Ann ; then let me hear from those ripe 
| cherry lips you love me as of yore; that you are mine, and mine alone, 

Eat, pretty creature—eat !” 

**Not me!” cried Lady Ann shrinking back. ‘I don’t care about 
it; besides, I am a girl, and whoever heard of gir/s telling tarradiddles ? 

It would be no use to me—rather the other way. But you, John—you 

are a man, and need some medicine of the kind. What a glorious 

future lies before you. Eat, John, and emulate that wise and noble 
| American who said he would rather tell a thousand lies than cut down 
| a single cherry tree. Eat, John, and let it go forth toa rejoicing world 
that there is one man on its surface who is sure to speak the truth, Eat 
| it yourself,” 

‘*T don’t see it that way,” answered John, ‘‘I don’t need it. 
as truthful as other people. Besides, there’s no credit in a fellow s 
ing the truth when he can’t help it. /’m not going to eat it. 
take it—give it to a railway contractor or a Cabinet Minister.” 

“What! And ruin him for life? Never!” 

Pettishly, being annoyed with his pet, John cast the fairy gift from 
him. As it rolled along the smooth white marble it attracted the atten- 
tion of a gorgeously-plumed parrot, who flew from the open doer of his 
gilded cage, and pecked at the apple as if he could have eaten a peck. 
Then he fluttered to the balustrade, cocked his head on one side, and 
| uttered this oracular sentence, ‘‘’Tis a wicked world, and mightily 
given to lying.” 

The fairy spell had worked. 


‘*Throw the horrid thing 
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The parrot spoke the truth, 
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KNIOKNAOKS. 

THE snivelling Russ, who is now in the pillory, and being scarified 
for his scoundrelism in Bulgaria, whimpers, ‘‘ /¢ is a catastrophe.” 
Quite so! When the burglar is sen- 
tenced to seven years’ penal servitude 
for house-breaking, he growls, ‘* /¢ 
is a catastrophe.” When a coiner of 
bad money is seized with “ duffers ” 
in his pocket, he hisses between his 
teeth, ‘‘ /¢ is a catastrophe.” When 
the garrotter is wincing under the 
cutting strokes of the ‘‘cat,” he 
groans, ‘‘ // is acatastrophe.” When 
the wholesale poisoner is handed over 
to the tender mercies of Mr. Berry, 
he gurgles, ‘* /¢ is a catastrophe.” 
Yet all such wretches call on the 
Deity to aid them in their distress 
so does the snivelling Russ, 





Rep hair on ladies’ heads is fashionable once more among the ¢/1/e 
of seciety. But red noses on gentlemen’s faces are not considered 
becoming at present. The @ /a mode whirligig is very eccentric in its 
twirls. In good King George’s golden days, red-headed lasses were 
looked upon as monstrosities, and white-nosed men as milksops, 





A RAILWAY porter, who had passed the greater portion of his suc 
cessful career at Windsor, has dicd worth some £5,000. Possibly his 
lelicate and dexterous. manner of Windsor-soaping passengers was 
instrumental in enabling him to amass sucha sum. Kailway servants 
are continually cut to pieces, but they seldom ‘‘cut up” so well. 


‘(My business, now, is to talk, my dear,” said the newly-elected 
member for Stoke-( ‘olney, : he rolled home to his spouse in a state of 
garrulity. ‘* Very likely, my dear,”’ replied the tired matron; ‘but I 
really think you might close your place of business, just for a rest, when 
you are kind enough to honour me with your compary ; and, I say, pray 
do have a new set of false teeth propped in your shop-front as soon as 
possible,” ee 

Ir is said that pats of butter are placed under glass cases and handed 
down as heirlooms in some parts of Switzerland, In Engiand, by the 
way, there is a marked afiinity between pats of butter and hair, especially 
in boarding-houses. 


HirHeRiO the Kev. Henry Ward Beecher has neglected a very 
attractive point in the sermonic lectures he has been delivering in the 
United Kingdom, It seems that, when performing in the States, he 
whistles marvellously. [lis imitation of the piping bullfinch is said to 
be the most plaintive, eye-pipingest tootle ever tuned from an American 
pulpit or platform. Henry might try a note or two over here. He 
would be listened to with profound respect. 

AN innocent young benedict tells us he has found out that it is a con- 
foundedly stupid piece of policy to beat a mother-in-law at cribbage. 
He opines that it causes more turmoil than beating her with the cane- 
end of a feather dusting-brush. He'll learn more later on, 

A TRADESMAN, who was county-courted a few days ago, said to the 
judge, ‘* Would you be good enough to hear my case at once.” ‘* Really 

ir,” replied the courteous official, ‘* IT must beg of you to wait a little 
longer, and take your turn.” = ** Dear me! whata nuisance,” sighed the 
tradesman, ‘‘I have got such a lot of things to sell, and my youngest 
daughter is down with the measles.”’ ‘*I trust you will get a good price 
for your goods, and that your child will not sutier much from your un 

avoidable absence,’ remarked the judge. ‘* Thank you, my lud,” re- 
turned thetradesman ; ** butamI likelytobedetained long?” ** Umph!”’ 
ejaculated the judge, *f perhaps a month or so in Holloway gaol—that 
is, if you are not silent very soon,.”’ ‘In that case I think I shall go out 

side and have a couple of sausages, mashed potatoes, and a pint of 
stout,’ exclaimed the tradesman. ‘‘ Certainly, do so!” said the judge, 
**but don’t be gone long; I trust you will enjoy your lunch. Yet you 
should remember that at this time of year sausages are not consid . 
Sut the tradesman had disappeared. ‘* Excessively boorish of the fellow 
not to have heard me out,” grumbled the judge. ‘I think I shall 
commit him for contempt when he comes back.”’ 





THe wealthy Americans are shaking the dust of their soil from their 
feet, and are invading Europe in larger numbers than ever. During 
one day, recently, two thousand citizens, more or less loaded with 
shekels, left the States to do the Old World and be done by its inhabi- 
tants. Italian princes, German barons, and French counts, are having 
a capital season this year. 








——— 


Is it a Bungle—oh ? 


THE Bungalow Village is now all the go; 

In the heart of sweet Surrey this scheme, you must know, 
Was formed by the Bungalow Club. 

The notion in favour is likely to grow, 

But, among other things, the B. V. cannot show 
An edifice known as a ‘‘ pub,” 

We do not quite see the B. V.’s little plan, 

3ut perhaps it considers a ‘* bung ”’-a-low man, 





Trying to Joss-tle Joseph. 
(A weckly paper refers to Mr. Chamberlain as ‘‘the Joss of the Liberal Unionists.”} 


SOME folks would doubtless feel quite cross 
If called an Idol or a *‘ Joss,” 

And great M.I.s might well feel crosser ; 
But still ’tis plain as plain can be, 
Whate’er they say of Joseph C., 

They cannot call that Joss a ‘‘ Josser.”’ 


A SPANISH soldier suffering from catalepsy, who had been lying in a 
Havana hospital in a semi-unconscious state for fifteen months was cured 
the other day in a marvellous manner. A Spanish piper happened to 
pass through the city, armed to the teeth with bagpipes. A medical 
experimentalist introduced the man of pig-skin music to the sufferer’s 
bedside, and ordered him to play up the tune the cat died of. He 
obeyed. The effect was magical, the cataleptic patient leapt from the 
bed shrieking ‘* the cat!” ** the cat !” and used language that caused all 
the lady nurses and sisters of mercy to quit the ward, 


Hk iz harf employed whoo seeks employment in a good cote.—O. E. P. 























A JEW D’ESPRIT GONE WRONG. 


Mrs, Manasses (witheringly, holding up bygone articles of attire, 
vay just a little out of date ),—** Them was made in the Year One!” 

Norah.—** Thrue for you, Miss, an’ moighty clever it is of yez to 
foind it out in the turrun of a hand like that. I'll go bail, now, ye 
can tell toa minut how ould the lady was as wore ‘em in the Year 
Wan, an’ whether she had a warrut on the roight soide of her nose or 
the left.”’ [But Norah and Mrs, Manasses didn’t deal. 
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A LITTLH SPA-ING, 


THIRD DOSE, 


HEN we want to get rid of the Sober 
Boy, we always give him the Guide 
Book, and tell him to go some. 
where. We’re bound to give him 
the Guide Book, or else he doesn’t 
lose his way, and comes back too 
soon. The chief traits of the author 
of the work in question are a 
desire to derive everything from the 
Gaelic, and an excessive reliance 
upon the points of the compass as 
the bases of description. For in- 
stance, he will cheerfully commence 
his directions something in this 
fashion—‘‘ Following the main road 
in a south-easterly direction for 
about a mile, the pedestrian will 
notice some few points to the west, 
a peculiarly shaped tree; keeping 
this land-mark on the south-west by 
north, and proceeding for some few 
hundred yards west, he will presently 
strike a footpath leading due north,” 
xec., &c, ‘* The visitor cannot fail 

to find the object of his search,” is usually the jocular conclusion. With 

the assistance of this guide, the 

Sober Boy has lost his way to all 

the principal points of interest in 

the vicinity. “RG 

Haltwhistle was one of these. —_ 

The Sober Loy sought it out in 

particular, because the book said 

people lived to fabulous ages there 

—giving a list from the tombstones 

in the churchyard ranging from |_| 

something like seventy-two toone | 

hundred and seven—and the Boy}. 

thought he’d look around for a “H/ 

house there. Hetook the precau- (A WANin) Mi Ay. ) | HA e. 
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tion to examine the tombstones OF ANTIQUARIAN =“ 
first, however. As usual, the guide INTEREST! 
was entirely out of it. The first 
stone he came to bore five names, with the ages of twenty-six, twenty- 
five, eleven, six, and two years 
respectively ! The ages on another 
stone were seven, and two years 
and ‘infancy’; on another nine- 
teen, nineteen, and ten years ; on 
= a fourth five, three, and three 
aay pear ony ~—«sears, and eleven months; two 
“THE BELLS GO A-RINGING children had ‘infancy ” affixed to 
_ FOR SARAN— their names, while their father and 
mother were aged forty-five and 
thirty-six respectively. Other ages caught his eye as he retreated in 
dismay—five years, six months, five years, one year, &c., &c. One 
Stone, bearing a strange legend, 
he has sketched from memory. 
Of course the guide book 
wanted to find a Gaelic original 
for Haltwistle, but it doesn’t want 
much argument to prove that it is 
merely so called because it is there 
that they signal the trains to stop. 
The Boy thought the place de- 
cently interesting, but rather tor- 
pid. ‘* Nobody but a guide book,” 
said he, ‘*would believe people 
could live to any age in such a 
lifeless place.” He only met four 
persons and a dog; the dog was 
muzzled, Of the four persons, 
one was a postman, two were 

















Londoners, and the fourth was _ S!STER/} f | 
drunk, He insisted upon giving rel 
the S. B. his address. After this pri 
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to gain the railway station, and ish HZ 

Wait for a train back to Finsland, CONG Tome 

was but the work of an hour or so. KEEP HER-IN 

“*What I like about this place,” 

said the South African, going into the Boy’s room as soon as he’d missed 


nobody will come near or interfere with you.” ‘It has drawbacks, ’ 
replied the boy, ‘* We havea wet day, which is rather trying. Apocrypha 
comes out strong on such occasions ; and then there’s Mrs. Debrett, who 
knows a good deal of the peerage to, or at, everybody who comes into the 
room ; the Flower has gone away ; the sound of someone singing flat in 
the second-class drawing-room is 
wafted on the breeze, and the 
South African gets disconso- 
late, Sister’s gone for a walk. 
Our Lina is enjoying some light 
reading—somebody has given her 
a packet of ‘conversation lozen- 
ges,’ and she is committing the 
inscriptions to memory. The 
Sober Boy has retired to his 
room—to write letters, he says. 
He has taken a bottle of whisky 
to write them with. ‘‘ Oh, here!” 
says the South African to the 
other Sisters, ‘‘let’s have a game 
of whist ; Mrs. Debrett’ll make a 
fourth, I daresay.” ‘* Not for us,” 
says one of them; ‘‘she’d be 





a 
claiming acquaintance with all the recutan // | 
kings and queens!” So ¢hat fell SWELLS 
through. WE ARE ON vi bh 
**T say,” said Our Lina, on SATURDAY  ™- 4a 


Saturday, ‘‘such a lot of people 
have come, and the dance is 
a regular swell affair to-night,” 
and she smiled all over. There was anxiety in the South African’s 
countenance as he eyed the brilliant throng some hours later, he was 
clearly thinking apprehensively of that annual wedding. It was too 
much for him, and he fled to town on the Monday. We got very 
political in the smoking-room after the ball, and we argued until the 
gas was turned off, and they brought us our six candles. We always 
blow five of the candles out when they do that, and light another as 
each becomes exhausted, until there is only one remaining. Then 
we fight for that, and the winner sees the rest to bed in turn before 
retiring triumphantly with the candle to his own chamber. Sometimes 
the candle doesn’t last out. 


NIGHTS 4 Can TELL YOU! 








In Battle R.A. 


I wILt tell you a shocking story, 
At which you will all turn pale ; 
’Tis of the Academy’s glory, 
This almost incredible tale, 
Of all things the world should cry ‘‘ Shame ” at, 
Or should view with disgust and dismay— 
’Tis the blasphemous scheme that would aim at 
Reforming the great R.A. 


’Tis true the R.A. has drifted 
Into a club, so to speak ; 
And that Art by it now is ne’er lifted, 
Unless Art’s in its own sweet clique. 
It goes in for mutual admiring, 
In a charmingly innocent way ; 
Yet irreverent men are conspiring 
At reforming the great R.A. 


These Royal Academicians, 
The walls of their show-place line ; 
Their works, hung in best positions, 
Are large, if they’re not very fine ; 
But 7/ they’ve some space in a corner, 
To outsiders they kindness display. 
Yet, woe is me! Many a scorner 


Calls this body a ‘* rank R.A.” 


We admit the Academy’s duty 
Is to foster the love of Art ; 
’Stead of which it secures the booty, 
And neglects all the other part. 
We confess that its system is rubbish 
(Though ’tis wicked so much to say), 
But we blush at the crafty and cubbish, 
Who’d reform the “‘ gone wrong” R.A, 





Could any Reason be more Conclusive? 
‘©Wuy, your hair used to be white!” ‘‘Ah! that sort of thing does 





his way home again, ‘is that you may ring your bell for hours and 





very well—so long as one remains young.” 
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR. 


: . i i heir views on various questions. Feeling that 
_ present season the leading daily news are good enough to permit the public to express their ' e . ung that 
OR se rag ‘aghent.. of discussion hows been well rs ae, I venture to suggest a few more, and am, Yours till death, ‘“Onr WHO Knows 
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The present would be a good time Then the rumoured dearth of husbands affords a fair field for The recent case of cannibalism will evoke comment 
for the Aead officials of the Civil Ser- inquiry. (Query—Is this method of securing a consort strictly and indignant remonstrance. 
vice to air their grievances. comme tl faut? 
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The activity of Russia in intriguing against our Indian The respective merits of tea and whisky And the fact that there is ‘‘ nobody in town” might be touched 
empire will deservedly attract attention. will doubtless find advocates. on. (Of course a few millions won’t count.) Perhaps, though, 
these gentlemen have exhausted this theme. 


























In His Clutches, | ** Play, be hanged! Mr. Bruin,” Have always affected 
(Sze CARTOON.) - Replies the brave Prince, _Amanner most meek— 
; ade You my hopes tried to ruin, Still more so whenever 
Crigs Prince Alexander, But / didn't wince. They've failed in their plot ; 
‘* Your hug, Mr. Bear, Nice ‘ play’ to entrap me And the Bear was too clever 
Has raiséd my dander— Away from my friends, And rash, was he not? 
It has, I declare ; And arrange to kidnap me But, alas! Alexander 
You’ve torn me and bruised me To suit your own ends !” | (Who lately won fame 
And hid me away— Cries the Bear, ‘‘ This estrangement | As a valiant Commander) 
In fact, you’ve used me Is really a shame. | Now plays the Bear’s ‘‘ game.” 
Most badly, I say!” A// my little arrangement 
** Don’t reproach me,” quoth Bruin. Was only ‘a game.’” 
‘“* Let’s be friends again, eh ? | | THERE is no reason why an opera-house 
Whate’er I’ve been doin’ | Thus the strong, when detected | should not make a good police court: in both 
»’ 5) 


Was only my ‘play. Ensnaring the weak the use of the ‘‘ staff” is of primal consideration 
b ’ p 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
(~~ HE OLYMPIC.—Smiling faces— 


broadly smiling faces —on every 
hand, proved that the audience as- 
sembled at this theatre to witness 
the newest rendering of A/acleth 
generally, and Lady Macbeth in 
particular, had come with the deter- 
mination and expectation of being 
thoroughly amused. Nor were 
they disappointed. Mrs. Conover, 
both in her own performance and 
the selection of her company, on 
the whole, has shown a praise- 
worthy desire to raise this play (for 
having written which I shall never 
forgive that gentleman from War- 
wick hire) from the depressing 
gloom usually surrounding it. With 
this laudable intention, she strikes 
the key-note herself. She has 
grasped an idea which has escaped 
previous essayers of the character, 
Lady Macbeth is a lady of exalted 
station, and therefore spoke, no 
loubt, with a refined accent, and 
, convey this the more readily Mrs. Conover assumes at the outset a 
‘*masher”’ style of diction which is extremely effective, and consistently 
tained in the most exciting situations. The air with which she 
claims, *‘ Stand not upon the awdah of your going, but go twunce !”” 
thrilling. 





Tits humorous view of the character is kept in view throughout, 
and coupled into a marionette-like burlesque of all the conventional 
business and action, keeps the audience in a cheerful frame of mind all 
the evening. Mrs, Conover is credited by some of the critics, I notice, 
with playing the sleep-walking scene in the good old powerful fashion ; 

it in this they wrong her. The scene is so impressive in itself that, if 
the actress only possesses a sufficiently immobile countenance (which to 
do Mrs. Conover justice, she has), it is difficult to destroy the awe- 
inspiring spirit of the incident, but there are not wanting underlying 
hints of humorous intention. In this scene the fair manageress looks 
extremely picturesque, and wears a bunch of curls trickling fondly down 
her left temple. The long sample card of linen shirt-buttons she wears 
dangling from her waist-band in the first act is very touching. 


Mr. BARNES’ Macbeth is rather out of key with the general hilarity 
of tone; it is a good, solid, every-iay Macbeth, with a clear-headed 
enunciation of the text and no bothering about metaphysics; but I 
lon’t think much of his fight with Macduff; the other two Macs would 
have done it ever so much better. The rest of the cast do not interfere 
with the lightsome conception of their manageress. Added to a comic 
Macduff, there are (among the rest), a specially comical and crinkled 
King Duncan, a comic Banquo, of singular and smilingly affable 
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manners, and a comic Malcolm whose idea of humour, however, is 
rather depressing, 


ee 


The s enery is of first quality and excellently managed ; indeed, the 





piece is ** put on” with marked taste and judgment in all departments, 
The singing witches ‘‘ in the clouds ’ are effective. Hecate Seemed a 
good deal “tin the clouds” with her elocution, and I suppose it was 
the damp nature of the situation which caused her to sing flat occasion. 
ally ; they were very fetching, though, some of them, and when we saw 
Mr, Tom Burnside, with a flowing head of hair, singing away in the back. 
ground, we were happy for the rest of the week, And when all was 
over there were drinks. 

Tue STRAND.—From the moment I first saw him act I conceived 
the idea that Mr. Edward Compton must be a bad actor; and having 
just seen him in 7he Xivals, I am certain he is a very bad Bob Acres. 
The slow portentousness with which he plods through the part is ex- 
hausting to listen to, and to puff out his cheeks and curl his under-lip 
outwards being his single form of humorous expression, the relief is 
inadequate ; a more melancholy instance of wasted opportunities could 
hardly be quoted than Mr. Compton’s share of the ‘‘challenge” scene. 
Many members of the company are more than adequate to their tasks, 
however. Mr. Sydney Valentine—judging from his Captain Absolute— 
is really an actor of singular finish and discretion ; it is a performance 
satisfying in all respects. The veteran Mr. Lewis Ball makes a capital 
Sir Anthony, and Miss Elinor Aickin gives a broadly good Mrs, 
Malaprop. Miss Dora Vivian is not wholly sincere in her rendering of 
Lydia Languish, but it is not lacking in good qualities, either. This 
lady distinguished herself on the night of my visit by doing her best to 
‘*kill a fiddler,” by flinging ‘* Beverley’s ” miniature at his unprotected 
head. Miss Margaret Terry has the advantage of good looks, but her 
Julia lacked distinction somewhat. 





THE OpeRA Comioug.—lI just looked in the other night to see 
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THe STRAND.—NOT EXACTLY SIDE-ACRES 


how Mr. Felix Morris gets on as Rufus Marrable in Aachelors. He is 
very good indeed ; his funny little ways and shuffling trot made me die 
laughing, and I’ve no doubt they'll make you do the same if you go and 
see them. Mr. Vezin, in the (to him) perfectly novel character of a 
hero of farce, is very funny, too; but I wish he would invent a cleaner- 
looking make-up. Mrs. W. Sidney is capital, and there are such a lot of 
pretty girls in the cast, 

Nobs AND WINks.—-When he comes back, Mr. Wilson Barrett is 
going to give us Othel/o, they say. It’s kind of them to ‘* break it 








gently’ to us in that way, I suppose.— Waldemar ; or, the Rovers of 


the Khine is the rather unimaginative title of a comic opera, in two acts, 
by three persons—Messrs. Beatty Kingston, Maurice Barrymore, and 
W. Fullerton.—/ndiana, with Mr. Arthur Roberts and Miss Wadman 
in the cast, will be produced at the Manchester Comedy Theatre before 
coming to the Avenue.—Miss Edith Bruce is engaged for Ganem in the 
Drury Lane Pantomime (/orty Thieves), Hooray !—Fim the Penman 
will re-appear at the Haymarket on the 25th with much the same cast 
as before, except that Mr. Willard will appear as Jim, NESTOR. 
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THREE prisoners recently convicted in Glasgow were evidently 
persons of cult. On being sentenced to five years’ penal servitude 
a-piece, No, 1 beamed happily, rubbed his hands, and ejaculated, 
‘Thank you, my lord, cheer up.” No. 2 clasped his hands together, 
turned his eyes towards the ceiling, and said, ‘* Thank you, my lord, 
we shall meet in the sweet by-and-bye.” No. 3 waved his hands in 
the air, and exclaimed in a tone that reminded one of Henry Irving’s 
delivery, ‘‘ Thank you, my lord; you are a grand old man; that is all 
I have to say to you.” . 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom. 




















‘“T’LL NOT MEDDLE WITH IT. IT IS A DANGEROUS THING,’’— 
Richard Tl. 


LESS OF THE LONG VACATION. 


Why the Long Vacation? I don’t see why your lawyers should 
have longer vacations than anybody else. I’ve been to see my man 
about suing a tenant fellow for dilapidations. I go to his office 
expecting to see him at once. Two of his clerks I’m sure have been 
smoking cigarettes. I can smell ’em. Office boy has got a chunk of 
toffee in his right cheek. I’d toffee him if I was his master. ‘“‘Is 
Mr. Spiggins in?” I ask. ‘*No; Mr. Spiggins won't be in until 
eleven. It’s the Long Vacation.” The consummate hanged impudence 
of expecting a man to waste an hour simply because it’s the Long 
Vacation! I don’t think much of solicitors, I don’t. They had to 
pass an Act of Parliament to make ’em gentlemen. Bah! a bad lot. 
I sit waiting in the ante-office. Like the clerk’s confounded impudence 
not to ask me into a private inner room! A man comes in—a hard-up 
looking beggar— si 
** Called in to see Mr. Spiggins to know how my case was getting on. 
The clerks grin and say, ‘* Long Vacation, sir.” The man says, ** D— 
the Long Vacation. I wanted to have that money paid. This will 
nearly ruin me.” I see the clerks wink at each other as they say ‘* Long 
Vacation.”’ The man goes out, banging the door and swearing at a fine 
rate. Presently a woman comes in. Respectable parson’s widowey- 
looking sort of woman. She looks uncommon nervous and fidgety. 
‘* I expected to have had a cheque from Mr. Spiggins,” she says. The 
clerks chuckle again, and say, ‘‘ Long Vacation, Madam. No business 
of that sort is ever attended to in the Long Vacation.” The woman 
goes off almost snivelling. The clerks begin talking about betting, and 
the office boy goes on swallowing chunks of toffee. Other clerk-looking 
beggars, I suppose from other solicitors, come in. They talk about 
‘*bitter” and ‘*twos of Scotch.” One would think that the fellows 
had nothing to do. 

I say that I’ll go out for a stroll and come back again. I stroll round 
to the Law Courts. Beastly looking building, something between a 
lunatic asylum and a gaol. Two immensely fat sergeants-of-police are 
standing in front of the main entrance, perspiring freely, but doing 
nothing. A couple of detectives are kicking their heels and yawning. 
There is a fellow with a barrow-load of cheap photographs near by. 
Nobody’s doing anything. Hullo! here’s Spiggins himself. Me’s got 
up in a **half-river” style. ‘‘Oh! that affair of yours will be all right! 

















It’s the Long Vacation. We'll let things go fallow a bit, hey?” I say, 
**I don’t see what the dooce the Long Vacation has got to do with my 
business!” He says, ‘*Can’t be helped. Have a bit of lunch, Tubbs ? 
That’s the best thing to do to-day.” I tell him that I think it a con- 
founded piece of humbug that any one profession should be able to 
dictate as to the way it Il do its work. He says, ‘‘I didn’t make 
the Long Vacation—he! he! If I had perhaps I would have made it 
a bit longer.” I won’t have a lunch with Spiggins. Confound the law, 
and confound his infernal impudence. No, I won’t have a lunch with 
him. ‘*Good mayennaise! cold grouse !—hey? What did you say?” 
** Well, p’raps as its your Long Vacation, I don’t mind.” 

DIOGENES TUBBs, 








A Dhu-leep in the Dark. 


[According to the ¥ournal des Débats, several Indian princes, following the example 
of the Maharajah Dhuleep Singh, have made common (we were about to say "' or 
garden”) cause with Russia.) 

SUCH a matter isn’t likely to debar us from our plans, 

For always to our duty shall we cling ; 
We shall hold our own in Asia, spite of Eastern ‘‘ pots”’ and Khans, 
And whatever Maharajahs say or Singh. 
But, meanwhile, we may tell you that the news need not appal, 
This bit of Indian treach’ry isn’t Singh-ular at all. 


Too Fast. 

A S1GNor Succi has been undergoing an extreme and peculiar fast 
in Kome. He only takes pure water and Vichy ditto, which doesn’t 
seem to Vichy-ate his system. Fortunately, we who prefer solids need 
not exclaim, ‘* Suc(h)ci’s life!” 





This is (S)culler'd. 
[A writer in a daily paper asks, ‘‘ Where are the English scullers? | 
** WHERE are the English scullers?”’ quoth he, 
You’d have fancied that every one knew ; 
The English (s)colours you all can see, 
And their names are the Red, White, and Blue. 
































NOT TO BE BEAT. 
Young Lady (looking for friend s house in strange street ),—* CAN 
YOU TELL ME WHERE I4A IS? 


Policeman.—‘*14A, Miss? HE Is OFF THIS BEAT NOW, Miss, 
He’s GONE INTO PLAIN CLOTHES.” 
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THE CONSISTENT MAGISTRATE. 
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“Eh?” said the Magistrate. ‘One thousand live fowls wedged into that box by hydraulic pressure, and nine hundred and ninety-nine of them died of their suf- 
ferings on the journey, and this gentleman charged with doing it? Oh, pooh! it can’t be cruelty, because the same thing has been done regularly for a long time.” — 
(See recent report.) 





And the next day a rough knocked down that Magistrate, and blackened his eye, and damaged his bones, and put him generally out of repair. ‘‘ But you oughtn’t to 
mind it,” explained the Rough, ‘‘ becos the same sort o’ thing has bin done from the beginnin’ o’ history.” 
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And when that Rough was brought up before that Magistrate, charged wi gi isi i 
sb ‘ ! ged with that assault, the Magistrate, recognising the logic of the argument, smiled a pleasant 
smile, and dismissed the case. It is really a pleasure to see our J.P.s act with this hoond-enlnded Sovanisliee ° ” 
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PARDONABLE RESENTMENT ; 


OR, A VERY RE-ASSURING STATE OF THINGS. 
A Few Items oF News ;— 


‘A body of hop-pickers lately travelled by rail into the country 
without taking any tickets, refused to pay their fares when requested to 
do so, and savagely as- 
saulted the railway officials 
and police. They were 
then allowed to go away 
scot-free,”’ 

** Messrs. Brown, Jones, 
and Kobinson, having been 
requested by their land- 
lord to pay the quarter’s 
rents of their respective 
villas, indignantly refused, 
and severely chastised the 
offending landlord and a 
policeman who interfered. 
They then retired.” 

‘* Three spinster ladies, 
on being asked for their fares 
by the conductor of an 
omnibus in which they had 
travelled to Peckham, 
ingrily set upon the official, and reduced him to a pulp with their 
umbrellas. They then quietly walked away home to tea.” 

















Mr. FUN is really glad to see that a universal blow is at length being 
aimed at the pernicious habit, so prevalent among creditors, of asking 
for payment. Too long has the iron heel of Value Received trampled 
upon the neck of unwilling debtorship. It is the necessity of paying 
which clogs the wheels of commerce, and hangs its deadly fetters upon 
‘0 many who would otherwise make a good thing of it. There is little 
doubt that this insensate and tyrannical craving for payment lies at the 
root of the present depression in trade. FUN himself is a sufferer at the 
hands of those of whose goods or services he has availed himself: they 
give him long credit, it is true; but then they require—and even de- 
mand, nay, in many cases compel—payment in the end. Creditorism 
must be swept away: there must no longer be any necessity for pay- 
ment ; and the example of the noble hop-pickers (and of the Irish nation 
in general, and of many another public-spirited person) is a step in the 
right direction. Still more comforting, too, is the reflection that the 
authorities, imperial and otherwise, begin to recognise the everlasting 
justice of the debtor’s protestation, and (whenever the debtor is in suffi- 
cient force to employ the necessary amount of violence) to ‘‘ take no 
further action in the matter.” It is with pride and joy that we look 
forward to the near future when the reports in the daily papers shall 
disclose a state of things—the perfect consummation of the good work 
—something like the following :— 

** John Jukes, a ticket-collector on the North-South-Western Railway, 
was brought up before Mr. Trouncer charged with unlawfully demanding 
payment for value received—to wit, the fare for a certain journey in a 
train enjoyed by James Jobkins, the plaintiff; and the North-South- 
Western Railway Company were also brought up on a charge of aiding 
and abetting the said John Jukes by giving their instructions and autho- 
rity to his action ; and were further charged with unlawfully retaining 
and paying the said John Jukes for the purpose of illegally demanding 
payment from various members of the public for value received, contrary 
to the statute—to wit, 
Vict. 51, cap. 1.” 
** James Jobkins proved 
having ridden without a 
ticket to Dash Station, 
where the defendant stood 
at a barrier and demanded 
his fare; whereupon Mr. 
Jobkins, assisted by a num- 
ber of indignant friends, 
tripped up the defendant 
and tarred and feathered 
him, and also broke his 
legs. They considered that 
this action on their part 
was justified by the provo- 
cation. After that Mr. 
Jobkins and his friends 
proceeded to the board- 
room of the company and blackened the eyes of the chairman and 
directors, finally smashing all the furniture, and leaving. 

The defendants pleaded that, at the time when the fare had been 
demanded they had been in ignorance of the passing of the new Credi- 











tors’ Restriction and Abolition Act, under which the proceedings had 
been taken; and also submitted that undue violence had been used by 
the plaintiff in resisting the demand. 

‘The magistrate said that, considering the circumstances, he was not 
of opinion that undue violence had been used. This habit of demanding 
payment was a scourge that must be crushed out. Ignorance of the 
new and most salutary law was no excuse for the defendants ; still, as 
they had had a severe lesson at the hands of the plaintiff and his friends, 
he would inflict a mitigated penalty this time. 

‘‘ He then sentenced John Jukes to seven years’ penal servitude, and 
each of the directors to twenty years, together with one thousand lashes 
with the cat. A delighted crowd cheered the plaintiffas he left the court.” 


Thats the right state of things! Here, Office Boy, run round to 
the ‘Cow and Corkscrew’ and fetch a dozen of their finest champagne ; 
and it the barman wants payment for it, knock him down and trample 
on him. Wait a second—here’s a customer at the counter asking for a 
copy of Fun.” Take his money first. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


MonDAy, Sept. 7.—Depression in trade nowhere more apparent than 
with the Peers, who just peer in and disappear. 

In Commons Sir James Fergusson informs Bryce that Government 
has received no 
official intimation 
of latest Bulgarian 
atrocity—the com- 
pulsory abdication 
of Prince Alexan- 
der. Sir Henry 
Tyler advocates a 
‘* few firm words,” 
as if words had not 
had enough play in 
the Eastern Ques- 
tion, and a discreet 
silence till the 
time for firm deeds 
were not a more 
becoming policy. 
The British Navy 
has still its jewels, 
and it appears 
H.M.S. Ofa/ and 
Diamond have 
been busy in the 
Pacific Ocean, 


where the natives 
seem far from pacific in notions. Courtly Courtney re-elected Chairman 


of Committees me. con. This iscommel faut. All sorts and conditions 
of discussions on Army Estimates. Labby objects to military bands at 
Primrose League fé‘es. Why can’t Leaguers imitate his example, and 
blow their own trumpets? Dr. Tanner, who last week called Colomb 
‘* liar,” with the good taste which characterises him, warns Biggar to 
look to his Jaurels, and deals a stab in the back at a noble class of men— 
army surgeons—describing them as ‘‘ the muck and scum of the schools.” 
This cracked-sounding Tanner is not much credit to the school he’s come 


from, 














That school, perhaps, taught many Tanners, 
It surely ne’er taught any manners. 

Tuesday.—T.R.H. Albert Edward and Paddy Connaught meet 
** Orlando” at Chancellor’s table, whereon the trio swear, not at each 
other, but allegiance to the T.R.H.’s respected mamma. 

Commons.—Bradlaugh pleads in vain for the irrepressible Williams, 
who would get ‘‘run in,” and is now as eager to get out; but Home 
Sec. Matthews is impervious to the voice of the charmer, Williams has 
been quodded, not for Socialism, but ‘‘ obstruction,” which is a serious 
offence—outside Parliament. Army Estimates still under discussion. 
State of affairs at Ordnance Department evidently requires surveying. 
General debate on ‘‘ bobbery and jobbery.” ’ 

Wednesday,—Navy Estimates. What with guns that will only kill 
those who let them off, and ships which will sink nothing but them- 
selves, it seems time John Bull put on his thickest boots and adminis- 
tered a liberal amount of kicking amongst his servants. Price calls 
attention to the price of our war ships, but what riles the British tax- 
payer is that the money might just as well—in fact, in a great many cases 
appears to—be thrown into the sea; besides the ugly rumours going 
abroad of some of it sticking to the fingers of those who handle it. At 
last! Joey B. has benefited the British Parliament. The new tariff is 
laid on the table, and members learn with joy that in these hard times 
they can get a cut off the joint, and two vegetables, for a shilling. 

Thursday. —Questions in Lords, cross-questions and cross-answers in 
Commons, Naval and Civil Service Estimates, 












































SEPTEMBER 15, 1886, 


HUN. 113 








"TWAS BUT THE OTHER NIGHT! 
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‘€ Just time for another drink.” 














A LITTLE SPA-ING. 


FINAL DOsE, 


HE Sober Boy was rather lonely after 
the South African had gone, so he 
x went to church next Sunday. He 


says if you’re inside when they’re 
ringing the bell, the ‘* works” make 
a metallic clatter just as though a 
sword-fight was going on in the 
churchyard ; it reminded him of so 
many plays that he had to come out 
before the sermon began. Sisters 
said it was disgraceful. They didn’t 
mean the sermon. 

Our Lina says she don’t believe 
the waters do you any good, so 
she’s gone home now. 

* = * ao 

A fearful thing has happened. 
Somebody has found out that Fins- 
land is being written about in Fun. 
Somebody believes the Sober Boy 
has done it, and his life is made a 
burden to him. This is what 
occurs :— 

When he asks George what there is for dinner, he says, ‘* Very nice 
cut of FuN just up, sir.” ae: 

Several people congratulate him on the splendid way he has taken off 
several people he never dreamt of. Several people offer him sugges- 
tions, Mrs. Debrett tells him anecdotes of her relatives, who all drew 
well enough for Punch. Apochrypha says that she had an aunt who did 
caricatures once, but she married a grocer, and now she’s thirty-nine, 
One unnoticeable young lady is overheard to say that she knows she is 
being ** quizzed.” A comfortable elderly lady looks sly, and wags her 
head at him. Most people look sly and wag their heads; some look 
contemptuous ; some look ‘‘ mention me if you dare ! 7 

Sisters say it’s unbearable, and go home. 

The Sober Boy was more lonely still. Then somebody came and 
showed him round to see the internal working of the place. They went 
through the bar, full of rough, strong tillers of the soil, who scowled 
threatenings on the Boy. Then they came to mountains of crockery 
and miles of dish-cloths in the ‘‘ washing-up” room. One of the latter 
promptly adorned the Sober Boy’s tail. In an adjoining department 
sat an old man cutting ham for breakfast ; up to his elbows in grease, 
hams above, below, on every side of him, and slices piled beside him ; 
he said he should finish before morning, and his knife would be quite 
sharp enough then for anybody who went picturing him. We moved 
on to the kitchen ; the cook said she would make it warm for that hussy, 
Carry Kate Ure, if she got hold of her. We moved on to the bakery, 
and heard dark hints of ovens. Then my friend went into statistics 
about how many gross of chickens, how many tons of peas, and how 
many yards of potatoes we’d eaten that day. 

It's dreadful, Fun’s everywhere. Everybody has a copy. They put 





it on the beds instead of sheets. They use them for table-cloths, and 
hand them to you for table-napkins. A baby wears one as a bib. 
People who take sulphur baths use them as towels, and find them very 
health-giving. All the chairs in the drawing-room have them as anti- 
macassars, There’s nothing else sold in the Hotel. 

The Landlord says he won’t stand it any longer. He’s collected him- 
self, and his wife and daughters, the waiters, chambermaids, and boots, 
and they’re pelting the Sober Boy away with portmanteaux and tin 
travelling-boxes, empty biscuit-tins, fishing-rods and Spa-water. 

So the Sober Boy has come home. 








Startling News!!! 


(‘‘ Nosemblance of obstruction last night."—S/sandard. 


‘** * * No unreasonable obstacles are being thrown in the way of the Govern- 
ment." —Post. 
‘** = * The explosive matter has quite burned itself out. The Bugles of Party 


have sung (s/c) atruce. * * * The hostile roar of Opposition has subsided to an 
amicable babble.” —A dvertiser.] 


Goop gracious ! what can be amiss 
With all the Irish Home Rule Members, 
That they at such a time as this 
Neglect to fan confusion’s embers ? 
Oh! are they ili, or fast asleep? 
Whatever can be the deduction 
When Parnell’s ‘‘ Pets” for one night keep 
From any semblance of Obstruction ? 


Is it because the weather’s warm, 
Or are their jaw-bones feeble waxing? 
Is it the lull before the storm, 
This sudden uproar-game relaxing ? 
Oh, why this calm, and why this hush 
’Mid those who once made such a clatter ? 
Sure Erin’s Members soon will blush 
At showing no ‘‘ Explosive Matter.” 


If this continues, Parliament 
Will soon be like a sleepy chapel ; 
’T will moon along in calm content 
Without a bite at Discord’s apple. 
Our members will serenely snooze, 
Unmoved by any Land League rabble, 
If these M.P.s of violent views 
All join in ‘‘ Amicable Babble.” 





The New Elixir Vite, 


A CERTAIN Dr, Barggraéve, who professes physic in the University 
of Ghent, thinks he has found out the art of becoming a centenarian. 
He says that you could easily manage to live to the age of a hundred 
years if you would only eat sufficient salt. We presume it is possible 
that this new panacea may be a genuine discovery; but it certainly 


sounds very like a se/. 
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An Ass-inine Ass-ociate. 


{Sir George Campbell, in an address to the British Association at Birmingham, on 
“ Scientific Pairing,” pointed out that human beings should follow the approved rules 
for breeding horses, cows, sheep, bees, oysters, and cabbages, and apply that knov’- 
ledge to make fitting marriages, instead of giving way to foolish ideas about love.) 
Fun’s form is well known to his readers, for he for a great many years 
Has sympathised always with lovers and all their intense hopes and fears ; 
For does he not love with devotion Mrs. F., who’s the pride of her sex, 
A wife he is awfully proud of (though sometimes she’s given to vex) ? 
But of late a tame scientist read to the B. A.’s big picnic at Brum, 
A series of statements quite startling, like most that from scientists come, 
And the views of the Solon just mentioned you’ll find, in the text up above, 
He wished all young people who wed to shirk “‘ foolish ideas about love,” 


He held that all match-making folk should, according to science, be 
‘* paired,” 

And inferred that to please mere affection too long men and women had 
dared, 

ifuman beings he likened to horses, to cows, dogs and sheep, and to bees; 

To cabbages, too, he compared them, to oysters likewise, if you please, 

l‘or breeding these various objects he showed we have well-balanced rules, 

And said **humans” who “ paired” for affection were nothing but 
ignorant fools, 

So all lovers he’d put on a level with green stuff and such, named above ; 

Said he, *‘ Young folks can’t choose their bonnets, so why should they 
meddle with love?” 


Some *‘humans”’ are ‘‘ green,” we admit; but you can’t plant e’en éhem 
in a row, 
And bid them ‘‘ pair off” and increase in the way that the cabbages grow; 
Nor can you place people, like oysters, in rocks by the marge of the sea, 
And leave them to grow in a cluster until they can earn £ s. d. ; 
Nor can you provide a big hive, and make husbands and wives therein 
lodge, 
Nor can you adopt, with much reason, the horse-pairing, dog-matching 
dodge. 
We've abolished a good many matters which people believe they’re above, 
But, thank goodness, we mos//y still follow the sweet and safe power of 
love, 
**GATES” OF EDEN,—According to ’Arry and ’Arriet—Ramsgate 
and Margate. 











Four Hours oN THE SEA FOR ONE SHILLING. 


jifty roubles—market price then, in English money, £11 5s. The few 





KNICKNAOKS. 


A VEGETARIAN enthusiast assserts that any man may live well, and 


some may even wax portly, on a bronze penny a day. He considers the 
j water in which a handful of nettles has 


been boiled to be exceedingly nourishing 
soup—especially if the thin outer skin of 
a Spanish onion and a small piece of 
crushed egg-shell are added, and sim- 
mered down gently. ‘Thistles baked in 
skim milk and water he recommends as 
a most dainty dish ; and acorns boiled in 
old flannel, and served up thinly dusted 
over with well-pounded dry rot, he con- 
siders a toothsome //at fit for an emperor, 


At a bright seaside town lately, a 
major-general squabbled with his Bath- 
chairman, and called him a liar. The 
man retorted that, in his humble opinion, 
the major-general was an old blackguard ; 


whereupon the gallant warrior took out a summons against the bold 
Bath-chairman for using abusive language. The bold Bath-chairman, 
however, got the best of the contest ; for the magistrate talked to the 
staff-officer as if he had been only a weakly small drummer-boy, and 
indirectly endorsed the somewhat harsh opinion that had been expressed 
about him. The major-general emitted elephantine trumpet-sounds on 
hearing the decision. Let us hope that the bold Bath-chairman will not 
draw his vehicle over the toes of many inoffensive half-pay captains in 
his exuberance of spirits at having attained a victory over an honoured 


old soldier, 





A SEBASTOPOL correspondent thinks very “‘small potatoes” of the 
Russian artillery practice from the forts; in fact, he reports it as being 
‘‘execrably bad, even at short ranges,” Perhaps there is not a country 
in which the inhabitants have so general, or so great a repugnance to 
become soldiers as in Russia. Beyond cuts with the stick, very little 
incentive is offered to the Russian private to try his best, either in times 
of peace or times of war. Years ago, when the courage and ability of 
a private Russian soldier supplied the place of Suwarrow, who was 
wounded, and procured, at Kinburn, a victory over the Turks by rally- 
ing the troops already dispersed and flying, Prince Potemkin would have 
raised the hero to the rank of a sub-lieutenant, but the Prince’s proposal 
was scouted, as involving an encroachment on the 7zg/¢s of the nobility. 
This point of etiquette was obviated by the soldier being secretly com- 
manded to refuse the proffered honour. The reward this soldier received 
for his noble deed of intelligent valour was 7s discharge, and a gift of 


privates who distinguished themselves in the last Russo-Turkish war 
were treated in a similarly scurvy manner. 


A BARBAROUS collier, having knocked down a neighbour, worried him 
with the ferocity of a starving hyena, and gnawed his face terribly, com- 
pletely disfiguring him for life. The cannibal collier has been fined £1 
for committing this bestial outrage—an atrocity that even some Irish 
moonlighters might deprecate as rather nasty. This is only one of 
several loathsome cases of cannibalism that have occurred in this country 
comparatively recently. To send missionaries to teach the gospel to 
savages while such vicious barbarity exists in our own land seems little 
else than a grave mistake. 

FARCICAL imitations of duels continue to be the order of the day in 
France. Several choice bits of combative buffoonery have been in- 
dulged in during the last few weeks. How totally different such 
encounters are to the old-fashioned Irish affairs of honour, in which all 
parties concerned always meant business. The Hibernian duels, how- 
ever, were always conducted on the strictest principles of fair play, and 
sometimes with much good nature; and noted Irish duellists were 
frequently exceedingly loth to enter into fights with inferior shots. 
One, Harry Deane-Grady, who wounded everybody with whom he 
fought, deliberately refused that favour to a Mr. McNally. who was 
getting blue-mouldy for the want of a fight. Everybody followed this 
inhuman example. The poor man could get nobody to shoot him, 
and was the picture of misery. In vain he fumed, and fretted, and 
afironted. All seemed determined on being guiltless of his blood. 
Never was an Irish gentleman so unfortunate. At length a kindly- 
hearted person, called Sir Jonah Barrington, omt of Christian charity, 
took pity on him, accepted his cartel, and shot him into fashion. 
McNally was a man again. McNally, himself, used to say, afterwards, 
that Barrington’s shot was his salvation. 





_A CLERGYMAN, named Rice, has been fined five shillings for drag- 
ging a boy from acricket match. Rice appears to have got into hot 
water without any raison, by allowing his temper to boil over. 
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SPORTING NOTE. 


(By ONE THAT KNOws NOTHING ApouT IT.) 
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‘©THE BAD MINTON PLATE,” 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITOR oF * Fun,” 


S1r,—The feelings of the old man may be easier imagined than de- 
scribed, when he saw Le Cassier pull off the Ebor. He was conscious 
of a little carelessness in his tip ; success is not the be-all and end-all it 
once was with him, and it was really a fluke (the old man won’t deceive 








ae he - nig , z - igs: sae Be 1 
ycu) that he gave the winner. However, he did so, and there’s an end. 


There was an end, for nobody thought of even so much as writing to 
congratulate him, rich as he is. But no more of this; proceed we to our 








Tip FOR THE ST, LEGER, 
THERE’s little need to pose, 
Portentous and mysterious ; 
No difficulty shows, 
Particularly serious ; 
And if to bet you’ve planned 
(Thou coated one—or dimitied—) 
The choice, when scanned on every hand, 
Is singularly limited. 


There’s Ormonde to begin, 
There’s Ormonde for proceeding with, 
There’s Ormonde on to win, 
Or Ormonde they'll be leading with ; 
Let Ormonde be a bay, 
A chestnut or a sorrel one, 
A black or (say) a dapple grey, 
His chance is just a ‘‘ moral” one. 
But, perhaps, you’d rather like a hiot for the Great Yorkshire 
Handicap while I’m about it. Well, you may try King Monmouth, if 
you like, or Selby, or even Belinda; but if you lose, don’t be so mean 
as to blame 
Yours, Xc., TROPHONIUS. 
P.S.—‘‘ What shall we do with our girls?” says somebody, Why 
not make bookmakers of them ? 








New Leaves, 


SHORTLY will come before the public, ‘‘ Lady Burton’s Edition of 
her Husband’s Arabian Nights’’ (Waterlow and Sons). As the sun 
rises in the east to open and enliven the day, so comes this Oriental 
masterpiece—which originally created so much observation not long ago 
—now prepared for household reading by Justin Huntley M‘Carthy, 
M.P., to open and enlighten our minds to the true graces, beauties, and 
poetry of real Arab life. 

Mr. Pitman, of Paternoster Row, anrounces the advent, on the Ist 
October, of a new penny monthly musical periodical— 7he Violin Soloiss 
—which promises to be very acceptable to all violinists who ‘‘tune up 
their fiddles.” 





AN evening paper says, ‘‘ The New Hebrides affair is beginning to 
look ugly.” This will, perhaps, be good news to some, for the affai: 
has not hitherto been very “‘ plain,” 


Home-Rulers in Home-Spun; or, Got ’Em All On, 


(‘THe Irish Industrial League in Dublin wants to make patriotism a little mor: 
profitable in Dublin, and sodemands that Irish Members should not strut in Parliament 
with a foreign aspect, and wearing foreign garb. Irish dress, made by Irish hands, 
from the hat to the brogues, is what they insist all true Nationalists shall dress in.”) 

















CHuorus OF Home RuLE MEMBERS, 


‘Och! sure the Industhrial Laigue 
Has in Dublin thought fit to intraigue 
That Home Rewlers no more shall wear foreign-made dress, 
But in Home-Spun should all be arrayed— 
By Irish Home-Spinners all made ; 
Which is rather a thryin’ ordale, ye’ll confess, 
But we pathriots surely cannot well do less. 


“* Still, their ordhers we followed anon, 
An’ here we are—‘ got ’em all on’— 
Parnell and the rist av us daily must go. 
But we’ve boycotted a Saxon-made garb, 
Which ’ud be to the I, L. a barb— 
In Home-Spun we'll go to St. Staphen’s, ye know, 
For the Industhrial Laigue has commanded it so. 








eg To Coxnmsronpents.—Z7he Adttor acess not bind Armsel/ to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 
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HE NEVER SMILED AGAIN. 
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painfully precise in his dress, “* or 
cherneat,” as the office-boy said. 


He was a clerk, and was always But holiday-time came round, and a fortnight’s 
seaside demanded suitable attire. 


Which he obtained. 


remarks of the natives 


Though at first doubtful concerning its merits, the 
reassured him. 
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And when this nice little party said 
she doted on tourist suits and ‘‘ skipper” 
caps, he vowed he'd always wear them. 


So in that suit the office daily saw 
him on his return to town. 


Guv nor.” 


Until one morning, when he met “ the 


He's " quite cherneat" again 
now. 











““Supply.”—John Bull and the 
Artful Dodger, 
(Seg CARTOON.) 


THOUGH things abroad, 
When watch’d, afford 

A prospect of dissension, O, 
Yet Home affairs 
Demand one’s cares, 

And must receive attention, O. 


John Bull, indeed, 
Aghast may read 
The news from foreign cities, O, 
And think if he 
Ignored should be, 
It were a thousand pities, O. 








But Home Supply 
He can’t deny, 
Or else his credit’s shaken, O ; 
And should he shirk 
The cashing work, 
He'll find his money taken, O. 


Then let the news 
Come as they choose, 
And storms afar seem brewing, O ; 
John Bull must pay 
Somehow his way, 
Whatever else be doing, O. 





THe HEATING APPARATUS FOR ALL TRUE 
LIBERALS,—A ‘‘register” stove ! 





PRIOB, ONH SHILLING ; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 





‘*’Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 
John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’ "—Puach, 

“The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
told.”—Jlustrated London News. 

“** The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour 
take a dip.”—“ Dagonet,” in the Re/eree. 

** An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven wi 
ingenious plot.” — Daily News. 

‘A thrilling little story, by the author of ‘Love 
Clouds,’”"—77uth, 
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See that you get it! 
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O.0 CHAPPIE, ¢ ) 


f -wEVER miNO 
ih er, snaet MANAGE. . 


“THE FIRST THING 





d/h, 
S/he 


| DID", HE SAYS,"Was TO 


WHEN HE WENT 
FOR HIS HOLIDAYS WE 
COULON'T O00 THE ADVANCE 


HE ASKED: FOR , BUT HE 
BORE iT VERY 


if 
he. 

















“| JUST MISSED Fai TRAIN—1—ERTT-TO-O-OY F gut — 


THERE WAS ANOTHER (SLOW) IN Two HOURS“ 


“my PORT- 
PiW ent AbL RGHT® 

GOT LEFT B6E- 
HIND SOMEHOW, BUT 1 HAD MY HANDBAG $0 1 WAS - 


OUR CONTENTED 


CORRESPONDENT. 


LEAVE MY TOBACCO 


BEHIND, BUT,LUCKILY, | FOUND AN ACIOULATED pRoP 


WHICH DID EXCELLENTLY ” 


“WE CERTAINLY were 
RATHER CROWDED GOING DOWN, BUT “THE 


MORE THE MERRIERS YOU KNOVY.” 


“THE PLACE WAS UNCOMMONLY 


FULL , BUT |! MANAGEO TO 
GET VERY GOOD OIGCINGS. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


HE COMEDY.—Sister Mary does 
not improve on acquaintance. 
When we all made that memorable 
journey to Brighton for a first sight 
of her, oh, how cold and hungry 
we were! and how every turn of 
the play, by association of ideas, 
reminded us of our pangs! I didn’t 
think much of her, and now I try 
not to think of her at all. It is 
nearly six months since the piece 
was first produced, and the 
** pruning-knife ” has scarcely been 
used at all—such a favourable 

unity lost, too—for oh, the 

dull, dull, interminable talk, and 
the sham sprightliness, and played- 
out ‘*character,” and clap-trap ! 
There are a good many parts, but 
the only acting worthy the name is 
supplied by Miss Lingard, Miss 
Maggie Hunt, and Mr. Leonard 
Joyne. But Miss Lingard is out 

of her element in the first two acts, 
and it is just as well to avoid allud- 

ing toa lady of such noble physique as ‘‘a thoughtless girl.” 





Tue Comroy.—Cartain LeIGH, AN 
OrricgR NOT OUITE IN COMMAND 
OF HIMSELF. 


Iv’s a splendid notion, the main idea of the play, and in able hands 
the play might have been splendid too, The end of the third act, when 
the story reaches a climax, brings about an unusually powerful situation; 
and the real nature and humapity in it seems to bring out all that is best 
in the acting of Miss Lingard, her artificiality drops from her like a 
garment, and *‘ magnificently true” is all there is to say about it. Mr. 
Boyne, too, has greatly improved upon his rendering of this scene— 
though, truth to tell, his original defect was simply a failure to make 
himself heard—and now has a firm grip of it. Miss Hunt has also 
acquired steadiness by practice, and her rendering of Rose Reade is 
nearly all that could be desired ; it is not her fault that the authors have 
made her unnecessarily vulgar and violent in her first scene with Davis, 
her old lover. 


THERE are a profusion of things in the piece at which Miss Betsy 
Trotwood might be expected to rub her nose (which, it will be remem- 
bered, was that estimable lady’s habit when irritated). It starts with 
an obtrusively unlikely charity-girl played in an obtrusively unlikely 
manner. I think this character is meant to elicit some sort of sympathy, 
but I can’t fully understand it. She swindles an inexperienced little 
boy out of a silk handkerchief, That’s all right—it’s called ‘‘ the 
kinchin lay”; but, a few moments later, she most unaccountably re- 
fuses a half-crown from a gentleman with unnecessary contumely, and 
I give her up. Then there’s an old gentleman described as talking 
harshly to cover a kindly heart, and that very old gentleman gets an 
unfortunate prisoner, against whom he has a grudge, a double term of 

















Tue Comepy.—Katsg (/og.)}—"Do you REALLY THINK, Captain Dyson, 


THAT WE ARE JUSTIFIED IN BEING QUITE SO AMUSED AT THE THINGS 
THAT WE say?” 


punishment, on the strength of knowing a magistrate. Then there are 
a lot of hanging-on characters, who are always chattering about nothing 
in particular, and laughing consumedly thereat. The gentlemen show 








——__ 


their fine old English breeding by ‘‘ damning” and “‘ devilling” in «, 
presence of ladies with pleasing freedom. The ** wedding-party ” . 
haviour is bewildering. —_—— ; 

Tue authors seem unable to conceive any heroism but in brute force 
as far as a man is concerned, Walter Leigh “‘ reforms,” and his first 
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Tue Comepy.—Tue MILL BY THE RIVER, OR THE BATTLE OF THE Boyne. 


act of reformation is to thrash a rough ; then he goes abroad and kills 
some Zulus, and his virtue is established. He comes back and indulges 
in a ‘turn up” with a couple of tramps, and in the last act is depicted 
amid carnage as a very fine fellow, indeed. Sister Mary herself is not a 
pleasant person. She is much too self-consciously ‘‘ good ” at the best, 
and the calm ‘‘ gas” and see-how-brave-I-am air of her remark that she 
will stay in the fort at her duty till she is ‘shot down ”’—it not being 
the custom of even Boers to ‘‘shoot down” hospital nurses—is only to 
be equalled by the lovely conceit of her considering that Leigh has 
‘*nobly won his zeward,” and giving herself to him! With all his sins, 
life with that woman is worse punishment than Walter Leigh deserves, 
But (we are left in doubt when the curtain falls) perhaps the Boers 
** swarm” down upon the camp and the hero meets merciful death ! 


ONE remark I think Thackeray would have enjoyed. One Captain 
Dyson is describing how Leigh ‘‘ saved the colours”’ (the authors seem 
to have depended largely upon the newspapers for their incidents and 
phrases, by-the-way), and observes that ‘‘the boys” were mad when 
they thought of the colours, ‘* given them by the hand of their Queen” 
(mark you that) decking some filthy kraal—‘‘ the hand of their (ueen” 
is good, —_—_—_— 

THERE were some pretty touches in Miss Lingard’s playing of the 
love scene at the end of the second act, but, whatever her confusion of 
mind, she needn’t have trotted off for 
an after-sunset walk down a lane, and 
leave her hat behind in the Fairy Glen, 
Bett-y-Sycoed (wherever that may be). 
No wonder those tramps wanted to 
kiss her, Miss Horlock plays better, 
I think, than she did at Brighton, but 
she is still very affected in style, and 
very pretty to look at. Mr. J. H. 
Darnley was a rather pitiful Captain 
Dyson, especially when he was giving 
that recitation about the colours. Mr. 
Harry Fenwick was very trying as 
Davis. Mr. Hicks fully deserves his 
traditional ‘‘ Bravo!” for contributing 
the only bit of liveliness of the evening 
as Corporal Molloy. I shouldn’t be 
surprised if the play, with all its faults, 
were a success, but it is at the wrong 
house. I tremble to think of the 
number of people who, during the 
coming weeks, will turn in expectant 
of legs, only to find sermons, 








THe Comepy.— Marv, Mary, 
QUITE CONTRARY. 


Nops AND WINkKs.—On the 11th 
inst. Faust resumed its vigorous reign 
at the Lyceum, and Mr, Willie Edouin onl ial 
and Co. migrated to the Royalty, both events being attended with joyfu 
enthusiasm.—The Vaughan-Conway combination will ee 


back to town “* later on,” and go in for a six-months’ season—I’m pl a 
NESTOR. 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE, 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 
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‘‘ MAY IT PLEASE YOUR HIGHNESS, sIT.”—Jacteth, 








Ground-Floor and Top Story. 


(Mr. Gerald Massey, in a recent lecture entitled ‘‘ Realism in Art 
‘*A bit of truth to nature on the ground-floor ranked higher in worth than any false- 
hood in the top story of Art.”] 


A STARTLING theory is this advanced 
In gifted G. Massey’s lecture, 

And the artists who were by his lecture ‘‘ lanced 
Will be rather upset, we conjecture. 

Most artists would rather be reckoned smart, 
Preferring much gain to glory ; 

These ne’er visit Truth in the ground-floor of Art, 
But lie up in Art’s top story. 


So artists and writers are hereby warned 
That if they neglect G. Massey, 
They'll be classed with the class which that Art-bard scorned 
As exceedingly bold and brassy. 
From all trickery, therefore, at once depart 
(Yea, e’en if you be a Tory) ; 
You had better try Truth in the kitchen of Art, 
Than Falsehood in Art’s top story. 


But, mind you, this plan will make you shun 
All intense allegorical mixtures. 

No St. George and the Dragon affairs must be done ; 
No Spenserian syrens for fixtures ; 

No Cassandra, no Quixote, no Cupid’s dart, 
No portraits, no Gorgon gory ; 

For these have no place in Frath’s ground-floor of Art, 
But are vamped up in Art’s top story. 





One of the unfortunates, sleeping on the waste space at the Embank- 
ment, had nothing to cover him except an old contents bill of a news- 
paper. And a very good covering too. “What did it matter, so long as 
he was “‘ content med ? 





LATEST ARRIVAL from the Italian Peninsulaa—The Venetian 
(vanishin’) lady. 





’ remarked that 





STUMPING OUT OF SHASON. 


LorD RANDOLPH CHURCHILL stumps at Dartford. Does he? 1 
never asked him to. I never asked him not to. What on earth is the 
good of the whole business. He can stump as much as ever he likes as 
ar as Tam concerned. He can go down to Blenheim, He can go to 
Witney and pitch into the blanket-makers. He can do whatever he 
likes. He’s nothing to me. Why, at the corner of Edgware Road they 
have done up the wretched old house that has been a ruin for fifteen 
years, That’s my Lord Randolph, I suppose, because he lives next 
door. I’m getting rather sick of the only young politician, Bah! 
Why, in my neighbourhood the ‘* Member ” has chosen to stand on the 
platform and talk his chuckle-headed nonsense. I wanted to get away 
—get away altogether from the town and the seaside and everything 
else. I can’t. 

Our memier stirs it all up. He goes speechifying at the Town Hall. 
We've got a Town Hall, red brick, bay ork raed refreshment room, 
and a fire-engine in a hut in the backyard. He (the local beggar) must 
needs start up whenever everybody wants to get away as quick as he 
can, and begin his infernal political business. ‘‘I do not pretend,” he 
says, *‘to be another John Bright.” ‘‘ You ain’t in it,” says somebody 
in the hall; ‘‘ go home and put your head in the copper and bile your- 
self to death.” The member gets angry over this, ‘‘I thought I was 
addressing gentlemen,” he says. ‘‘ Hooroar for the toop-boats interest ! 
May Saulsbury never shave his blessed beard off!” Our member gets 
out of temper. I am on the committee. The more fool me. We take 
him into a back-room : he has lemonade and a cup of coffee : he drinks 
hard at the lemonade: he gulps the coffee. ‘‘To be a patriot,” he 
says, “‘is to be a man who is insulted.” Jones says, ‘‘ Don’t be cast 
down, Mr, Bigsby ; you have only been pitched into because you didn’t 
take the room at the ‘ Blue Pig’ instead of the Town Hall.” 

He says, ** If a man is a patriot, he should not think of immediate 
consequences. We should have large views. He should take things in 
general.” The landlord of the ‘* Blue Pig” is within. He says, ‘Sir, 
the great thing in a political meeting is to hire the biggest room, and to 
stand the largest drinks.” Bigsby pretends to burst into tears. ‘I 
thought,” says he, ‘that after the Act there was no corruption in any 
form whatever ; that everyone voted as he liked.” The landlord of the 
**Blue Pig ” says, ‘Oh, Gorro!” Bigsby, I may as well tell you, is a 
decidedly weak-minded creature. ‘‘I shall read them Stuart Mill,” he 
says, ‘* and they can have as much of your ale as they like.” Bosh! I 
know what political meetings are as well as anybody. The more beer, 
the more fun. That’s the motto. Bigsby had better go in for a county 
court judgeship, He’s like necessity—he knows no law. 


DioGgenes TUBBs. 
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A SAD RESULT THROUGH TRYING TO BE FUNNY 


Aunt Miggins.—“‘ The goings-on of that old Sybarrit what is a- 
stayin’ at the White Hart is disgraceful. Ido believe he’s a regular 
Salted-Lake-City-Norman, Theodore !” 

Nephew Theodore,—‘* You bet, Aunt, he is a Norman, Aunt, His 
nose proves that his ancestors came over with the Conk-ueror.” 

([7hen, before matters could be fairly explained, Aunt Miggins 
found out that Theodore had tried a wicked, bad old joke on 
her, and she went back to their lodgings and cut him off with 
a shilling, 
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MORE PRIME CUTS. 
We think that we once described ‘‘ A Steak in the Country.” This is about a Chop. 
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Wivilt’y 


Every Foreigner knows that England is the place or prime meat, sir. We were ona little tour, when we arrived at one of the numerous districts famous for its 
mutton. We were delighted. ‘‘ We will have a chop,” we said. 

















The waiter brought something. ‘' What is this awful length of fat and So we tried to cut it; and we bolted a few morsels of it somehow. 
leather?" we asked. ‘‘ Mutton chop of the district, sir,” replied the official. 





Then we must have lept ; for we seemed to be pursued by that prime chop, which curled about our limbs and paralysed us 
fancied we saw the animal from which the prime « hops of the district were procured ! 


while, browsing on its native hill, we 








ey SER eg eae 
- ees 





amet ee ee — 























ee eo 











#H UN . SEPTEMBER 22, 


1886. 




















LB = 





es, Ss 


SS 


‘ 


SSA 


~ 
WS 
+S SS 
_ SSS 


SSS 
SS 


a 
~~ ~ 


~<a 
SSS 
WRAANAS 


<x 


—_ 
~~ ! 
SSS 
SS 


ee 


~ 


= 


“Ss 
—— 
™ = 


SS 


MM) 


“Ys, 
4, 


Wl 
y) 


—J 


LL he 


* 
é ~ 


qeeneet 


PACKING UP. 
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Enter Misther Parnell,—“' SORRY TO OBSTHRUCT YOUR LORDSHIP, BUT I’VE JUST LOOKED IN ABOUT THAT LITTLE 
OIRISH ACCOUNT, AND HOPE IT’LL BE CONVANIENT TO SETTLE IT BEFORE YOU GO.” 
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Enter Misther Parnell,—*‘ SORRY TO OBSTHRUCT YOUR LORDSHIP, BUT I’VE JUST LOOKED IN ABOUT THAT LITTLE 
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SO ANXIOUS FOR INQUIRY! 
HOUSE OF COMMONS—THE ARMY ESTIMATES. 


WING to the anxiety of 
Ministers, and all the other 
entlemen res ible, to 
ully investigate any 
charges which may have 
been recently made in the 
public press against offi- 
cials of the Ordnance De- 
partment, it was found 
extremely difficult to hold 
the hon. gentlemen in their 
seats. A violent struggle 
was observed to be taking 
place between Mr, Wood- 
all, Mr. W. H. Smith, 

Lord R. Churchill, and Sir 

R. Webster. 

Lorp R, CHURCHILL 
LAA (reathlessly). Let me get 
up, will you? You'll tear my cvat-tail, Oh, sir, I am so anxious to 
have a full investigation of any charges that may have been recently 
made against officials of the Ordnance Department. Jo let me begin ! 
All the Government yearns for is to have the fullest and most public 
inquiry 

Mr. W. H. Smitu. No—/ want to explain everything. I do so long 
to hold the most searching inquiry. All the Government desires is to 

Mr. Woova.y (donneting him). I won't fse my chance! J/ want 
to explain all. The Government only pant to unveil every atom of—— 

Sik Kk. Wezsrer. No; you listen to me, sir! The Government are 
absolutely mad to answer any charges——— (At this point a violent 
squealing among the hon. gentlemen interrupted the proceedings. ) 

Mr. MoLioy, Then, as we are all waiting to hear, perhaps the 
Government will begin answering the charges, 

A MEN, OF THE GOV, (ge/ting his head free), Of course. Certainly. 
Only too happy; but, unfortunately, no charges have been made— 
nothing definite has—— 

Mr. A. O'Connor. Pooh! Colonel Hope has made definite charges. 
And why don’t you answer them ? 

Lorp R. C, Eh? Oh—er—let’s change the subject. What a very 
fine day it has been, hasn’t it? 

Mk. W. H. S. It’s a great pity about the grouse. I’ve heard that 
the Scotch moors—— 

Mr. W. What a dreadful time they’re having with those earthquakes 
in America, to be sure, 

Sik R. W. Has anyone been to see Mr. Irving since his return ? 

Mk. A. O’C, But about the charges made by Colonel Hope. (Owing 
to sudden indisposition, the Official Members were at this point com- 
pelled to retire for a time, On their return—) 

Lorv R. C, explained that the anxiety of the Government to answer 
charges had grown so feverish that they all felt quite ill. He invited 
anybody to make a definite charge ; he yearned for definite charges. If 
the Government were determined on any one point, that point was to 
conceal nothing, and have no secrets. 

Mr. A, O’C. Well, then, about the charges made by Colonel Hope. 

Lorp kK, C., Mr. W. H.S., Mr. W., and Sirk R. W. (like one man). 

Oh !—eh? Ah, yes! Do you think we are likely to have any rain? 
ITow are the stock markets? I’m afraid the cholera is not abating yet. 

= But we do so thirst to answer any charges. Why doesn’t 

somebody make charges? We feel it such a privation that no charges 

have been made ! 

Mr. A. O'C. Eh? How about Colonel Hope? 

THe OFFICIAL MEMBERS (whtsfering feverishly to the Speaker), 

Couldn't you order that dreadful O’Connor man to be smothered ? 

Would it be against parliamentary precedent? o do something for us 

—we are getting in such a corner! Of course all the Government de- 

sires is to have a chance of replying to any charges, and so forth; but 

when confounded compromising persons w// go taking us at our word, 

don’t you see, it’s quite another thing. 

Mr. A, O’C, But as to Colonel Ho 

Tue Orr, MEM. (in sheer desperation), Pooh! Colonel Hope hasn’t 

made any charges. Colonel Hope doesn’t exist at all! Let your con- 

founded Colonel Hope come boldly forward and—— 

Mr. A. O’C. I spy Colonel Hope in the Strangers’ Gallery. He’s 

coming down to—— 

Tue Orr, Mem. Murder! Fire! Oh, Mr. Speaker, dear, do hide 

us somewhere! We won’t be—we don’t believe—we are only anxious 

to———What a fine day it has been! Murder ! 


(The Official Members were then carried out in a fainting condition, 


and the House gradually thinned off, leaving Col : 
his charges from the Speaker's chair, g Colonel Hope repeating 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER 


of Palm Oil—#.e. Secret Service money. 


visit, by way of a change, to the Commons. 
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Tuesday.—Demand and supply, z.e. innumerable questions and Civil 
Service Estimates. Lovely woman, and the useful, if not lovely, police- 
man, are not to be admitted within the electoral pale—at all events, 
this Session. Ructions between Randy and the “ rowdies.” ES 

Wednesday.—Randy completely overpowers Parnellites by singing, 
‘* Pray, Goody, please to moderate the rancour of your tongue,’ and 
upbraids them for their wilful obstruction, 

Thursday.—(uestions and Supply. 

Friday. —(Questions and Supply. 

Saturday.—Questions and Supply; for poor Commons are denied, 
not only their summer holiday, but their Saturday half-holiday—the 
only Ha/f- Holiaay they can get being Sloper’s. 





ee ae ee 





UNIFORMI'Y of practice seldom continues long without some reason. 
The other day a well-dressed man was charged with being top-heavy, 
and refusing to pay a cab-fare. The cab-driver deposed that after 
driving the defendant several miles, he was ordered to stop at a mice 
conventent public-house. He did so, and after partaking of some 
refreshment with the defendant, that gentleman behaved in a very 
eccentric manner by haughtily refusing to pay the score, saying that 
he was a foreign noblemen, and didn’t pay scores. Eventually, how- 
ever, he removed his boots and offered them to the barmaid, with a 
ducal air, as security for the debt, asphyxiating several regular customers 
on the spot. He then left the public-house, and on being requested to 
settle the cab-fare, answered with lofty indifference that he was the 
nephew of a German prince and didn’t pay cabmen or anybody else ; 
adding that it was his uniform practice to get into debt, and he con- 
sidered his position entitled him to do so, The magistrate was of 
opinion that the plea of ‘blue blood” did not hold good in this case, 
and ordered the German prince’s nephew to hand over fifteen shillings 
to the cabby, which would cover the man’s fare and his loss of time ; 
and also to pay a penalty of ten shillings for having indulged his inordi- 
nately aristocratic thirst so freely. After some delay the money was 
paid, and the aristocratic Teuton ambled away growling something that 
sounded like ‘‘ Thundery Weather” and “‘ English Pig-Dogs.” 





THE Great White Czar’s slimy agents offer the ignorant Bulgarians, 
in exchange for their ‘‘ co-operation,” wealth and independence. These 
are precisely the same tempting bribes that his ancestor’s creatures were 
ordered to make to the uneducated peasantry of Poland, in times gone 
by. This shallow Muscovitish artifice is about as flimsy as the well- 
known ‘‘confidence trick.” Yet Russia hopes to score by it in 
Bulgaria, 


Bow-Wow.—What sort of curtains are most suited for a dog-kennel? 
—Why, muslin—muzzlin’, of course. 








Monpay, Sept. 13.—Premier moves second reading of Bill for repeal 


Commons meantime engaged with not secret but public service. 
Sir Guyon Hunter (suggestive, this name, of ’Arry with the ’Ounds) 
elicits from Randy that commission appointed to inquire into the 
Uncivil Service. In supply, Labby very facetious at expense of Lion 
King of—not Beasts—but Arms, also Her Majesty’s Limner. Rather 
a case of ** Hawks pecking hawks’ eyne”’ this, as Henry himself a bit of 
a Lim. Australians, having figured frequently at Lords, to-night pay a 
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En Route. 


Keep Back ! Banc! 











Cutting. 
{At a certain hotel where the Prince of Wales dined the other day, the knives and 
forks were immediately bought for a stiff price by some moneyed folk. } 
WHAT incredible and idiotic snobb’ry this displayeth, 
This rushing for the ‘‘ royalized ” table steel. 
Such a foolish trick a paltry state of intellect bewrayeth ; 
Contempt at it one scarcely can conceal. 
From this purchasing of knives and forks the Prince had used while 
feeding, 
No one the slightest interest derives ; 
’Tis a case of mere for(k)getfulness—a lunatic proceeding, 
At which no man of common sense con(k)nives. 





Three Cows. 


THREE cows were seized for tithe rent in the West, 

For the parson’s tithe in old Ruthin’s town, 

And the Taffies flocked, with a lively zest, 

To the farm to see the crummies knocked down. 
For parsons want tithes, and farmers must pay, 
Though crops may fail, and quarter-day, 

And bankruptcy they be reaching. 


Three bailiffs ran after the cows in the park, 
After the cows amid laughter and groan, 
Policemen and people enjoying the lark ; 
And the cattle weren’t caught when the bailies were blown. 
But parsons want tithes, and farmers must pay, 
Or their kine will be sold and be harried away, 
To provide for the Church and the preaching. 


Three constables guarded the auctioneer, 
And three milch beauties fetched twenty pounds ; 
The tithe was paid with expenses clear, 
And the knight of the hammer was hissed off the ground. 
For parsons want money, and tithes must be paid ; 
But the sooner they’re done with the better, ’tis said, 
Or good-bye to the Church and its teaching. 





Brabazon’s (H)oaks. 


THE London Road Car Company have absolutely, finally, and irre- 
vocably—not to say distinctively and utterly—refused to consent to the 
request of Lord Brabazon to plant young saplings on the roofs of their 


this company to his lordship; ‘‘and now you want trees and flower- 
beds. It can’t be done. The expense would beenormous. Landscape 
gardeners, you say, are cheap. They may be; but, let me tell you, 
conductors are not, and they might quarrel. Your idea of the cultiva- 
tion of grape vines in our cars is simply ludicrous, Think of the insects, 
and the complaints of our passengers arising therefrom! As I have 
said before, your proposal is out of the question. Why make London 
greener than it is already?” This question is spiteful in the extreme, 
and we hope Lord Brabazon, with his green philanthropy, will open 
another green space in the columns of the D. 7. out of protest. 





Not A ‘*S1on ”’ OF NOBILITY,—An excur-sion, 





omnibuses. ‘‘ We have given you garden-seats,” writes the manager of | 





New Leaves, 


Tuts month, Zhe Century and St. Nicholas have the usual glut of 
things to gloat over.—Ze Follet and The Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion are 
rich in ladies’ costumes, which look both rare and costly.—The usual 
meed of praise is well bestowed on Household Words, The Leisure 
Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, and Girl's Own Paper.— 
No. 3 of Sell’s Directory of Registered Telegraphic Addresses is in- 
valuable for reference, therefore good for ‘* buy and buy.”—The third 
volume of Zhe Family Doctor will do anyone and everyone good to look 
at it.—The volume of Routledge’s Pocket Library last to hand is 
“* Marion Lescaut,” from the French of the Abbé Prévost, 





Wails from the Welsh. 


It isn’t fair to reckon that the Welsh are ‘‘ welsher ” folk 
Because ’gainst tithes they’re now in agitation ; 

They do but seek relief now from a somewhat galling yoke, 
Which prevails a deal too largely in this nation. 

For Dissenters to pay tithes appears to fill the Welsh with care, 

So gladly they’d un-tie(the) themselves from this unfair affair. 





AN Amorous BirD.—The * spoon ”-bill, 
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OVERHEARD AT SCARBOROUGH. 








Blossum.—* Ulloa, Boy ! Who ’ud ha’ thought of seeing you dowg 
here! Look rather pale, Been out sailing?” 

Jsaac.—** Yees! Been sailing ‘too near the wind’ in town, Cal- 
culated to make a man look a bit seedy, that. Ain’t it?” 
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THE FALL IN RENTS. 
FURTHER CORRESPONDENCE. 
(Zo the Editor of **Fun.”) 
Dear Sir,—Anything more unjust than the action of the landlords; 
in insisting on keeping to 
their agreements, I cannot 
conceive, Some years ago, 
believing that shop pro- 
perty would greatly in- 
crease in value in this 
neighbourhood, I succeed- 
ed in getting a landlord to 
grant me the lease of a 
house at a ridiculously low 
rent. At the time I was 
fully under the impression 
that I had stolen a march 
on him. I now find, how- 
ever, that the value of my 
premises has actually gone 
down; and, trade being 
bad at the present time, 
my rent is really more 
than I want to pay. 
Under these circumstances, I have repeatedly appealed to the land- 
lord to reduce the rent ; but he simply refuses—his miserable excuse for 
his conduct being that ‘‘the premises were taken on lease !” 
I am, yours truly, 
(Later ). JOHN JONES, 

Deak Siz,—lI find that I made a mistake when writing to you yes- 
terday. The value of the premises I took on lease has greaily zncreased, 
not diminished, 

My landlord has just inquired whether, in view of the circumstances, 
I should be willing to pay a little extra rent. I indignantly replied that 
I had taken the premises on lease; that the landlord had granted me 
the lease with his eyes open, and in so doing had presumably been pre- 
vared to accept the chances of any future change in value; and that a 
sont is a bargain. Really, Sir, the meanness of my landlord’s 
attempt to depart from a deliberate agreement is nothing more or less 
than contemptible !—Y ours truly, 





JOHN JONEs, 





A Turquet Gobble, 


{M. Turquet has vowed to defend the ‘‘ Censure” as applied to Literature and the 
Drama when the French Chambers meet. } 
You must confess this is a curious chance 
That bringeth Turquet to the aid of France ; 
At T.’s defence the /itéérateurs will mock, 
Yea, even though he quietly behave, 
Or fret and fume, and rant, and roar, and rave, 
Until he reddens like a Turquet-cock. 
IT seems that our farmers are recommended to cultivate fresh-water 
fish. This would be an appropriate fim-n7sh to the existence of Farmer 
Mangelwurzels. 


— ~-—— - ~ ——-- —_— 





HOLIDAY JOTTING. 





7 


JONES, who finds it won’t run to more than a couple of days at 
Margate, does a little preliminary “‘ browning,” in order not to be 
taken for a Cockney excursionist. 
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children half-price.” 


EKNIOKNAOKS. 


A CONTEMPORARY says, ‘* We are threatened with a return of the 
coal-scuttle bonnet this winter.” Why ‘“‘threatened”? The old. 
fashioned coal-scuttle head-gear 
was, doubtless, a dangerously long 
avenue for kiss-snatchers to charge 
down, or up. Male things were 
apt to graze their noses when 
trying to take a ‘‘ buss ” late at 
night ; but modern coal-scuttles 
are made so very fine and large, 
that the ‘‘fruitiest” of mashers 
need not fear sacrification of their 
nasal appendages when attempting 
to indulge in osculatory pleasure, 


AN unfortunate emigrant from 
Seven Dials, now located in 
Colorado, was recently heard to 
observe, ‘* Biled wolf tastes ’sactly 
like a dirty wet dorg smells, and 
is werry gamey, tho’ better than 
nuffin at all, Oh, my heye, couldn’t 
I ralish a polony.” 





MADAME SARAH BERNHARDT has been boycotted by a clique of 
Italians in Buenos Ayres. They objected to the airs she gave herself, 
and hissed at one of her performances, Sarah dumped out language 
that even Lord Randolph Churchill’s ancestress, Sarah, Duchess of 
Marlborough, never equailed in her palmiest days; and after the cur- 
tain had dropped she carried out the 7é/e M. Victorien Sardou (the 
author of 7/iéodora) once saw her play; viz., ‘‘ She rolled on cushions, 
tearing them with the teeth, weeping, and exasperated.”’ ‘With all her 
impetuosity, it is to Sarah’s credit that she is lenient towards call-boys. 
The great actress seldom spanks them, and never nibbles bits off their 
ears even in her most excited moments of fine frenzy. 


‘* GENTLEMEN Of the jury,” said an eminent judge as he finished his 
summing up, “it is perhaps unnecessary for me to beg that you will 
consider this case with the greatest impartiality ; but kindly bear in 
mind that the prisoner was at the scene of the crime, and his counsel 
was dining with me at the time that the crime was committed,” 


THE infant King of Spain has just been fitted with his first pair of 
shoes by the Court shoemaker. His Royal Highness now kicks his 
nurses with monarchial vigour, and his first corn is beginning to make a 
very promising appearance. 


Dr. BARGGRAEVE, of Ghent, opines that common salt, taken in sufh- 
cient quantities, will enable people to attain, at least, the respectable age 
of Methuselah. The doctor’s idea is to salt down the living human until 
he is as well cured as a Dutch red-herring, and as hard as an American 
mutton-ham, Then he calculates, by filling the said human’s stomach 
with a patent cement made of lime, putty, and salt, that a teacupful of 
sea-water every day will be sufficient to keep any biped in‘a perfect 
state of health until some absurd and utterly unforseen calamity—such 
as a dynamite explosion—shatters him. Of course, the doctor quite 
prohibits the use of lime-juice, 


THE Greek brigands who captured Monsignor Kyrillios valued the 
prelate at £6,000, and demanded this sum as ransom money. They 
made this unfortunate bishop pray every day for the success of their 
nefarious undertakings, and read a mass; yet they actually paid him his 
fees for doing so, Greek brigands have the very staunchest belief in 
the efficacy of prayer, and will cut a throat with the same cheerful 
— i. a pious Turkish desperado will, though each differ a bit in 
their faith. 





AT a recent exhibition of curiosities a small chunk of wood belonging 
to a coal measure was labelled, ** Fossil, out of the heart of coal. Sup- 
posed to be a piece of a child’s gizzard.” Itis, perhaps, needless to say 
that Barnum had not a finger in this show. 





AN Englishman, with more money than brains, recently paid the 
proprietor of a railway buffet five shillings to be allowed to drink a 
draught of beer from a glass Prince Bismarck had used. This piece of 
imbecility recalls to our mind an anecdote told of a coachman who once 
drove Jenny Lind from the steamboat to Rovere House, Boston, and 
ridiculed the insane admiration his ‘‘ fellow-citizens” were exhibiting 
for the charming songstress, Mounting the steps of the hotel, he cried, 

Here’s the hand that lifted Jenny Lind out of the coach. Gentlemen, 
you can, any of you, have the privilege of kissing it for five dollars— 
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SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONE THAT KNows NOTHING ApouT IT.) 



























































































































































**GLorious Goop Woop,” 





— 


The Members’ Menu. 


THE new menu, at nominal prices, 
Which now at the Commons obtains, 
Should really be meet for all crises 
Of M.P.s who have not many gains, 
For now solids and liquids there sold are not dear, 
Not one of the Commons ‘‘ short commons” need fear, 





Not Good for Ale-iment, 


OF extra strong Burton we often hear, 
And many a judge in that brew delights ; 

But the ‘‘ strongest” Burton now “‘ on,” ’tis clear, 
Is Sir Richard B.’s latest ‘‘ Arabian Nights.” 


oe ee 





THE members of the Salvation Army have just been indulging in a 
week of self-denial prescribed for them by General Booth, for the pur- 
pose of raising £5,000 to meet some of the most pressing liabilities of 
the organization. The leader himself set an example to his followers 
by giving up meat; two ladies gave up the contents of their plate-chest ; 
hundreds of officers gave up their salaries ; and thousands of members 
filled up the ‘‘ self-denial coupons,” promising to give up something or 
other. Happily, however, such disinterestedness is not confined to the 
Salvation Army ; for during the same week a very large number of out- 
siders either gave up business, or gave up their railway tickets, or gave 
up riddles, or gave up the ghost—though in these cases General Booth 
did not obtain the proceeds, 








Peace in Persia, 


(In Persia (says a weekly paper) the bride’s mother takes charge of the household 


for a year, and instructs the young wife in the mysteries of brewing 
while the son-in-law makes ‘‘ ma“ his counsellor and guide.) 


To judge by the assertions 
Contained in this our text, 
Quite happy are the Persians, 
Their home-life’s ne’er perplexed. 
According to this statement, 
A husband’s joy and peace 
Doth never know abatement, 
His pleasure ne’er can cease ; 
For there no husband stands in awe 
Of the Being known as a Mother-in-law ! 


baking 


Thus peaceful is the Persian 
Who risketh married life ; 
His words ne’er meet perversion 
When told unto his wife. 
Whene’er he’s been a-roaming, 
No ma-in-law stands by 
To give his hair a combing 
And ask the reason why. 
Whene’er his conduct shows a flaw, 
He needn’t fly from his Mother-in-law, 


Ma rules the husband’s household, 
But in a gentle way ; 
So her cranium must some mous hold, 
To exercise such sway. 
She instructs the bride in brewing, 
Not quarrels, mind, but beer— 
Why can’t ma’s try pursuing 
The same arrangement here? 
Then, oh, for the absence of jangle and jaw 
That marks the Persian Mother-in-law ! 


There, ma’s the husband’s guide, too, 
Philosopher and friend ; 
In her doth he confide, too, 
Re what he ought to spend. 
Her son-in-law she sweetly 
Doth counsel and instruct ; 
So the husband, calmed completely, 
Ne’er wants her to be ‘‘ chucked ”— 
So (though wags and satirists might feel “ raw ”’) 
Let’s import the Persian Mother-in-law ! 





A MILITARY correspondent considers that the Russian artillery are, 
if possible, a shade dirtier than the ¢avalry and infantry. Russian 
soldiers have generally been outspokenly criticised by the British 
journalists who have seen them. Some fifty years back an eminent 
critic wrote, ‘‘It is a mistake to suppose that every Muscovite soldier is 
an adsolute drunkard. The recruit is deprived of the money he receives 
of his parents or friends when he comes to his regiment ; and sometimes 
they have miles to go before they can spend their scant pay on 
brandy.” 








Nee 


Sis OF O-s 


7 f 7 E 1 
ee Y le 


a 


SAPIENCE. 





ee 


a 


Ser Ae em ea 
a ~ mae 


Se Sts ee 


HI fm TH ed a omg 
Laan: 


v2 
: 


A as 
part elas, Zonk i 
ea ee oR 


WeEaswsS 


> oh age 
Pig cs RR = Arn 


Sa Rae ta ny: Fn i lt haa agape Ps. = 
i ~ mi eee 


= 
sees 3 


Sid 


Peat en 


eal 


Abie, Ahan cha nia 


Sa te, REE UE 


cc ne bee 


PPE» De 








Ga” To Corezsronpexts.—7hse Editor aces not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions 
accompanied by @ stamped and divected envelope 


fa no case will they be returned unisw 





wit. 


ib ee eB re 
Mere at ee 

























































D temeenenan 


Li aie eee 





4 
ae & 


See ee 6] 0S RO 


er A Kom 


= ==. ms : < Se 


ate oa 


Se aE: 





tae 








eee 





ee a ape A - 


i 


Gao 


athe 














126 


HUN. 


SEPTEMBER 22, 1886, 





A 
—— 





GETTING UP AN APPETITE.—A WARNING. 
(* Tue visitor to the seaside resorts on the East Coast is not long in acquiring the appetite of a shark.”—Daz/ly Pafer.] 





























wh SS 
| * v 
! ) yr 


lit 


: 


a ij ff ] 
7 o cs @ ; 
SOEs | ae 
~] 








"It's no use,” he said, “I can’t eat anything. 
I must ron down to the seaside and get up an 
+? 


appetite | 


It was on the Pier that he felt the first symp- 
toms of improvement 
‘' I'm getting a little sharky ! 


‘* By Jove!” he said, 


* There's no doubt that I’m getting sharky, Mrs. Graball |” 
** Lor, sir! 


But is pickles ‘olesome took like that ?” 








Bae ook ia isiil 
It was soon placed beyond question that he was 
fetes “sharky.” His slumbers were disturbed 























the necessity of satisfying the cravings of his appetite. 


Then came a time when children avoided his hungry eye. 


‘‘over-sharked ” himself, He is now a hopeless dyspeptic. 


But this could never Jast, and in a fortnight there 
dawned on him the melancholy truth that he had 








PACKING UP. 
(See CARTOON.) 


WHEN Autumn has begun, 

It seems as though ’twere wrong 
That Parliament’s work should run ; 
And the Session it ought to be done, 

But still it drags along. 


Such labour must subtract 
From Members’ well-earn’d play ; 
Portmanteaux are ready packed, 
And they all, as a matter of fact, 
Would like to get away. 


Yet certain men somehow 


| 





And hinder departure now, 
By discussing, as all will allow, 
A most confounded lot. 


Lord Randolph wants to go, 

He’s yearning to leave town ; 
The House should be closed ; but, oh! 
It is Ireland again, as you know, 

That stops the journey down. 





SNOOPING., 


By CHARLES G. LELAND (‘‘ Hans Breitmann”), 
153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 


‘*’Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 
John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’"—Punch. 

“The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
told.”—Jilustrated London News. 

““* The River is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour should 
take a dip.”—“‘ Dagonet,” in the Reseree. oe 

“‘ An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven with 
ingenious plot.” — Daily News. 

‘**A thrilling little story, by the author of ‘Love 
Clouds.’"—T77uth, 


153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE PRINCESS’S. — Dramatists 
are queer fellows. They’re always 
altering the law for their own pur- 
poses—when I say ‘‘always,’ of 
course, I mean mearly always. Mr. 
H. Hamilton is the latest experi- 
mentalist in this way. What a 
find he must have thought it when 
he discovered that legitimising 
clause in the Scotch marriage 
law! But what a pity that, in 
building up a story to bring it in, 
he should invent the only con- 
tingency that could nullify the 
effect of that clause. That’s the 
worst of Encyclopedic know- 


ledge. 


I PRESUME the contracting parties 
are Scotch, and the estates involved 
Scotch also—I presume this prin- 
cipally because the first scene takes 
Tue Princess’s.—A VERY FINI place in Wales, and the rest of the 

LETTICE drama in Ireland—because, unless 
that is so, the story comes to the 
ground in another way. Mr. Hamilton has written what is, in many 
respects, a good play, though. One or two entrances and exits are 
clumsi'y managed, and all the characters are given to too much “‘ high- 
falutin’” reflection, generally of a gloomy character. They have a well- 
developed faculty for finding most things to be like most other things. 
*€T often think,” they will remark with sorrowful emphasis, ‘‘ that life 
is like a shirt-button. At first it is strong and bright, and firmly at- 
tached to its appointed place ; it will resist any pressure, and does its work 
manfully. But, by-and-bye, its hold grows looser, the thread is frayed 
and presently breaks, or the flat-iron of fate falls upon that button and 
shatters it, it is known no more, and soon another fills its place !” 





Tuen how they do talk! Mr. Clement Scott shivered in his stall 
as speech after speech flowed on, and he saw that yet another had dis- 
covered the only secret of dramatic writing and threatened to be a serious 
rival. But the Irish character played so cleverly by Miss Brough, and 
the English one played so feebly by Mr, Hawtrey, are conceived and 
worked in a way worth all the money. They are uncommonly fresh 
and bright. 


I pon’? think anyone can take a very serious interest in the hero and 
heroine. One’s a ‘‘ mean hunks” all through, and the other shows her- 
self rather unpleasantly vindictive during a good deal of the play, and 
then, you know, their little struggle over the legitimising of their son is 
made a little ridiculous by its 8 Taggoeee [owever, Miss Roselle 
plays most —— and truthfully, and Mr. Dacre also plays with 
strength and vrarsemb/ance. Mr. Brandon Thomas’ performance has 























Tue Princess’s.—Roy.—“ Is tus my MotHEerR?"—Mrs. Marsden.—"" Your 
MOTHER, BOY, AND yet I HARNT!" 


an air of indecision about it, but that arises from the inconsistency of the 
character ; it is really very neatly played and with a wholesome reserve. 


INDEED, with the exception already hinted at, the acting is all un- 








commonly good, Miss Carlotta Addison needs no praise, being a past- 
mistress of all that is delicate, refined, and true; but Miss ith 
Chester, who has the advantage of youth and beauty, 1s new to me ; she 
acts very prettily and has the genuine touch. Mr. Yorke Stephens 


ASE. 








Tue Princess’s.—Manager (0g.) By Jove! WHAT A CAPITAL PART THIS OF 
Guiennv’s 1s! GooD ENOUGH FOR A ManaGgrR. I’tp—Yes—I wiLtt—I’Li PLay IT 
MYSELF! (Does so.) 


makes a manly hero, as far as the poetic aspirations of the author will 
allow, and Mr. W. B. Denny gives a capital little sketch of Scotch 
character, The scenery is very beautiful. 


St, JAMES’s HALL, PiccApILLy.—The Moore and Burgess Minstrels 
have attained their majority here, having just commenced their twenty- 
second consecutive year on the 20th inst. Tocelebrate the occasion 
special performances were given morning and evening. The ‘‘ First 
Part” consisted of an Overture, twelve songs (assorted) each given for 
the first time, and a ‘* Pot Pourri” Finale introducing twenty-five-year- 
old melodies, Mr. W. West in his expert and comical ‘‘ Quiescent 
Fun” act opened ‘* Part Two,” and after one of Mr. E. Linden’s 
falsetto songs came a new comic absurdity, 7he Flight of Mercury, in 
which Mr, G. W. Moore distinguished himself. Mr. Moore also pre- 
sented his version of the Vanishing Lady trick amid rapturous laughter 
and applause. Altogether they start their manhood with uncommon 
spirit, 








Nops AND WINKS.—Miss Mary Anderson, by arrangement with 
Mr. Michael Gunn, and under the 
business management of Mr. C. J. 
Abud, will commence a series of 
seven performances in Dublin on 
the 11th prox., the proceeds of which 
will go to the Charleston Earthquake 
Relief Fund.—Miss Ruth Francis 
has resigned her engagement with 
Mrs. Bernard-Beere’s Fim the Pen- 
man company.—Mr. J. F. Molloy 
has written a work on Famous Plays, 
and dedicated it to Mr. Irving; 
the dedication I have seen, and if 
the body of the work is anything { 
like it, I can confidently recommend BE 
it as very thorough, if not abso- Al 
lutely accurate. — The Vaughan- 
Conway Comedy Company are now 
at the Grand, Islington.—On the 
23rd prox. Mr. C. M. Rae takes BG 
the Opera Comique in hand with an 
English version of Josephine Vindue 
par ses ret which he has himself 
prepared,— Mr. Harrington Baily 
has been engaged by Mise Wallis ~d _ Fey hale +f Alaa , 
her business manager for the pro- 
duction of Denise at Christmas.—I understand that Mrs. Bernard-Beere 
contemplates assuming the cares of management in London this winter 
soon after the completion of her present tour, NESTOR. 
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A g- vere DH E MoTTo,—" Give unto six heures the things which 
are six heures, 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 




















‘HIS YEARS ARE YOUNG, BUT HIS EXPERIENCE OLD.’ —7Z-<vo 
Gentlemen of Verona, 








another man six weeks for assaulting his wife.] 


* ent.” 





Oh, Law! 


[See two recent cases in which one man got six months for stealing a purse, and 


OH, the arm of the law is a mighty power, 
That reaches from shore to shore ; 

It frightens the bad little truant school-lad, 
It ‘comes down” on the dare-to-be-poor, 

So beings who dare to be wretched beware, 
Lest you’re gulfd in its mighty maw; 

For woe to the man who falls under its ban, 
Then hurrah ! for the arm of the law, 

Hurrah ! 


Hurrah ! for the mighty law ! 


The half-starving widow whom poverty frights, 
Who, Sundays, sells pen’orths of sweets, 
Blanches with fear when its footsteps near, 
Such crimes the law’s punishments meets. 
While the hungry who steal a crust for a meal, 
And rot on a bed of straw, 
Are told they must dy their food or else die ; 
Then hurrah ! for the justice of law. 
Hurrah ! 


T{urrah ! for the glorious law ! 


Our property’s sacred compared with our life, 
** Who steals my purse steals ”’—no, not trash, 
But something more precious by far than a wife ; 
Bah ! what if her head we should smash ! 
She is but a woman defenceless and weak, 
But money—our property—pshaw ! 
One blushes to read of such justice indeed ; 
Then shame on the half-blinded law ! 
Alas ! 
That right’s oft divorced from the law ! 


THE Proper Punishment for Thieving Lodging-house Keepers. —The 





THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT CANTERBURY. 


LIKE your John Bunions, Mr. Fun, I have been pilgrim, sare ; for 
have I not just return from ze shrine of your saint, Thomas A Becket ? 
Vraiment, your Englese have not produce many saints among so many 
sinnaires. Zx/in, like your poet that chem—I go say chan—I go vag 
my Canterbury tale. 

Ze dear old town. I seem, ven I arrive in its sleepy streets, vit 
gabled houses, and no noise, no house zat Jerry build, no brutal modern 
improvements, zat I have gone back yuarre siécles in history of England. 
I close my eyes, and I sink I see your vife zat go to Bath, your manciple, 
your prior, your yo-ho ! man, your knight, and I run against ze heaver 
of coals, and open zem again in ze nineteen hundreds, 

Ze first sing I observe is ze grand ole gatevay zey call ze Vestgate, 
but zey tell me zare is no gate call ze Trousares. Zare are two towers 
stand in ze Vestgate vich in turn stand upon ze bank of its Stour, I 
pass ze Inn of ze Chequers, so call, I understand, because Chaucer, he 
say the pilgrims vas use to take draughts zare. I go see ze Monastery 
of Saint Augustine, a chapter, a raiment, a volume of History of Eng- 
land written in stone full of ze memories of saints and kings and sinners, 
from Augustine and Ethelbert to ze Stuarts; also ze Church of St. 
Martin, ze earliest in your island, raised ven Rome vas an empire and 
Britons vare barbarians. Ze Empire of Rome has passed and aujoura’hui 
it is Britain zat is Empire maznfenant, ze church it remains and so do 
some of ze barbarians as I see from ze courts of police. 

From zare I pass to ze Dane John vare I am charm vit ze lovely view, 
vich, if it vare en continent you Engleese would travel hundreds of miles 
to see. On ze Dane John I am struck by ze sun dial vich tell ze hours 
and vas made by Weeks and have stood zare for years. 

Zen vit reverend step I enter ze grand Cathedral, and I reflect how 
if I vare Engleseman I sould be proud to sink how long my country 
had been great nation. Ze guide who take me over ze Cathedral is 
certainement Tory, so full he is of anger against Oliver Cromwells. He 
tell me of ze jewels, ze treasures, ze paintings stolen by ze Puritans, ze 
magnifique carvings cover vit vash of vite. Ma foi! ze Puritans in zeir 
day vare almost as much Ironhearts as Ironsides; but I remind ze 
guide zat but for zem ze Koman Candles might still be burning in ze 
grand altar. JAfort de maire! zey vare not so bad as your Henry ze 
Kightful, who reform ze Church by taking from her ze temptation of her 
riches, and who rob ze shrine of St. Thomas itself. 

And my soughts zey go backwards like your crab lobstare, and in ze 
eye of my mind, as your Shakespeare say, I see vile I stand in ze 
Chapel of St. Benedict ze grand ambitious Thomas a Becket coming 
from ze transept, vile ze knights of Henry ze Two avait him vit 
/a mort in zair hands. It is ze grand ¢/a//eau—ze last act of ze struggle 
between ze king and ze favourite he have raise up, and who, like so 
many more, try to kick down ze ladder by wich he have climb, 
Ma foi! it is ze last move in ze game of chess—kingcraft against 
priestcraft, ze king remain in France behind his castle, he have sent his 
knights to attack ze bishop. Like so many ozzares great men, Becket, 
full of faults in his life, is grandest and bravest in death, Ze emissaries 
of ze king can kill his body but not his spirit. Par /a mort il vainc, 

But, Mr. Fun, I ask is your grand Cathedral, your sepulchre of 
kings, prelates, and varriors, your shrine of saint a show of peep for 
zat you sould pay to behold it six pennys ze head? ar maire! I sink 
zat ze charge for admission desecrate ze grand and holy place more zan 


did ze Puritans. a bea 








ArTeRa French mayor had dined, not wisely, but too well, he attended 
a local ball, and in the geniality of his heart offered to marry, straight 
off, and free of charge, any two persons who wished to get knotted up 
for life. A very youthful pair instantly accepted his offer and were 
spliced on the spot ; their parents not being present at the time. The 
fathers of the young folk express an ardent desire to map the worshipful 
mayor’s body all over with gunshot, and the mothers announce their in- 
tention of going for the magistrate with their umbrellas the first time 
they meet him. The bridegroom is very sore from the spanking his 
paternal parent gave him on hearing the news of his marrisge. The 
bride has already asked her juvenile husband how much money he pro 
poses allowing her per week for sweetstuff, and on receiving an un- 
satisfactory reply has gone into a fit of sulks, The mayor declares he 
will never marry a couple again after dinner for love or money. 


Ar present it is somewhat risky to sketch in French towns. An 
eminent English artist was making a rough outline of a sausage shop 
in the south of France lately. This was enough to cause a deadly 
uspicion among the populace, who looked on. [hey denounced him 
as a Teuton and a spy, and called in the services of a gendarme, who 
fiercely threatened arrest, and angrily interrogated him as to his 
motive in sketching a sausage shop. Luckily he happened to have a 
two-shilling passport with him, or he would have unquestionably been 
consigned to a cold cell as an esfion in the pay of Germany, making 
notes for Prince 
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(1) Jones took his gun and cartridge, 
And went to seek the partridge. 

(4) He ** popped,” and almost settled 
The nymph, who then felt ‘* nettled.” 


At which J 








TWO “POPPINGS.” 


(2) And soon a bird passed gently, + 
aimed intently. 


(3) But, lo! that bird there skimming 
’T was but a girl’s hat’s trimming. 

(5) But again, with anguish riven, 

He ‘‘ popped,” and was forgiven. 








Doubte, 


Miss MAtiLpA had beauty, and fortune, and youth— 
These are wonderful recommendations, in truth— 
And her manner so charming I ne’er can forget, 
Though I live to the age of a hundred— 

And yet ! 


She was gentle, forgiving, and easy to vex— 
Which is characteristic, you'll own, of her sex ; 
In a word, she was all that a fellow in debt 
Could with reason be hoping to marry— 


And yet! 


In a week from our meeting I asked for her hand, 
And she answered to me, with a smile that was bland, 
And a voice that was bold, ‘You may have it, you bet!” 
Her devotion to me was astounding— 

And yet ! 


On the day of our wedding a rumour gained ground 
That the bridegroom was missing, and could not be found. 
I was sorry I bolted—but why should I fret ? 
She can marry with somebody better— 
And yet! 


Did I love Miss Matilda, I wonder? Heigh, ho! 
From the state of my feelings I must have done so; 
And her eyes when we parted, her voice when we me 
Still enraptured my soul, which they haunted 

And yet : 


But the world will console her, her pride will support, 
Her youth will renew its emotions. In short, 
There is very small reason why she should regret— 
There are plenty more like me, I'll warrant— 

And yet! 


She was married, I'm told, just a twelvemonth ago, 
And her husband has gone—well, I really don’t know! 
Shall I wander unthinkingly into her net ? 
Shall I seek her and tell her ?—No, never !— 

And yet! 








The (Whis)key of Prescriptions. 


IN a small town in the State of Maine, where it is a criminal offence 
to sell alcoholic refreshment, and where citizens are supposed to wake 
in the morning with tongues as pink as those of healthy babes, 1,600 
prescriptions were made up at one little drug-store alone during a 
month. Curiously enough, the chief component part in each of these 
prescriptions was rye-whisky. 








Men and Things, 


TEACHERS of the pianoforte are, from a moral standpoint, behind 
other members of the community ; they all go in for *‘ sharp” practice. 

The difference between an unlicensable play and the person who is 
responsible for its authorship is simply this: one is a play-w7zgh?, and 
the other a play-zw7onzg. 

Self-contained residences have always been sought after. No less 
an authority than the claimant once said, that half of the population were 
living on ‘* flats.” 

The winter soup-kitchen movement to which all classes of the com- 
munity are asked to contribute pieces, &c., is an admirable one. Mr. 
Fun does hope that every individual member of the nation of shopkeepers 
will take this opportunity of disposing in this manner of thezr old stock. 


THE workings ov most men’s minds air pekuliar. I never kcod kwite 
understand why peeple shood think themselves honored when thare 
pokets are picked by a prins.—O. E. P. 


THE jurney in life iz like the jurney by train, we hardly know we are 
travelling till we air pulled suddenly up.—O. E. Potts. 




















QUID PRO QUO. 
Not-very-well-off Cler,.—** PUT SOMETHING IN? Wily SHOULD 
I? WHENEVER I GO TO AN HOSPITAL THEY SAY IT ISN’l 
MEANT FOR SUCH AS J.” 











S 
gE 
i 
i 
e 
s 
kag 
oR, 
4 
be 
a) 
oh 
A 




















SEPTEMBER 29, 1886. 














ORRIN, 











Column at Aldershot. 
for they are often full of (f)lying columns, 


A New Art Critic. 


[Sir George Campbell, M.P., during the Committee on S 
the House the other night, said he “‘considered that Raphael’s 
Madonna’ (‘he masterpiece for which the nation lately gave £70,000), was | 
not worth 70,000 pence.” Its companion, the Vandyck, he characterised as | 
** atrocious and repuisive, and consisting principally of a horse—as unlike 
a decent horse as any man would keep in his stables.”’] 


Just recently, Art (with a very big A), 
Received a most terrible shock ; 


’Twas the brave Sir George Campbell, we hasten to say, 


Who ventured to give it this knock. 


One, Raphael, he thought, had a rubbishy style, 


And he hinted anon, with a sneer, 


That the method of Vandyck, the vaunted, was vile ; 


Yet, sad to say, none cried *‘ hear, hear, ’ 


He opined that the money (three score and ten thou’), 


England paid for a Raphael of late, 


Was a waste which the nation should never allow, 


And, of course, 42s opinion has weight. 


This especial ‘*‘ Madonna” he roundly pooh-poohed ! 


Saying, ‘‘ few e’en a fig for it cared,” 
He regarded the picture as common and crude, 
And he blushed that to buy it we dared. 


And what was the Vandyck ? he asked—and replied, 


‘**Twas a horse, and a shaky horse, too, 


Not a horse that a sane man would drive or would ride: 


’*T was but fit for the horse-coping crew.” 


And to this (so to speak) Sir G. also cried ‘‘ pish ! ” 


And as upon Vandyck he “sat,” 


He observed with assurance, that no one would wish 


**To perpetuate painters like that.” 


So, artists, both ancient and modern, take heed, 


Lest Sir G. should again tackle Art, 
For ’tis plain he’s a marvellous critic indeed, 
Who can make so-called painting-folk smart. 
And, lo, in conclusion, allow ws to state, 
That in terror we daily now run, 


If he’d *‘ slate” the old masters, he even would *‘ slate” 


The pictures we publish in Fun ! 





Beach-eerful at This. 


WE know of some seaside spots sublime, 
Where the beach is all life and colour ; 


But you'll find that the favourite Beach of the time 


Is William, the champion sculler. 





Much Virtue in an “F,” 


THE papers were lately full of the manceuvres of the Flying 
To some papers this was not novel, 
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ANOTHER FRAGMENT. 


Mrs, Glubber.—** LAWKS 


A MOSSY MBE, Mrs. PRATT! 


WuHo’D HA’ 


THORT TO HEV SREIN’ YOU POP IN ’ERE, A-KETCHIN’ ME PROMISKOS, 
JEST AFTER YER BEREEVEMENT TOO; BUT YOU RALLY SHOULDN’T LOOK 


SO MELANCHOLICK.” 


Mrs. Pratt.—“ I CAN’r ’ELP IT, Mrs, GLUBBER. 


I'VE JUST BIN TO 


HEV MY POTYGRAFF TOOK FUR MY LATE ’USBAND’S RELASHUNS; AND 
THE HARTIST HE SES, SES HE, TRY TO LOOK AS YOU LOOKED DOORIN’ 


YER ’ONEYMOON—AND I TRIED, 
TIME WURKS WONDERS THO’, DON’T IT ?— 
’SPESHULLY WHEN HASSISTED WITH A STRONG Cup 0’ GREEN TEA, AND 


SETTLE DOWN EASY YET. 


THE LEAST AS IS IN IT.” 





I s’POSE MY FETSHURES AIN’T GOT 














SONGS OF THE WATERING- | 


PLACES. 
No. VII.—OsTEND. 


SUMMER-WORK done, 
Abroad take a run, 
British sensations to vary ; 
Settle with friend, 
Go to Ostend, 
Not too far off, fresh and airy. 


Sea passage brief, 
Yet find relief 
(Always do that) upon landing ; 
Arriv’d, scarce need turn 
Head round to learn 
Flemish there’s no understanding. 


Ostend’s shore low 
Makes a good show, 
Ev’rything bright there and cheery ; 
Plenty of sand, 
Excellent band— 
Quite your own fault if you’re dreary. 


Nice Flemish girls, 
Teeth white as pearls, 





Bright-eyed, lips red as a cherry, 
Waists not too taut, 
Petticoats short, 

Feet rather big, but not very. 


Dames sur la plage, 
Ditto au large— 
Mesdames de Quelg’chose de Parts ; 
I'd advise you, 
Whate’er you do, 
Don’t ask for AZessteurs les maris. 


Beauties from far, 
Liége or Spa, 

Verviers, Dinant, or Brussels ; 
Costumes de dains, 
Demimondaines— 

Débardeur trousers and bustles. 


Grand hotels thrive, 
Skin you alive— 
Useless to storm or to reason ; 
All play the same 
Neat little game— 
Make what they can in the season. 





A POPULAR song just now,—Sca-saw. 





In the town of Werda, Dahomey, a temple 
of sacred serpents may be seen. The priests 
keep upwards of a thousand reptiles on view in 
the building, and teach them to perform various 
tricks. The holy men, for a consideration, will 
go through strange, weird performances with 
their slimy frof4gées, and tell snake stories that 
would curdle up the blood of the most men- 
dacious Yankee sub-editor. Woe betide the 
native who expresses his disbelief in any of 
these narratives. Should a scoffist be frivolous 
enough to do so, he is flayed alive, slowly 
disjointed, dipped in boiling oil, or sawn asunder 
between boards. Boldly fanatical as they may be 
in their assaults, there are very few of ** General” 
Booth s contingent who would care to engage 
in a disputatious attack on the Dahomey priests 
in a retiring chamber of that temple of Werda 
Towa. 





ConuNDRUM,—Why, if you please, is foreign 
tobacco like a well-planned and thought-out 
scheme ?—Because it is all cut and dried, 





SonGc FOR CRICKETERS. —“ Tit-‘ willow,’ 
tit-‘ willow,’ tit-‘ willow.’” 
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THE INSULTED FISH. 
(A Story OF THE AUDACIOUS VISITOR AND THE MARKET PRICE.) 
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There was once a Visitor to a seaside resort who did put his foot init! ‘‘ Ah!” said he, ‘one can get fish here then? Heresa fine cod, If I have fourpence about 


me, I'll have a pound.” That fish could scarcely believe its ears. 








aur “ . ~ 


At first it felt perfectly stanned. When it recovered, it went and told it all to the lccal fisherman and fishmonger. 7/eir indignation was terrible. ‘‘ To say sucha 


thing about you," said they to the cod; ‘‘ you who have never been sold for less than seven-and-six a pound since you can remember !” 


‘ 


























cd 


The worst of it was, the fishmonger happened to be the mayor 
ady. I really couldn't continue to harbour a lodg 


e , , ionc _ : - ’ . ’ . 
s had to leave that seaside resort, for fish r who shows such a hignorance of the price due to fish at the seaside as you ‘ave, sir, ’ said that lady. 


‘ 1 » ca se¢ hir o “ = . 
at the seaside is a thi ig to be whispered of with reverence, and not to be bought with mere silver. 








» and the corporation considered the matter, and then made a communication to the Visitor's land- 


And poor 
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clewit (latest edition ). 








“ALL THE WICKED- 
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‘**GOOD-BYE, MY LOVELY SAIREY,’ SAID MR. 
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OONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


"LL BEAR ANYTHING.” 


GREEK goo 
Good gracious ! ta y 
set these native gipsies of ours 
are! We really cannot put 
up with them any longer here. 
'.. The cholera’s about, and 

_» they’ll attract it here. Come 
—clear out ! 

GREEK Gipsigs. But where 
ate we to go? We're such a 
filthy, thievish, and generally 
obnoxious lot, that we’re quite 
sure no other country will 
ue le have us. 

IY fz Gr. Av. Eh? Hum— 
w\y rs well—that certainly 2s a diffi- 
culty. No, we have it. You 
go to—(whispers to gipsies, 
chuckling). 

Gr. Gir. (chuckling). Eh? 
Really? Are you sure they’re 
such mild——-? 

Gr. Av. (chuckling). Yes— 
Haven’t you heard about Russia 


THE MEEK BRITON; OR, “ 





Stand anything, bless you ! 
—all those treaties she breaks, you know—rides roughshod over ’em? 
You go there, and just put on a determined aspect, and——(¢iey dig 
each other in the ribs, and chuckle more than ever.) 


certain ! 


Tue Britis. Hullo! 
ing on our shores! Why, they’ll bring the cholera among us. 
you be off, 

Gr. Grp, Not we! We are such nasty creatures that nobody else 
will have us, so we come to you. 

Tue Br. (mi/dly). But why—excuse the suggestion—why couldn’t 
your own country——? 

Gr. Gir, What! Our own country? Do you imagine that Greece 
is such a fool as to harbour such vermin? How dare you insult our 
native land? 

THE Br. (40 captain of forcign ship which brought them over). But—if 
it is not trespassing too much on your goodness—cou/dn’t you manage 
to-—that is—er—take them away again ? 

Caprain. What! Well, I do like your cheek! Do you mapeone 
I’m going to cart all that rubbish away again? You must do the best 
you can with it. I’m only going to wait just to disinfect my ship on 
your shores—(for it isn’t to be imagined that I shall be allowed to carry 
infection to other countries like I can to yours)—and then I’m off, 

Tue Br. But what on earth am I to do? 

Cap. and GP. (with a roar of laughter). Why, make the best of the 
matter, to be sure! You're only the poor, meek, helpless British who 
put up with anything. 

(Greek Gipsies settle down in the pleasantest spot they can find, and 
make themselves generally unbearable ; while the British meekly spread 
disinfectants round them.) 
Tue Br. Oh, how unkind 
to treat us so! (70 foreion 
shipowners.) Oh, please, 
won’t one of you be kind 
= to take away these 
people? They have plenty 
of money of their own; but 
7 will pay exorbitantly for 
their passage. 

FOREIGN (including Gr.) 
SHIPOWNERS. Ug ! Very 
likely we are going to pollute 
our ships with your rub- 
bish ! 

THe Br. But, if you 
lease, it isn’t our rubbish— 
it’s entirely foreign matter, 
and 

THe Rest OF THE 
WORLD (én cherus). Oh !— 
ah! A very pretty story! 
Of course it’s your rubbish ; 
you’ve adopted it, haven't 
you? 

; a Br. Oh, no, please; you see it was landed here, and what could 

o 
(The Rest of the World burst into shrieks of ungovernable laughter. 


Here’s a dirty, filthy herd of wretches land- 
Here— 














—es 


Attracted by the noise, the Sun, Moon, and Stars inquire what ifs ay 
about, aud then join in the chorus.) 


THE Sun (¢o the Planets). Well, 'm glad I’m not inhabitable, for it } 


saves me from the danger of having such a fool of a nation on my surface, 

BriTIsH SHIP. Here, /’// cart the rubbish away for an enormous 
bribe. (Aside.) I shall have to bring em back—he! he !—but that’s 
no affair of mine. 

(The British joyfully pay an enormous price for carting the rubbish 
away—in spite of the fact that the rubbish has a lot of money of its own 
in its pocket.) 

ALL THE ForeIGN Nations. What! Don’t attempt to land that 
rubbish on our shores! Be off with you—take it back to England. 

(Greek Gipsies are re-landed in England, and proceed to occupy the 
choicest spots again, and render the country uninhabitable for miles 
around.) 

Gr. Gip. Now!. Weare not going to be disturbed any more. We 
are going to live in the nicest places. Weare not going. to work: we 
are going to steal what we want: we are not going to alter our filthy 
ways : and we are going to jeer at you for being such asses as to har. 
bour us. So now you know what you may expect. 

(Zhe Cholera comes this way, and is about to pass over, when it sees 
the Greek vermin, and fixes on the country, and devastates it.) 

THE Br. (more meekly than ever). We suppose the only course is to 
leave our country to the Greek gipsies, and go away and find another 
home ourselves, (7Z%ey do so.) 


Humble suggestion from MR. FUN (who evidently ts not a true Briton, 
he fears) :—Why not have them vigorously scrubbed (by a gang of our 
convicts least worthy of consideration), and disinfected (by processes as 
unpleasant to the disinfectee as possible) ; accept the hundred and eighty 
pounds they have about them to defray expenses ; and then set them to 
work for seven years on the ‘* Harbours of Refuge” so greatly needed 
round our coasts? At the end of that time they would offer no objection 
to leaving. We should have got our harbours of refuge for nothing ; and 
other unsavoury foreign animals who might meditate a descent upon this 
country would think twice about it. 





LAYS OF A LOVER. 


ILL—His Own ENEmy. 





Just to hear yourself called in the ring *‘ a good feller” 
By those whose good word you knew well was not worth 
The lees of the wine in your grandfather’s cellar, 
You are lying here dead in the cold sodden earth ; 
Just to hear yourself noted both clever and funny, 
Though you payed more than once through the nose for your joke, 
You have got in return—pray, what for your money ? 
A curse from the heart that you ruthlessly broke ! 


Just to hear at the club you made other men jealous, 
Or raise a coarse laugh at coarse story and song, 
From women and men our best instincts repel us— 
For you knew what was right though you chose to do wrong ; 
And to hear your health drunk in the wine that you paid for, 
You called your old friends who advised you ‘‘ untrue,” 
We hear, now you're dead, ‘‘ it was all he was made for,” — 
We, who gave place to this sycophant crew. 


Just to play at the big man you were only in stature, 
And gamble away, or be robbed, to speak plain, 
Of the dear old estate and your health, for by nature 
Your heart and your head were too weak for champagne, 
Was this your sole end in the life that God gave you, 
Abandoned by all in whose sunshine you basked ? 
For all we could do or could say would not save you, 
Though we gave the advice we were told was not asked. 


Just for a smile from the hypocrite faces, 
Just for a touch to a hat by a cad, 
You broke all restraint and kicked over the traces, 
And went at the pace that killed you, poor lad ! 
Just to hear yourself called at the club ‘‘ a good fellow ”— 
Was the game worth the candle you burned at both ends ? 
Pray, where are your ‘‘ friends” with whom you grew mellow ?— 
I alone at your grave stand—the last of your friends. 














An American young lady seeks heavy damages for breach of promise 
from a noble savage in the shape of a wealthy North American Indian. 
He refused to marry her, because she raised some little objection to 
stand against a door, when he had been drinking copiously of the fire- 
water of the white man, and allow him to show his dexterity before an 
a company by throwing his tomahawk at a peach placed on her 
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KNICENAOKS. 


BANDITISM in Spain is immensely on the increase. Throughout 
Andalusia it is particularly rife, It seems that the robbers are generally 
extremely courteous to the ladies 
riding in the déligences they stop 
and rifle, allowing them in many 
cases to retain their money and 
trinkets; but the treatment the 
gentlemen receive is the very re- 
verse of pleasant. An unlucky 
wight fancying to travel comfort- 
ably through Andalusia em diligence, 
had a clean shave, and ‘‘made 
up” himself as a woman, one 
brilliant feature in his disguise 
being a remarkably curly golden 
wig. The coach was stopped, and 
the passengers were robbed, ex- 
cepting the ‘‘made up” one, with 
whom the brigand chief seemed very 
fascinated. But in endeavouring 
to secure a lock of the “‘ fair one’s ” 
lovely hair, the chief pulled the wig off, and revealed a close-cropped 
and unmistakably masculine head. The artifice being thus discovered, 
the gallant brigand was so enraged at what he was pleased to term the 
fellow’s ‘‘ dishonourable deceit,” that, after giving him a lecture on the 
advantages of acting fairly in the world, he removed his ears with a 
sharp knife, and confiscated his money and the curly golden wig. 





AN Italian charged a pretty eighteen-year-old girl with assaulting 
him, alleging that she smacked his face and boxed his ears because he 


THE END OF THE SUMMER, 


AND supposing the summer is at an end—what do you sup I 
care? The leaves are falling ; so they can fall, so | as my indian 
railways don’t. Surely I like the summer? Well, that’s my business. 
7 don’t see the particular ad of banishing one’s self from one’s 
rooms to live in limited liability hotels and beastly lodgings. I can 
enjoy the fruits of the earth? CanI; I’m g 

Oh, yes; there’s plenty of fruit about, cal tomatoes, and all that. 
But what are they? Who can get a decent William’s pear now-a-days, 
or a Ribstone, or a Bergamot? Bah! don’t talk to me about free 
trade ; we have nothing hke we used to have. The last time I came 
from Antwerp by the Great Eastern boat (comfortable boats, too, and 
not much to pay) we had any amount of walnuts on board. Now what 
on earth is the use of walnuts, I should like to know? I don’t care for 
port wine and walnuts; I hate ’em, I tell you, I hate’em. I look as 
if I enjoyed ’em. Dol, sir, doI? Do you mean to insinuate that I 
have got a red port-winey nose, sir—do you mean that, sir? Because 
if you do, sir, all [ can say is, it is like your confounded impudence, 
sir. I care no more, sir, whether the summer comes and goes than 
whether the milk does, or anything else. I am not a summery man, 
sir. My pleasure is to walk up to Hampstead Heath, go into the Bull 
and Bush, and then look at the fellows whacking at the donkeys. 
That’s what I like. 

You think I shall go to Brighton now that it’s beginning to get cold? 
Then you think wrong, sir, very wrong indeed, sir—very wrong indeed, 
sir. My time at the SAzp is in November, sir—that’s good enough for 


me, and so are their cutlets and tomatoes, sir. 


All the talk about the 


end of the summer is chuckle-headed rot. 


The summer is no better 


than any other time. 


of summer to me again, 


impose on you to subscribe to school treats. Don’t mention the name 


It’s a time when persons are always trying to 


I’m sick of it, sir. DIOGENES Tupns, 


refused to kiss her. 


The magistrate designated the prosecutor a ‘‘ cruel, 





cold-hearted creature, and a disgrace to his sunny country.” His wor- 
ship considered that he had ‘‘ been rightly served by the spirited girl,’’ 
and that **no decent man of sentiment could have the slightest sym- 
pathy with such a person.” Then, beaming on the little damsel in a 
paternal and approving manner, he dismissed the case. The maiden 
blew a kiss to the kindly old gentleman, and skipped out of the dock 
with the grace of a young kitten, playfully tickling the gaoler, and 
pinching a policeman, 


THE other day we heard a good anecdote about Henry Ward 
Beecher. It appears that on a certain occasion Henry preached a 
sermon on the iniquity of compelling men to work on Sunday. Next 
day, while riding in a car, he asked the driver if he did not think some 
plan could be adopted to stop the cars running on Sundays. ‘‘ Not 
so long as they keep that Beecher show open in Brooklyn. ‘The cars 
kinder Aev to run to accommodate that, I guess!” was the man’s reply. 


A ‘*CORNER-MAN ” was charged by a fellow-rough with robbing him 
of a considerable sum of money. The prisoner was remanded ; and 
there being some doubt as to whether the money (which had been found 
on the prisoner) legally belonged to the prosecutor, the magistrate 
ordered it to be impounded until the case was decided, This precautionary 
measure did not fall in with the prosecutor’s views at all, so he made a 
determined attempt to grab the coin from the officer who held it, and a 
severe struggle ensued. Other constables came to the assistance of 
their confrére, and a lively ‘rough and tumble” took place, the 
claimant proving himself to be an exceptionally powerful man. 
Sovereigns rolled along the floor, law books were dashed about, ink- 
stands were knocked over, and the contents of one simply drenched the 
clerk’s bald head. When things quieted down a bit, the prosecutor 
was put in the dock, and sentenced to a month’s hard labour, the 
magistrate informing him that under an old act he would have had his 
right hand cut off for an assault in acourt of justice. Whereat the delin- 
quent smole a smile, and, putting the thumb of his right hand to his 
nose, slowly extended and twiddled his fingers. 


JOHN WALKER, of Long Sutton, recently broke a thigh for the sixth 
time. This man has also dislocated an elbow twice, and a collar-bone 
once, All John’s breakages and dislocations have been pure accidents, 
and not ‘‘ faked up” casualties, indulged in for the purpose of extorting 


money, after the manner of a blind man who once dwelt in London, } 


This sightless imposter used to feel carefully for open cellar-fiaps, 
hatchways, &c., fall down them, and then demand and obtain liberal 
compensation from the proprietors of the premises for injuries sus- 
tained, or bring actions with heavy damages laid ; which actions were 
frequently successful. 


AT a ball given by a club of Atheists the other night, the ‘‘ Free- 


thought Quadrille”’ was danced with great spirit. It is reported to | 


have been a very good imitation of the French cancam, and thought 
very free-and-easy by the reporter who was present. 








PRINCE ALEXANDER’s SONG.—Rus-*‘ chuk’d again.” 
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SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONE THAT Knows NOTHING ApouT It.) 
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HEARD ON THE THAMES TOW-PATH. 


Active Nephew (loudly ).—‘* You've got a bite, uncle !” 

Lazy Avuncular Relative (testily ).—‘‘ Yes, 1 know I have; but 
that’s no reason why you should wake me up just as I was having a 
comfortable doze. Worst thing about fishing is that one does get a 
bite sometimes. Confounded good mind to clout your head !” 











NEW LEAVES. 


“‘THe Penny Showman and other Poems,” by H. Chance Newton 
(Samuel French & Son). This is a choice selection of pieces, some 
grave, some gay, some exciting, some humorous, the showman sup- 
plies for recitation. There is, perhaps, no particularly ‘*‘ New-ton(e) ” 
about his musical verse (as we have heard it all before) but his subjects 
are neither unsought nor unstudied, although they seem to have come 
by ** Chance.” he show is worthy of the Showman, so walk up, 
walk up, and buy the lot, going for one shilling. 

** Exiled,” by Charles Swinton (Lon. Lit. Soc.) The hero is an English- 
man, the scene is in the Highlands of Mexico, and the book is readable 
if not altogether satisfactory, but why it is ‘‘ Exiled” we fail to find out. 
** Recalled to Reason,” by Fitzwilliam Harvey (same publishers. ) 
This work serves as something to read. There is no reason that we 
can recall for either praise or blame. ‘‘ Stories from the Ballads of Old 
England,” by Annette L. Davey (City of London Publishing Company). 
Of the six stories here so simply told it is no discredit to say they are 
not quite equal to half a dozen of the ‘‘ Ballads.” ‘Dust and Ashes,” 
and ** Celeste’s Inheritance,” by Cosmo (Wyman & Sons). Much that 
is good will be found in the ‘‘Dust and Ashes;” but * Celeste’s 
Inheritance ” is perhaps the richer and more valuable of the two. 

** Anecdotes and Incidents of the Deaf and Dumb,” W. R. Roe, 
M.C.T.D. and D. (Derby, Francis Carter), We cannot speak too 
highly of the issue of these anecdotes and incidents, so carefully collected 
by the Head Master of the Midland Deaf and Dumb Institution, and 
we trust that benefit may be derived from its publication. ‘‘ Walks 
in Epping Forest,” by Percy Lindley (125, Fleet Street, E.C.) We 
have more than once commended the earlier editions of this excellent 
book. Increased information gives additional interest to this new issue. 
**The Good Things of Life,” and ‘‘ More Good Things of Life” (Glas- 
gow, David Bryce & Son). Both these books, amusing as much of 
their contents may be, go to prove that while we get the good things 
with the bad, we must take the bad things with the good. _ “‘ Soldiers 
of England,” ** Races of Mankind,” and ** Character Heads” (Raphael, 
Tuck & Sons), When we have relieved our minds by saying that these 
pictured ** Reliefs ” are passably true in character, and, in colour, glaring 
enough to suit the most uncultivated taste, it is a relief to say no more, 


a 
Saal 


One day, when Mr. Potts was being shown the old Roman baths, the 
attendant drew out a glass of water and handed it to Mr. Potts, who 
tasted it. ‘* How old do you say this spring is?” ‘‘ About three thou- 
sand years old,” replied the attendant. ‘If you could put a drop of 
equally old whisky in it, it would be a decided improvement.” 

















AT an inquest on the body of a ‘‘ pathriot” who had been shot ina 
scrimmage with the police, an Irish jury returned this verdict : “Came | 
to his death from national causes.” 











A Peer’s Re-ap-peer-ance, 
work (ré Spaces, Earl 
Fp by nope bes | ere he so ph pert subjects, ‘ 
title of “‘ Social Arrows.”} 
TueEse “Social Arrows” which Lord B. has aimed, 
Are shot at those who would reform oppose— 
First singly with these shafts Lord B. ar-rows, 
And for the toiler recreation claimed. 
Ab! may these Arrows (although not from Bow) 
Find many a mark in hinderers of reform, 
Hustling around them like a hailstone-storm ; 
Yea, swiftly through the nation may they go. 
If singly they made Fogeydom oft shiver, 
This batch of Arrows should cause many a Quiver. 





A RAW-BONED, tattered tramp knocked up a Florida farmer lately 


nd begged a night’s lodging. The farmer pointed him out a barn, 
cane him the betcondl told him he might turn in. Somehow or other 


the farmer carefully forgot that his son, who is a menagerie pro 


kept a show alligator (who was on the sick list) in that barn. Next 
morning he found the barn door locked on the inside, and as he could 
obtain no reply to his knocks and calls, he broke it open, and dis- 
covered that the alligator was there sighing deeply, and that the tramp 
was missing. The Saurian seemed terribly ill, and refused all food for 
a week. At the end of this time a doctor was called in, and pronounced 
him to be suffering from acute indigestion. The medical man ordered 
heavy doses of infusion of orange-peel, tincture of hops, and carbonate 
of soda to be squirted down the dyspeptic patient’s throat. Gradually 
the poor sufferer recovered, and the farmer has promised his boy faith- 
fully that he will try to remember never to turn another raw-boned 


tramp into that barn at night when the show alligator’s there. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Monpay, Sept. 20—Lords.—‘‘ On, Stanley on.” And Stanley, of 
Preston, pressed on in the van—the brake-van—and to-night informs 
De la Warr that the Government intends to deal with the question of 
railway brakes ; whereupon De la Warr remarks that Stanley is a jolly 
old buffer. Lord Howth calls attention to falling off of supply of fish 
for Dublin, and intimates his intention of bringing in a Bill showing 


Howth-ey can deal with it. 
Commons.—Parnell a 
of Irish farm produce, In 


by side with his quondam foe, but now sworn friend. 


complaining that prices are down in the case 
troduces his Bill—hook designed to cut down 
rents to same level. Penrose Fitzgerald draws pen and rose-water 
sketch of Irish tenant farmers’ prospects. Gladdy back, stronger, haler, 
and Gladdier than ever; and the old Gladdyator once more fights side 


oder 


prietor, 

















BREAKING-UP Day aT St. STEPHEN’S. 


Tuesday.—Morley puts up his mawleys in aid of his protdégds, the 
Parnellites ; and the scion of an ancient stock heaves a sigh on the pros- 
pect of its rejection. Result—Parnell’s Bill thrown out by ninety-five 


majority. 


Wednesday—Commons.—Appropriation Bill appropriately disposed 


of, 
Saturday.—The Clock Tower’s Clang silenced till February. 








CONUNDRUM.—Why is a cessation of hostilities like the wedding 


outfit of a young lady?—Why? Because it’s a “ruce—oh ! 


A LEADING ARTICLE.—A regulation chain for dogs. 
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Bogus British Workmen, 


{At a Socialist mestiog the other Sunday, a well-known Socialist 


orator disguised himself 
tator appeared through the corduroys, and the impostor 
the platform. The crowd was com 


a working man’s garb, but the Cockney agi- 


was hooted off 


of workmen who denounced 


Socialism and those professing it. This demonstration was as hati 
as it was significant. The crowd refused to join in the “ Marseillaise,” 


and struck up ‘* God Save the Queen.”] 


AVAUNT, ye blatant, spouting crew, 
Who live by agitation, 

Who riots and discussions brew, 
Around this working nation. 

Ye lately came in many a troop, 


To make the rs man your dupe ; 


And so that you might trust enjoy, 
Disguised yourselves in corduroy. 


But, lo, the people standing round 
(Some anxious for employment), 

Your proper characters soon found, 
And upset your enjoyment. 

All workmen worthy of the name, 











Regard such frauds as you with shame, bs | ; Ti} Ti 


They scorn your demagogic noise, 
Although you dress in corduroys. 


And may our toilers ever treat, 
In this decisive manner, 

In hole-and-corner, hall or street, 
The agitation fanner. 

Such vermin thrive by discontent, 

And are on workmen’s ruin bent ; 

They are but dastardly decoys, 

Although disguised in corduroys. 





6e Coals!” 


THE prices of coals are about to rise, 
If rumour can be believed, 


This increase ’tis easy indeed to surmise, 


Most coal-dly will be received. 





* All a-Blowing!” 


Mr. CYRIL FLOWER, M.P., complained the other day 
at a Welsh political meeting that the only fault he had to find 
with the banner on the platform was that it wished ‘‘ Success 
to Liberalism,” instead of to Radicalism. Mr, F.—were it 
not that his sincerity is well known—might be accused of KIND, HERE NOW, AT ALL EVENTS!” 
using this Flowery language for the purpose of suc‘‘ seeding” 
in a political ‘* plant.’ 
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TAKEN A-BACK, 


Sportive Young Lady.—**Ou, Cousin CHARLEY, HOW I DO WISH you 
COULD HAVE COME A WERK AGO!” 
Cousin C. (spooney, and feeling flattered ).—“‘ DO You, REALLY! AWF'LY 


S. Y. Z.—** AH, BUT YOU’RE NO USE NOW! WE ONLY WANTED You 
TO TELL US WHAT TO BACK!” 











A Legend of Primrose Hill, 


THE night is dark, the air is chill— 
It always zs on Primrose Hill. 

The moon that was, alas! zs not ; 
No man frequents this lonely spot 


Save one; and that exception’s me — 
(Bad grammar? Yes; decidedly). 
With weary step I climb the steep, 
Deserted, gloomy, giant heap. 


The hour is late, the calm profound ; 
An awful stillness reigns around ; 
The gas is bobbing to and fro 

(The wind zwz// make the gas do so), 


And casting shadows here and there 

Upon my path. I would I were 

Within my bed in Belsize Park— 

But, lo! what noise—methought I—hark ! 


My ears deceive me not: I hear 

The sound of footsteps creeping near ! 
My eyes deceive me not: I see 

Two men approaching stealthily ! 


While they with measured tramp ascend, 
Beneath a heavy load they bend ; 

A something wrapped within a sheet !— 
My brain burns bright at fever heat ! 


O weary hour! O wretched woe! 
It 7s a corpse !—distinctly so ; 





The fretful light upon it shines 
And clearly marks those ghastly lines ! 


I cannot raise the neighbourhood— 

In fact, I would not if I could ;. 

I deem it wise to silent be 

Lest they should turn their steps to me. 


A moment and they’ve pass’d! All’s still! 
The moon once more illumes the Hill, 
And shows to me the murd’rous pair 

In conversation over there. 


The ghastly load beside them lies, 
And there—can I believe my eyes ?— 
An open grave is close at hand ! 

They thrust the body in, and—and 


* * a * + 
The morning air is cold and damp ; 
I suffer keenly from the cramp ; 


But how the dickens am I here 7 
I must have fainted, that is clear. 





I seem acquainted with this spot— 
‘¢ It’s Primrose Hill, sir, is it not?” 
“Tt is,” replied Policeman X ; 

‘* And you is drunk, as I expects.” 


‘* No, no, good sir,” and up I spring 

** You do me wrong to say such thirg 

It's not the truth—it’s not, I swear.”’ 

‘‘Then how,” he questioned, ‘‘came you 
there?” 








**T see it all,” I cry aloud, 

‘The men !—the grave !—the corpse !—the 
shroud ! 

O worthy Peeler, come with me 

And I'll disclose a crime to thee !”’ 


I dragg’d him to the awful spot— 
I heeded his entreaties not ; 

I told him of the dreadful sight 
That I had witnessed yesternight. } 


The loosened mould we scratched away : 

We raised the corpse. ‘* What did you say?” 
The Peeler answered where he stood, 

** 70's meat ‘unfit for human food!’" 





The Wit and Wisdom of Octavius 
Ebenezer Potts, Esquire. 
HIZ FILOSOPHY-—SMAWL TREWTHS, 


THere iz no path tew race on so good az a 
strait wun. 

Given a suffishensy ov mirrors and a suffi- 
shently powerful teleskope, thair iz no reezen 
why we should not be able tew see rownd the 
wurld, 

Rest haz many applikashuns: the pedes- 
trien rests hiz legs, the strummer hiz fingers, 
and the scientist his brane. 

Hunger iz the thong of idleness. 

Bad luck iz the jackass that the sluggard 


rides. 








Gap To Cornesronpants.—74s Aditer does net bi 





nd himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In me case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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RETRIBUTION; OR, THE HOT SAVELOY.—A NOVEL STORY. 
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Screwey Tadge had an ardent passion 
for hot saveloys, but his love for lucre did 
not allow him to throw away a penny. 


So he must needs purloia. he v e 
hissing in their dish, and the boy basking in their rich perfume. 


Nightly he watched the delicacies 


A chance came at last. A vigorous plunge 
secured a prize. 



































But the canine brute, “ not under proper control,” 


spoilt everything. 


Screwey was promptly run in. 
bit”) he gleefully reflected on 
lodging gratis. 


zpougn (while ‘‘ doing his 
his obtaining board and 


Liberty revealed that a friend had called in 
his absence. Exit his lucre in consequence. 
Moral—Always pay a penny for a saveloy— 
when you want one. 

































The End of the Session. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

Tuey who at some time have thought fit 
To study Dickens daily, 

Of course with ‘* Martin Chuzzlewit”’ 
Have been acquainted gaily ; 

And doubtless by the evening lamp 

They've read of Mrs. Sairy Gamp, 

And of, we'll not say that young scamp, 
Of that young fellow Bailey. 

The two last-named odd characters 


Once held a conversation, 
Which our ‘'G. T.”’ (who seldom errs) 


Deem’d good for adaptation 

To present politics ; and so 

Into the Cartoon did it go, 

And there received, as now you know, 
\ novel illustration. 


Salisbury Gamp is proud to see 
Young Randolph Bailey leading, 
And Randolph Bailey’s proud as she 

To fancy she’s succeeding ; 
And both believe he’s not done il] 
To get so far without a spill, 
Besides upsetting Parnell’s Bill 

Upon its second reading. 





PRIOE, ONE SHILLING; Post-free, 1s. 24. 


THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 

'*'Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 
John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’"—Punci. 

‘*The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
told."—Jilustrated London News. ; 

«The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour should 
take a dip.”—‘“‘ Dagonet,” in the Referee. bo 

‘An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven wit 
ingenious plot.”— Daily News. 


153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 



























DON’T BE CHEATED! 


SEE THAT JAM ES’ 


"DOME? tc: 


Used in the Royal Household. 


No dust, or small particles fly about to injure Garments, 
Drapery, Pictures, Carpets, Furniture, Ornaments, &c., and 
its bruliamt polish increases the attractions of the fireside. 

















See that you get it! 


As bad makes are oftensold 





Cadb 


GUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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Tue Gaiety.—Merry Maipen-Hoop. 


John Hollingshead as manager is conspicuous by its absence. Nellie 
Farren is not to be seen, youths direct you to your seats, the charge for 
the loan of opera-glasses is reduced to sixpence (which is probably the 
reason I failed to induce the attendant to supply me with a pair, even 
after the third time of asking), the orchestra is enlarged, the very walls 
are altered. There is a new act-drop, and a smoking-room ; in fact, 
the old order is entirely changed (let us trust the new order, either for 
stalls or boxes, will not be found necessary), and the atmosphere, actual 
and metaphorical, has been improved, Virtue reigns triumphant, and 
the ‘‘ masher” is uncatered for, 


It seems worth consideration, however, whether decorum might not 
have been obtained, as far as the play is concerned, at less expense of 
liveliness. Dulness and decorum commence with the same letter, but 
there is no reason why they should be synonymous, Mr. B. C. Stephen- 
son’s extraordinary rechauff’ of Goldsmith, Shakespeare, and the rest 
might at least have been skilfully mixed. The songs are reasonably 
well written in most instances, and that is the sole merit the author can 
claim, Where he would have been without Mr. Cellier’s music is not 
hard to guess, and the gentle humour of his asking us, as he answered 
for the second time a call not all meant for him, *‘not to forget” the 
musician, was much appreciated. 


_THE music is indeed almost a /our de force in its freshness, free indi- 
viduality and tunefulness, It has a constant interest and grace ; and the 
delicacy of some of the orchestration is delightful. The dainty quartette 


f“~ 
eal 


“L 
A 
‘ 
y 


2 NN 
Wy 








P 4 / on 

| f “< ZL‘ Wy YM 
Vili, I (fe 
Wai a r 

} Ni | \ Y 


, j , 
44 
¢iij / ? 
\\ thid dL //, 
" ul ’ y 


UGA) 
Uy NY// let Wf Mi) i LE, 
/ j | rae 









ae j 










. ~~ 

“s . 

tel ~« 
ae 


= 


THe Gairgty.—Tue Fascinatinc Hero. 


in the second act, which is deservedly encored, is by no means an isolated 
instance of the harmony and charm of this most successful setting. 








THERE was a most enthusiastic audience on the night of production, 


Tue Gairty.—Very complete is the change which has come over the 
spirit of this establishment, For the first time in its record the name of 


—— 


and from the apparent bent of the applause Dorothy, or the triumph of 
Charlie, should have been the title of the evening’s entertainment. [ft 
has been a custom to vaunt Mr. Harris’ stage-management to the sky 
borders—and far be it from me to detract from honourism in many a 
tried field —but, in common with the rest, I do want to know how he 
came to allow standing-hops, corn-sheaves, and a bean-feast all in one 
scene,—corn-sheaves, moreover, standing, into Minnie Palmer-like 
vraisemblance, in an innkeeper’s forecourt. I suppose he is not respon. 
sible for the introduction of an entirely excrescent fox-hunt (unless the 
desire for live hounds and a certainly most picturesque finish to an act 
tempted him), but surely he might have ‘‘looked to it” that ladies, 
disturbed by an alarm of burglary, should not have turned out in exactly 
the same stage of “‘ doing her hair.” Of course, if it were not that the 
suggestion is at variance with the new order of things, it might appear 
that it is this state of nocturnal deshadz//e which induces the huntsmen to 
turn wide from their hunt and come, dogs and all, into the vestibule of 
Chanticleer Hall,—in which somewhat unusual part of the building, by. 
the-way, dancing and other festivities appear to be carried on.—It is 
also a matter for speculation why the owner ofa place with such a 
name is not already ‘‘ on the hunt,”—probably he was not aware that 
a meet had been arranged for 2 a.m. 
fe 

THE caste is strong, but most of its members seem to be largely en- 
gaged in doing nothing. Mr. Hayden Coffin sings away with splendid 
ease and melody in duets, quartettes, and choruses, and looks as pretty 
and picturesque (and as conscious of it) as a peacock, but hasn’t a solo 
to bless himself with: Miss Florence Dysart, a good singer with a good 
voice is well enough served perhaps, but she seems so like being able to 
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THe GalgTY.—UNUTILISED MATERIAL, 


do a lot more, that one imagines it isnot so. A bit of funny unexag- 
gerated acting of fright, by-the-way, which she gives in the last act is 
worthy of mention. Miss Harriet Coveney has next to nothing to do, and 
Arthur Wiliiams as a comedian who can both sing and act, has one song 
and about half-a-dozen remarks (mostly his own) put into his care. 


THE piquant attractiveness of Miss Marion Hood as the heroine can- 





not be exaggerated ; nervousness (probably) caused her to ‘‘ perk ”’ rather 
too much in the first act, but she soon settled down, and, except at some 
moments of indecision, sang in her best form and acted with spirit, 
though I wish she wouldn’t double herself back so when in male garb ; 
she is nice and tall and slim, but she is not quite long enough to be folded 
up after all. Mr. Redfern Hollins is a sweet singer—his voice is the 
voice of a tenor, but his face is the face of a low comedian. The three 
scenes provided are in the best taste. The second act is a beautiful in- 
terior—noticeably so ; and the dresses, from the clever designs of Mr. 
A. Chasemore, are sumptuous, Altogether, the production fosters a 
desire to see this class of entertainment flourish ; but, I suppose, it is 
only a ‘‘try” after all, as Miss Nelly Farren, Mr. T. Leslie, Messrs. 
Yardley and Stephens, and the new burlesque on Monte Cristo are due 
in December. 


THE HAYMARKRT has reopened with its assured success, Fim the 
Penman, presented with a considerable strengthening of the cast. 
Lady Monckton personates the wife of the undetected forger with un- 
abated effect, but she is now supported by Mr. Willard as her husband 
and Mr. Macklin as her former lover, Percival, both improvements on 
the originals—although Mr. Arthur Dacre’s Jim was not to be despised 
by any means. Mr, Garthorne is scarcely so subtle a detective as Mr. 
Brookfield, but he does no harm, and, for the rest, it is a good and 
interesting play, in spite of faults. NESTOR. 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 
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**OQUT OF THIS WOOD DO NOT DESIRE 10 GO,.”—JA/idsummer 
Night's Dream, Act. I1., Scene 2. 
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A Happy Arcadia. 


[Dr. Allinson, writing to the Zcho, says he considers that prison-life, with a little 
more laughter and communion, ‘‘ would be a very jolly one.”’) 


BAH ! guv’nor, ’tis all bloomin’ rot 
To jaw of liberty and sich, 
A chap as twelvemonths’ hard ’as got 
Did oughter think hisself quite rich. 
Now, don’t some poet-chap declare 
As ‘*’tain’t stone walls which make a quod?” 
And iron-bars let in the air, 
On that you may go Tommy-Dod, 


Why, I as knows it well, sir, says 
I’m sorry when I go away ; 
Just reckon the advantages 
As comes of living in this way. 
Just think how moral yer must be, 
Of wot temptashuns you are rid, 
From life’s sad wanities ye’re free, 
An’ all yer wicked pals—no kid ! 
Yer don’t get tight in that there place, 
Nor eat so much yer git took bad, 
No bloomin’ worry lines yer face, 
Instead of that yer feels quite glad. 
Yer meals are reg lar every day, 
With time to meditate, yer see ; 
Why, blow it all! I only say, 
For ease a *‘ quod’s”’ the place for me. 











A DREADFUL, awful man was summoned a few days back for killing 
a highly respectable cat. The proprietress of grimalkin stated that her 
Thomas was one of the most inoffensive creatures in the world, a cat, 
in fact, who always kept good hours, and came home to his tea with 
exemplary regularity. She further stated that the cause of the defend- 
ant’s dislike to the animal was a row she had had with his wife. ‘** What 
was the result of that row?” asked the magistrate. ‘‘ Five shillings or 
three days,” replied the complainant with a graceful courtesy. ‘* Case 
dismissed, ’ ejaculated the ‘‘ beak” crisply. 





DULL AND DARE. 


No more light mornings. Of course there are not. Just when I 
began to enjoy getting up early. Beastly place this country. Beastly 
climate. Ofcourse I don’t like getting up in the dark. How would 
you like to kick your big toe against the iron leg of the bedstead on a 
cold, shivery morning? You wouldn’t, I know very well indeed. Some 
people are always so confoundedly contented with everything. I hate 
these people—I hate em! Nice seasonable weather, is it? Well, as I 
haven't got seasoned to it yet, and never shall be, ¢ha?’s no consolation 
to me. There’s no such thing, too, now-a-days as dozing in bed. 
There’s no part of Lendon where you're not either woke up with a 
railway whistle, or some wretch yelling milk, or a van rattling by. 
Years ago people could generally doze in peace. Dark mornings! Why, 
you never get your shaving-water until it’s time to go to lunch. I’m 
affected by the weather. AmI? Well, I suppose most people are. If 
you think it’s pleasant to get up in the dark, and then to come down 
and pay the water-rates afterwards, I can tell you that I don’t, and I 
never shall. 

1 always think, too, that the cats seem to enjoy the dark mornings 
more than any other time. Of course I have plenty of cats round about 
me. Of course there is a yard where they hold meetings at the back of 
the house. There’s a London summer-house there, where they come to 
howl their lives out, and wind up by dying under the dirty seats. That's 
what London gardens are for. 

There’s a fellow, too, next door who keeps a beast of a big retriever. 
That’s a nice sort of neighbour to have when you want to have a doze 
in the morning. There, I would give a five-pound note to anyone who 
would poison that brute. 

Of course, too, they keep fowls in the stables round the corner. 
When they are not se-shing the horses, the fowls start their row. The 
magistrates don’t stop ’em, of course not. The magistrates never co. 
They go and fine a man five shillings for taking a little too much beer, 
but I don’t believe they’d interfere with anyone if they kept lions in the 
front area. No, there’s no such thing as having a comfortable doze, try 
as much as ever youcan. Then they’ve matins and things in the new 
fangled church nigh by. Really it’s too dreadful; they’re beginning to 
ring the bells now. Oh, my! DIOGENES TUBRs. 








AN Edinburgh M.D. complains that, during the recent session in the 
House, Black Rod cut him off in the middle of a question. But there 
is nothing very startling in this. Parliament-people are (r)odd some- 
times. 

** WHAT would you like for dinner to-day, Mr. Liverby?” asked his 
housekeeper. ‘An appetite,” groaned the Anglo-Indian. 








SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONz THAT Knows NOTHING AzovT It.) 








ENTRIES FOR THE AUTUMN HANDy-CAPs. 
(Waited for in our last Sporting Note) 














































































4 * 
Ee : 
Bal iy 
a t t 
i e 
; ‘ 
Bee nil fh 
in Z oe 
|} ae 
7. ME 
oe i, 
she 
ie ’ 
= a h 











aa oe ea Ee REE oe eet 








ss 





THE SHOW-PLACE GUIDE.—HIS MARVELLOUS ANTIQUITY AND {OMNIFICENCE. 


to the various Show-Places lately. We had never before suspected that they were all so identified with the archaic history of the 
places they show. } 


{Wa have been studying the Guides 








There's an old fellow in a cavern, for instance. ‘* This ‘ere stalagmite,” he told us, ‘takes a thousand years to git a hinch taller. It’s fifty hinches ‘igh ; so it’s took 
us fifty thousand years to make it; but we've got it done at last, as you see. 
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Then there's the awe-inspiring verger at the Cathedral. Said he, “This arch was built soon after the Romans guitted Britain. You observe the exquisite judgment 
displayed in its proportions. We pride ourselves upon that arch, and consider it our finest work.” 


” But the keeper of the Ruined Costle- he's thrilling! ‘*‘ Hanner Dummunny nine ‘underd an’ keighty-two it was, as this ‘ere keep was stormed by the foreign 
unvader. How he come! Hup come the scalin’-ladders ! But we ‘urled ‘im horff agen and agen, ‘eadlong from the ‘eight on ‘is ‘ead. Arrers ‘issed through the 
—haxes ‘ewed and ‘acked on ‘elmet an’ ead-pieces—down went the bilin lead through them ‘oles! I shan't forgit that day in a ‘urry !” 
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Trish Deputation.—“JIST BROUGHT YER HONOUR A I] 


OF IRELAND.—GRAND PRESENTATION TO 


WE 


G. O. M. to Deputation.—‘‘ D—DELIGHTED, I’M SURE; SO V—VERY KIND OF YOU. 


“ THE FREEDOM ” 
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THH OTHER SIDH OF THE CASE. 
Just as we were engaged in the perusal of the daily batch of letters 


from the em- 
ployés in our 
public depart- 
ments, the office- 
boy announced 
a visitor. 
“’E is arum 
’un if you like, 
m’lord!” the 
youth whisper- 
ed, ‘Don’t 
seem to me to 
be altogether 
w clear in 
is ’ed, ’e don’t. 
And sich a fool 
of a smile as ’e 
’as, bless me if I 
hever did see!” 
And, as the visi- 
tor entered, that 
office-boy (to whom, we begin to think, a too-indulgent latitude is 
allowed) got behind him, cut a caper, made a horrible grimace of derision, 
and vanished. 
** Ah !—good morning,” we said to the visitor; ‘‘ what can we have 
the pleasure of—by-the-way, we beg your pardon, but you appear to 
have a—really, how can people play such very unseemly practical 
jokes?” So saying, we unpinned from the visitor's coat-tails a flaring 
ter, placed there, no doubt, in mockery by some thoughtless scoffer. 
Ne alsofrubbed out the words ‘‘ A Hass,” written in chalk across the 
visitor’s back. 
** They're always at it,” said the visitor, bursting intotears, ‘* Anyone 
would think they wish to make a butt of me!” 
It certainly did seem as if such were the case; and we were filled 
with a flood of compassion for the victim, who really appeared to bea 
harmless sort of person, if not exactly bright. 
It took him some time to decide whether he should place his hat on 
the chair we offered, and sit on the floor; or put his hat on our head, 
and sit on the mantelpiece ; and he finally settled it by putting his hat 
on the chair and sitting on that, after which he smiled vacantly for a few 
moments, and then burst into tears once more, 
“* You appear to be in real distress,” said we. ‘‘ Pray tell us in what 
way our assistance——” 
After gazing vacantly at us for five minutes, the visitor evidently 
understood our words, and said, ** Yes; that’s it! Real distress. It’s 
very unkind of ’em all y’know. It’s those letters to the 7z/egraph. Why 
do they round on me like this? If I have my faults, I’m sure I——” 
** But, by-the-way, who are you?” we inquired. 
**Who? Oh, ! JZ know who I am,” said the visitor, thinking 
deeply. ‘I’m the Spirit which ConTROLS Mr, John Bull’s MANAGE- 
MENT of his Pustic Orrices, Sometimes I can’t quite recollect who 
I am ; but I’m quite clear now.” 
He did not look so very clear; but we were not so rude as to say so. 
** Yes, well,” he continued, whimpering at intervals; ‘‘ what I came 
to complain about is those letters to the newspaper. What do they 
want to attack me for? If I have my own way of doing things——” 
** Which, if report speaks truly, you certainly seem to have,” we said. 
**He! he!” simpered the visitor, much flattered, ‘‘ Yes, I always 
was remarkable for originality. He! he! Well, I thought I would 
just come and tell you, you being a lover of justice.” 
We were conscious of flushing slightly, for we certainly do entertain a 
deep regard for that young lady. 
** You being a lover of justice, Mr. Fun—tell you how I go to work 
in advising Mr. Bull in his arr ts, so that you might judge for 
yourself, So, if there are any points are curious about——” 
“* Well, there are,” we replied, ‘‘ for instance, what principle do you 
pursue in calculating the salaries due for various services rendered ? ”’ 
*“‘He! he! That took mea long time to work out; but at last I 
Y¥ it or — on my head to get it im muddled. 8, = it thus :— 
multiply an employés incapacit is ignorance e icular 
duties required, and then divide is years of service. thus, if a 
man is a perfect fool and knows less about his special duties than his 
inkstand does, he gets the maximum pay as head of a department to 
begin with; but his salary diminishes year by year, the diminution 
being accelerated by the attainment of routine knowledge, until his 
salary becomes nil; when he leaves. He is, however, retained on his 
a himself more fitted for any other line of business than his own.” 
i” + see,” we said. ‘And how do you encourage your employé to 
ort?” 


““ Why, directly we see them showing signs of usefulness, we reduce 
their salaries, d’ye see?” 





“Ah!” we said. ‘“‘ And, then, as to special training. We presume 


your examinations for clerkships—— 

** Of course,” ee the Spirit. ‘‘ Let us suppose, now, that a 
man is wanted for g department. We examine him in 
Latin and Greek, flower- anatomy, and cookery, d’ye see? If 


he’s wanted to keep books, we examine him in geography ; if we want 





a corresponding clerk, we select a candidate who can’t write; and so 
forth, d’ye see?” 
%s Abbe ! An excellent system, that of yours. We will place your 
view of the case before the public. Allow us, pray?” 
We re-pinned the pester to the visitor’s tail, and restored the writing 
to his back, and he ed us and withdrew. 
TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe Epitor oF “ Fun.” 


S1x,—How sweet to the congenial soul to seek—by the way this is 
not ‘er pied sweet, I say, to the congenial soul to seek the germ of 
skill in its mere tyro stall and by encouragement, tuition, guidance, 
and a general inculcation of every move upon the board, foster into life 
and active fact the latent tipster. The process of seeking and fostering 
is most pleasantly pursued when the subject is young, lovely and female, 
and to that branch of it I have recently been turning my attention as 
some relaxation from the irksomeness of my present condition. For, to 
tell you the truth, Sir, I find it nearly as much of a nuisance to be rich 
as I did to be poor—the people in the latter state suit me better 
and the stick-up collar of prosperity is irksome after the larger freedom 
attached to the knotted ‘‘ankercher’’ ot comparative indigence. 
Parsons have visited me, in both states, but the parson of poverty has 
the pull over the rector of riches, because he doesn’t ask for subscrip- 
tions. My other visitors are such mugs, too,—don’t know anything. Their 
daughters know more, though, and show a disposition to widen their 
knowledge—I’m teaching one of them how to give tips,—this is her first 
attempt, 


Tip FOR THE CESAREWITCH. 


Any person of sufficient education, 
Knows that Silver’s bound to show depreciation ; 
And ’twould show the very attitude of folly 
To back it. 
The Bard will not do bardly, I’ve a notion, 
And Marlborough may cause a small commotion ; 
And Atheling—well, if you think it folly, 
Attack it. 


How’s That we may dismiss for this occasion, 
But I’ve still a little weakness for Eurasian; 
While St. Gatien should not be disregarded 
Precisely. 
With Oberon you scarcely should a sell see, 
Sir Kenneth means “‘ good business,” so does Chelsea, 
But The Bard and *‘ big success ” are interlarded 


So nicely. 
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C why hs 
With the tew touchings up I’ve given it, I think you'll find this pretty 
reliable. ‘* However do you do it?” my pupil cried. (I don’t tell anybody 
what my former business was, they wouldn’t know what I meant, and 
would consequently consider it criminal), but you know, Sir, that it is 
mere child’s play to your accomplished TROPHONIUS. 
P,S.—Hope you're quite well ; love to the missis, 
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DOG DECOYING; OR, THE BITER BIT. 
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you sneaking cur |” 


Towzer (log.).—"* pen Who's that upthe “Oh, that's your game, is it? Take that, ‘ Now, instead of my going with you, 
s 


little dorg? Oh, 
muzzle on, so he 
according to law, 


you'll have to come along with me.” 


Towser's Master.—“ Have I seen a 


— He hadn't got a 
s been ‘ disposed of 
’ I expect.” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE GREEK GIPSIES. 


By way of putting the Greek gipsies quite at their ease, Sir, I had no 
sooner entered their encampment at Hull, last Tuesday, than I began 
tohum ‘‘ A Gipsy’s Life is a Joyous Life!” in my sportive way. 

Before I had completed one stanza of this merry ditty I was literally, 
not too literally surrounded by the ‘‘ Romany Ryes.” 


to remark that these Romany Ayes by any other name would have 
smeit as (s)wheat ! 

At any rate they could not smell any nastier. One of the morning 
papers, I noticed, observed in a leading article that ‘‘these persecuted 
Bohemians had only had foul play in this country.” 

Well, I don’t like to contradict a London newspaper, but from what 
I smelt, I should have thought that our visitors must have gone in for 
foul work also; but no matter ! 

I have said that I was at once surrounded by the gipsies, who all 
began to beg of me in their strange fafois. It was curious to note in 
what pence-ive and half-pence-ive tones they all addressed me. 

For the moment, I wished I was an American, so that, instead of 
offering them half-pence I might have distributed (s)cents amongst 
them. After all, thought I, I am not sure scents, even strong common 
scents, would have been potent enough. Carbolic acid would have 
been better. 

So aggressive were the sturdy urchins that I resolved to try the effect 
of a verbal remonstrance ; so recalling the Greek conjugations of my 
school-days, I shouted out ** Zuf/o!” which, of course, is Greek for 
‘I strike!” But this, at all events, did not seem to come home to any 
of the Greek gipsies, 
of TupTo, it had no *‘ striking ” effect at all, 

I thought it well, in fact, to seek the protection of the Superintendent 
of Police, who was pleased to guffaw very flatteringly when I said to 
him, ‘* You take the matter too quietly. You ought to make no end of 
a HuLL-abaloo about it.” 

Just then two of the most patriarchal of the party advanced to meet 
each other from opposite sides of the field. ‘‘See,” I cried, excitedly, 
‘“‘Greek is meeting Greek! You know what happens then, Mr. 
Superintendent.” 

‘* When Greek meets Greek,’’ said he, ‘‘ then comes the tug-of-war !” 
*‘ Quite so,” I exclaimed ; ‘‘and that long-expected steam-boat may 
be entering Hull harbour at this very moment.” 

But I could not get the Superintendent to go to the dock on the 
chance of meeting that tug-boat. He preferred to stay, and to express 
his regret to me that the Greek gipsies had no pride in themselves. 

‘* Not even a touch of that cara-vanity our English gipsies feel ?” 

‘* Not even that !” he sighed. 

‘* By-the-way,” I queried, ‘I think I can er oe the mystery of 
these v t Zingari. They are the authors of the Bulgarian coup 
d éét, who fled when Prince Alexander returned to Sofia.” 


Special irony !] 

Of course the Greek gipsies did not understand it. 
more in their way, I fear, than iron-y. 

Presently I managed to get up a chat in modern Greek with an adult 


gipsy. 


Steal-ery was 





I say *‘ Romany Ryes,” Sir, because the use of that term enables me | 





And though I went through the indicative mood | 


(N.B.—This, Sir, I may tell you, was only a bit of my keen Extra- | 


| 
/ 
' 


He was a tinker, he told me, and was anxious to get to the tinker’s 


paradise—Pansylvania. 


Unfortunately, my modern Greek gave out at this point of the con- 
versation, or I should otherwise have checkmated my Attic-Bohemian 
with this sparkling repartee: ‘* Pamsylvania, indeed 


you are all going to fot /” 


If not, why do they ‘‘ pot-ter”’ about as they have been pottering for 
| the past month or two. 
But by this time there were strong reasons (eighty-five of them in all) 
| for my departure, so I said to my friend, the Superintendent of Police, 
by way of adieu, ‘* Well, be careful of your friends; and if I were you 


I’d make them fitch their tents anew every morning.’ 
** But suppose they won’t re-pitch them ?” he queried. 


‘* Then I’d take and /ar the gipsies themselves, every one of them.” 
** But they'd all rise and fitch into me if I did that,” returned the 


Police Superintendent. 
**In that case,” said I, “‘ your best course of 
them find that in attacking you they have caught a 


This was my final effort, Sir, and I have, in fact, reported to you the 


main incidents that marked my recent Hull-iday in 


action is clear. Let 


decided far-tar /” 


Yorkshire. 


seems to me 




















ANOTHER CHEEKY BOY. 


Master Perker.—“ My eye! ain’t that a swagger stick you've got, 
Mr, Grogbud !” 
Mr, Grogbud.—“ Um! I flatter myself itfis rather choice.” 


Master Perker.—“1 wonder you're not afraid of 
your nose, Might catch fire, don’t you know.” 





ex it so near 
[Gets a oner. 
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EKNIOKNAOKS. 


A RUSSIAN a gd ce ener’ more money ye brains, : go. at St. bao 

i ing-room wi notes of various nations, 

ies 2 me The “flimsies” he seems most 
roud of are Bank of Elegance 
‘ fivers.” A Hebrew valet was 


rash to inform him that 
Bank of notes are some- 
times loo on with suspicion. 
Then the prince rose with dig- 
pan Basson smote the aur 
on his sacrilegious mouth and 
bade him begone for a slanderous 
shyster. 


Some few nights ago a married 
lady was attacked in a lonely 
locality by a ruffian. Her cries 
for help brought three stalwart 
men to her assistance. After a 
struggle they pinioned the rascal. 
The lady, perhaps wisely, refused 
to goto a police stafion and charge 
the fellow, saying that she pre- 
ferred her rescuers inflicting sum- 
mary punishment on the offender 
there and then. They immediately proceeded to act in accordance with 
her wish. ‘Two held him down, while the third belaboured him with a 
thick stick until he was insensible, and left him to recover as best he 
might. Bruised, battered, and broken as the scamp must have been, 
he escaped more easily than three negroes, who were guilty of the same 
class of offence recently in the Flore County, Mississippi, and were 
captured by lynchers. Honest hemp choked the life out of these 
miscreants, 








Tue other night an American editor awoke from a troubled dream, 
heard a suspicious noise, jumped out of bed and trapped a burglar on 
his premises, He instantly presented a six-shooter at the cracksman. 
‘* Fur mussy’s sake don’t fire,” cried the thief, ‘‘ yew bet I surrender 
straight off.” ‘* Sorry to say I’m bound to fire,” said the editor, politely ; 
‘* fact is I’m darned short of sensational matter just at present,” and 
therewith he pulled the trigger, 


A SHAM sailor of Hibernian extraction, induced a genuine miner to 
buy a massive ring for five shillings, representing it to be a real gold 
trinket that he had s/o/en from a nigger on board ship. The genuine 
miner was not at all above receiving the supposed stolen property ; but 
on finding that brass and net gold entered into its composition, he de- 
nounced the vendor as a common thief. That sham sailor will prepare 
oakum for ships’-carpenters during the next two months. 


A SERVANT-MAID named Bunion killed eight of her employer’s pet 
birds for a *‘ lark,” and was sentenced to four days’ imprisonment for 
amusing herself in this manner. We are almost inclined to think that 
Bunion must have been ‘‘corned” when she caused the dickies to 
“*hop the twig.” 


BUTTERINE has ound its way to Bengal, Many Hindoos and 
Mahommedans, who have eaten it under the impression that it was 
butter, are not only upset in their lower chests, but are much exercised 
in their minds, as their creeds prohibit them taking cart-grease of any 
description. 


A Foop Reformer asserts that one pound of the Al-Basrah dates, 
that are hawked about London streets, contains as much nutriment as 
half-a-pound of meat, and the F. R. seems rather distressed that the 

rer classes don’t dine off them, instead of wasting money on meat. 
et the British working people still prefer, when they can afford it, a 
piece of wholesome steak to the crushed, gritty, maggot-eaten fruit of 
the great palm-tree, A doctor informs us that two-thirds of the dates 
sold on barrows in public thoroughfares, ought to be seized and con- 
demned as unfit for human food. 


A SWEDISH surgeon has successfully treated a girl for blindness by 
out all her teeth. She can now see the difference between pork- 

crackling and jumbles; but she can’t eat either at present, and is 

anxiously looking forward to the time when she gets that false set in. 


A FREQUENTER of coffee taverns complains that the sight of texts 
stuck on the walls of these p)aces nauseates him, and spoils the flavour 
of his cofiee. He is curious in his crochet ; it is not the sight of the texts, 
but taste of the chicory that generally upsets casual frequenters of some 


of the “* palaces.” 
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A Lack-a-Daisy-cal Lay. 
has been proposed that Liberals should wear the Daisy as a politica 1 badge 
“a ‘oud inaugurate a ‘‘ Daisy Day.”) 
Some want a Daisy Day for those 
Of Liberal persuasion ; 
To wear that flow’ret they propose 
Upon that d occasion. 
Because the Tories seem to be 
On Primroses gone crazy, 
cry, forsooth, ‘* Why shouldn’t we 
Put on the dapper Daisy?” 


Let Tories wear their yellow badge 
In radiant ostentation, 

And so for notice blithely cadge 
With League-al jubilation. 

It follows not that Liberal folk, 
Whose ways are not so mazy, 

Should similar remarks provoke 
By flourishing the Daisy. 


Why make the ‘‘modest, wee-tipped flow’r ” 
A badge of party-feeling, 
And cause dissension clouds to low’r, 
Mere strife and noise revealing ? 
No, surely Liberals have more sense— 
Their minds are not so hazy 
As to adopt the new pretence— 
This decking with the Daisy. 


In years gone by, alas! was fought 
The warfare of the Roses, 

But, lo! these days of better thought 
A better state discloses. 

Our friend, Miss Flora, never meant 
Her gifts to turn us crazy, 

And she for badges never sent 
The sweet and dainty Daisy. 








INTERNATIONAL COURTHSIES, 
SceNng—WMid-Atlantic. Two Bags of Money meet and salute. 


First BAG OF Money. Off to America, I reckon ? 
SECOND B, oF M. Yes; I’m the sum sent by England in aid of the 
sufferers by the 
Charleston 
earthquakes. 
You’re bound 
for England, eh? 
F, B. or M. 
You bet. Reck- 
on we sons of 
C’lumbia aren’t 
goin’ to let you 
Britishers beat 
us at liberality. 
I’m the latest 
instalment of 
the Amurrican 
Skirmishing 
Fund for Dyna- 
miting London. 
Guess these 
little compli- 





ments between nations are vurry pleasant, 


S. B. or M, Extremely. By the way, might we not save a lot of 
trouble by just returning to our respective starting-points? You might 
go back and devote yourself to the Charleston sufferers, and I might 
return to the pockets of the English subscribers. That way both Eng- 
land and America would gain—the former in pocket, and the latter in 
respectability. 

(Plan carried out, and found to be a great improvement. ) 














**SocigeTy Coaching,” is a new occupation invented and adopted by 
certain shrewd ladies in America, The ‘‘ Society Coach” calls at 
appointed hours on their patronesses and pads their noddles with spicy 
gossip, dainty scandal, and brilliant Jon mots, wherein Handsome 
Poverty and Caliban Croesus figure largely. 





THe farmers of Flint have been holding a meeting to protest against 
the payment of tithes. Doubtless the upholders of the system look 





upon the protesters as having stony, not to say Flinty, hearts. 
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A FEW LITTLE DRAWBACKS TO THE SHOOTING OF OUR VOLUNTEERS. 
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“* Good-bye, dear. I shan’t be back till the end of next 


. f i “You'll bave to finish your shooting with 
week. Oar range is fifty miles or so down the line, you _—these revolver cartridges. Guv'ment ain't 
know | particular what they give us |!’ 


“ Firin’? Oh, there won't be no firin’ for three months. 
Th’ haymakin’ be on, ye see |" 
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“Yes, a marker was shot last week ‘cause 


his shelter-trench warn't safe. But don't ye go do hit one of ‘em, never mind. 


** Well, you must aim at the targets through them cows, And if you 


‘* Deaf with the firing, hungry and tired 


It'll give the public a chance to say, of waiting all day? Can’t be helped. 











(A writer in a contemporary says that cock-crowing at early dawn may be stopped 
by having a piece of lath suspended above the bird’s head, to drop on it as it moves.] 
To stop the gallant chanticleer 
From crowing at the break of day, 
The writer who is mentioned here 
Suggests a very simple way. 
A lath to drop upon his crest 
Whene’er he’d make his noises heard. 
A lath may do it, but the best 
And easiest way, ‘twill be confessed, 
Is simply “lath-ering” the bird. 
Then do not wait until you rue it, 
But quickly (cock-a-doodle) do—it. 


Men and Things. 

PEOPLE who would inflict chastisement upon inanimate things are 
often called fools for their pains ; and yet how often we hear of sensible 
oe putting their hats on ‘the rack.” 

Mushroom growing has been recommended for agriculturalists. As 
it is, agriculture is in such a state to-day that there is mush-room for 
improvement, 

We are twitted with being a mercenary nation, and one of shop- 
keepers, There is no doubt the most important shareholders in the 
country are the plough-share holders. 

A satirical and comic writer cannot possibly be said to be over weak 
or feeble in his jokes, for he is always pun-gent. 














a 


and be nervous and unsteady now. * Who shot the cow ?’” aye corps use this range be 
sides us 
Crow-matic. Not Hn-doors-ed, 


(The inquiry into the late firing of ball cartridge at a sham fight was held with 
** closed doors.”] 

A PRETTY state ot things is this, 

That when a matter goes amiss 
In any military scheme, 

That those who sift it dare profess 

To close the doors unto the Press— 
You’d almost think it was a dream, 

Pray do they think, these lordly elves, 

The public door-mant like themselves ? 





The Wit and Wisdom of Octavius Hbenezer Potts, 
Hsquire, 


HIZ FILOSOFY,—SMAWL TREWTHS, 


He whoo taps a barrell ov wit had best look tew himself. 

The preecher who kan only sermonize had best engage a smawl haw. 

Money iz the lubricant ov life. ’ 

Idleness iz the rust ov the mussels and the rot ov the mind. 

The past iz beyond rekawl; the fewture iz beyond our reech; the 
present only iz in owr hands. 

We air re-born each morning. 

There iz many a man who iz inklined to sai ov a morning, “I sup- 
pose I must get up; I don’t know what for.” z 
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SALVATION ARMY DRILL BEFORE AN ENGAGEMENT. 


General Booth, Field-Marshal and Commander-in-Chief.— HALLELUJAH Lassks, ATTENTION—EyEs DowN—SToP WINKING— 
WITHSTAND AT Hgrs—PRE-PARE TO REMAIN SINGLE,” 








“The Freedom” of Ireland, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

On ! freedom is a charming word, 

Whereof the sound is often heard. 


But then it doth not always mean 
Exactly the same thing, I ween. 


Doubtless ’tis sometimes, as should be, 
Expressive of true liberty, 

Yet sometimes it imports alone, 

** What’s yours is mine, what’s mine’s my own,” 


Sometimes it signifies a kind, 

Of conduct coolly unconfined, 
Sometimes it is a civic gift, 

Of various consequence and drift. 


And now the newspapers report, 

A sample of the last-named sort ; 

The gift’s from Ireland (grand donation !) 
The freedom of a Corporation, 


The glad recipient (ahem !) 

Is, as you know, the G, O, M, 

He takes the boon for what it’s worth ; 
Wish him the greatest joy on earth. 


And notice how these Irishmen 
Betray their nature once again. 
They're wanting freedom, so they say, 
Therefore—they’re giving theirs away ! 





One of the Bear’s(s)kin. 


THE Russian General Kaulbars, so men say, 
Is acting in an autocratic way, 

As well befits a Muscovite commander. 
But such behaviour, though it carry weight, 
Doth not show even Kaul-bars to be great. 
Men dub him “‘Satrap,” therefore we would 

state 
IIe’s of the race they say-¢raf-ped Alexander. 





Dr. PRIESTLY insists that potatoes should 
be boiled in their jackets in order to prevent 
the loss of saline matter, Good ! the doctor is 
right, but here is a pleasant little variation we 
tumbled across the other day. This recipe is 
over a hundred years old. ‘£* Boil some good 
potatoes as dry as possible, mash a pound of 
them very smoothly, and mix with them, while 
they are still warm, two ounces of fresh butter, 
a teaspoonful of salt, a little nutmeg, the beaten 
and strained yolks of four eggs, and last of all 
the whites. Mould the mixture into Joulettes, 
and drop them into a pan of boiling butter, 
fry for five minutes over a moderate fire, then 
draw them well and dish them up on a hot 
napkin, If you feel no appetite to eat them, 
consult a physician, make your will, and insure 
your life if any company will take you, 





FAsT ripen fast rot.—O, E, Potts, 





PRIOH, ONH SHILLING; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 


‘*'Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 
John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’"—Punch. 

‘‘The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
told.” —Jlustrated London News. 

“The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour should 
take a dip.”"—“ Dagonet," inthe Referee. 

“ An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven with 
ingenious plot.”"—Daily News. 





153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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SNOOPIN G, 


By CHARLES G. LELAND (‘ Hans Breitmann”), 


‘‘ The tractate is made up of highly amusing anecdotes, 
and the narratives constitute something like a hundred 
and seventy pages of very pleasant reading, and is in 
every way a cheap shilling’s-worth of popular literature. 
—Brighton Guardian. 

‘* The most amusing book of tie season. The treat- 
ment is deliciously original and humorous.” —<A erdeen 
Journal. 

‘*Snoopers cannot do better than read, mark, learn, 
and inwardly digest Mr. Leland’s good-humoured chas- 
tisements of their foibles.” —/sdington Gazette. 
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**Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has | 
— effective in all those cases in which we | 
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WC BRANDAUER 0 


| Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch nor spurt, 
the points belag ssuntied by a new 
awarded. Assorted Sam . 
' C. BRANDAUER & CO.'S PEN WORKS, BIRMINGHAM. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Tue Prince OF WALES’s.—This used to be the Prince’s, but mous 


avons changé tout cela. If you want to know why, you will find Mr. 
Bruce’s explanation printed in the programme ; but, between you and 








, Tue Prince or WaALES’s.—DALLAS AND-A-Lass. BIANCA THe GIRL HE 


BIANCA-RING FOR, 


me, it doesn’t very much matter either way, only people, like Benedick, 
‘*will be talking.” I certainly don’t believe that the change will affect 
the success of the new ofera bouffe one way or the other, 


La Béarnaise, the piece in question, is (as might naturally have been 
expected, perhaps) much what an ofera bouffe from the French usually 
is: there are some marriage complications, and a girl gets into boy’s 
clothes ; there is a low comedy chamberlain, a reigning duke, and a 
comically stupid and unfortunate chief of police. These are backed up 
by a prime assortment of bride’smaids, pages with lovely figures, 
policemen and guards; and there you have the thing complete. 


—_— 





THE music is well up to the average, if not a little above it; but 
what makes one look upon the piece as having a capital chance of 
success, is the exceptionally seal acting and singing given to it all 
round, First place is due to the chorus, for at several points they 
accomplish the astounding feat (astounding for an ofera bouffe chorus) of 
singing in four parts at least! Next we have two such splendid vocalists 
as Miss St. John and Miss Marie Tempest. Encores (‘‘ well-deserved,” 
of course) greeted these ladies repeatedly ; Miss Tempest, by means of 
the luck which favoured her with the most taking song, succeeding in 
scoring a double. 


Mr. G, H. SNAZELLE, from the Carl Rosa Company, is a valuable 
recruit, too, and although he ‘‘ went stale” a bit towards the end of the 


ea = 


-* 
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Tus Prince or WALES's.—“ Fizz" in A DIV FICULTY—A CAPITAL PLAN OF-HIS, 


opera, besides getting off the strict line of tune more than once, decidedly 
made his value felt. These good singers, moreover, can all act, and the 
gentlemen in charge of the humorous parts of the piece—Mr. J. J. 





Dallas and Mr. E. J. Lonnen—in addition to their comicality (** unc- 
tuous” and ‘‘dry,” respectively) are capital singers, too; and Mr. 
Sydney Harcourt has a part that suits him. I don’t know whether 
Miss Leslie Bell’s part suits her—her black stockings do. 


THE scenery is very good, particularly that to the last act, and the 
dresses are gorgeous, elaborate, and expensive-looking, if rather aimless 
in design. The opera is rather more than worth hearing and seeing. 





Tue CRITERION.—Mr. Wyndham and Co. have reopened here, still 
with Wild Oats, which seems substantially ee. though I must say 
I should like to see the company in something more worthy of their 
talents, as the piece largely consists of clowning and tomfoolery. Mr. 
Wyndham is certainly a capital Rover—indeed they are all capital, 
whatever they are playing. I’m inclined to think Mr. David James's 
John Dory the really most artistically acted part ; but why comparisons? 
they are all good, as I said before, and the sooner they are emancipated 
from the saucepan-lid and carpet-broom business the better. Miss Mary 
Moore’s Lady Amaranth is very pretty and delicate still; it belongs 
purely to the long-mitten, spinet and Bath pump-room period. 


AN old ‘Charles Matthews’ piece” — Who Xilled Cock Robin—precedes 
the comedy and is acted with spirit by Miss Rose Saker and Mr. Giddens. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. Holland ‘‘ keeps the ball a-rolling” at the 
Albert Palace ; he has ‘‘just added ” Ginnett’s Circus, with additions, 
and a Cat Show—that ought to cat-show (I mean catch you)—if nothing 
else will. There are some clever people in the Circus. F, Ginnett, H. 
and G. Austin, and Richmond Hull are well ‘‘in it.” Miss Nellie 
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Tue Prince oF WALEs’s.—Miss St. Joun’s St. Joun-uity or Discuisg. 


Reid, with others of the Aaut école, do some graceful acts, Misses Jessica 
and Carrlatta are expert, and Miss Ella Bourne repeats her Covent 
Garden feat of *‘ ballooning.” She got a nasty fall, though, at the first 
performance.—Mr, Du Val has secured the Prince’s Hall for the whole 
of the month of October.—On Monday, Mr. Clayton and Mrs. John 
Wood resumed their original parts in Zhe Schoolmtstress, at the Court, 
and on the same evening a neat little first piece, entitled 7he Nettle, 
and written by Mr, Ernest Warren, was successfully produced.—Miss 
Grace Hawthorne will be the next to tempt fortune at the Olympic. 
A play called Zhe Governess (to allintents and purposes our Zast Lynne) 
will be first presented. I believe Mrs. Conover plays in it ; but, in spite 
of its popularity in America (indeed, many bad plays seem to be popular 
‘“fover there”), whence Miss Hawthorne comes, I doubt if much good | 
fortune awaits it here.—Mr. Sims Reeves is expected to appear at the 
Avenue, during November, at some matinées. The Beggar’s Opera will 
be played at the first of them.—Miss Dorothy Dene is engaged for Mr. 
Charles Wyndham’s forthcoming Princess’s Company. 

NESTOR. 








Octavius Ebenezer Potts. 
HIZ FILOSOFY,—APHORISMS. 
F bey stronger your kase the weeker may be your advokate tew kon- 
ukt it. 

The importense of a man now-a-days depends upon his earning power— 
onse upon a time it wuz his thinking power, but times hev chainged. 
t izn’t them az haz the brainz az duz the trick, but them az uzes 
them. 
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SPORTING NOTE, BY ONE THAT KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT. 
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OO eee _—— 
THE *f East” RIDING HUNTERS,—(A FLAT RACE.) 








THH REGULAR SHQUENOE. A Village Idyl. 
(‘‘Game-preserves have again and again been devastated in Ireland by National {Our poet was taking his holidays, and at sight of the “simple rustics"” he grew 
League ‘ hunts’; and half the meets in the South and West have been broken up, to | sentimental—exemfli gratia.) 
the heavy pecuniary loss of large districts. Salmon fisheries, it seems, have been P . 
still more shamefully injured. The young enthusiasts of Munster have poisoned A POND with waters black as itch, 
them on all sides, as an act of ‘war’ against ‘felonious landlordism.’ The fry of A muddy lane, a greenish ditch, 
salmon and trout have been murdered in millions, and cart-loads of mature fish have Topped by a thicket 
Poa J. , 
Deeds EEN OmnONEG. ~~ SERGI) » That bounds the field where school-boys shout 
FURTHER “‘ INTELLIGENCE” FROM IRELAND :— With glee, as here they run about, 
MoONDAY,.—The Nationalists have, amid much enthusiasm, destroyed ; There pitch the wicket. 
all the cattle, sheep, and ’Tis not a theme like to inspire 
other live-stock in Ireland. The Muses with celestial fire, 
Great rejoicings are being But yet mine chooses 
These urchins on this village green, 


held. 
TUESDAY.—To-day the With possibilities unseen, 
Till time infuses 


Nationalists have success- 

fully destroyed all the Within their breast the hero’s love 

crops, set fire to all the Of glory, fame, and deeds that move 

stores of food, and held a The world with wonder, 

grand illumination of Some may lands roam like Livingstone, 
Some find life’s music in the tone 





WEDNESDAY. — The Of battle thunder ! 

age ma Ss SOS Who knows but that shock-headed youth— 

have carefully destroyed Uap ae ai : gh Shug 

re ean = The hero of his Waterloo, 

jubilant. Or find, graf verge Few, 
eHURSDAY. —The | Perhaps within his beealk ae lie 





Nationalists to-day hooted 
the last person possessed 


of a farthing out of Ireland. Bands are playing. 
FRIDAY,—The Nationalists have, after great efforts, succeeded in 


Some yearning, eager wish to vie 
With old-world giants, 

Some martyr-spirit which would brave 

The torture that ends with the grave, 


destroying all furniture, clothing, houses, and other necessaries of life 

still lett in the island. They consider that their triumph is now com- Vl ~—. — eer hither, lad 

plete. : . . 
SATURDAY.—The Nationalists are starving, and dying ot cold for Say, nat a had 

want of clothes and shelter. An urgent appeal is made to the English 

to send subscriptions to their assistance, aa a fund is to be opened at eae Oe : = aad _ 

the Mansion House, London, A path to ice 7 


It I could grant thy wish e’en now, 
What wouldst thou ask? Wouldst seek that thou 








A Cynical Definition, a a 
‘ % : : ee Might’st grasp the banner 
“Lire” (remarked the guard of an excursion-train, up North), ‘‘is a That leads men on to victory ?” 
railway, on which years are the stations, doctors the stokers, and death 16 Megas imap. O14 Gatien think as OF 
the terminus,” (After delivering himself of that lugubrious effort, and Wy, CD tothe dines | 9 





consulting his watch, he said ‘‘ he didn’t mind if he dz@d—Scotch, cold.”’) 








Tew me every tree in London iz holy.—O, E. P. 





Mr. W. H, SMITH’s LAMENT.—“‘ Hofe springs eternal,” 
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THE VESTRYMAN 
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" Now, it ’appened that the rate-clector was me, ‘avin’ got chose for that 
post dreckly I got on the Westry. ‘ Well,’ answers the clector to that neighbour 
o' mine, ‘we can't alter it for five years, and wot the Westry does is right; but 
you can ax the Westry-clerk.’” 








‘It was a’most dreckly after I'd got on the Westry, as my nex’ door neighbour, he says, 
five, and yours at only fifteen?’ ‘ P'r’aps yourn ‘as electric bells,’ ses I. 





ON ASSESSMENTS. 











veal ‘grt 


‘’Ow isit, seein’ your ’ouse an’ mine is exack twins, as mine's rated at seventy- 
‘No doubt it’s all fair. You'd better ax the rate-clector.’” 











Feat 


-———-_ 





ee ae, , ; 
TIF al ills 










~ 
— 


“‘ Now, it ‘appened that the Westry-clerk was me, as ‘ad got selected for that 

ost quite recent, too. ‘I don’t see wot you ‘ave to grumble about. Your ‘ouse 

as got a new chimbley-pot, and that makes the difference,’ ses the clerk. ‘It 
can’t be altered now; but you can go before the Board.’” 
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ow, it ‘appened that the Board was me, through my feller-vestrymen bein’ gents and leavin’ it all to me. ‘ Pooh, be off!' ses the Board. 
ere, or we'll re-assess you at a‘underd.’ I won't ‘ear nothink breathed agin the Westry system.” 
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* Don’t come a-grumblin’ 















































PLL BACK YOU UP.” 
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ON STRIKE! 
Austria.—"*NO, THANK YOU; /’M NOT GOING TO LICK YOUR BOOTS.” 


Randy.—*‘ THAT’S RIGHT, DON’T YOU DO IT. 
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THE NEW FILLING, 


We don’t see why we shouldn’t have a few columns—say a dozen— 
of letters in each issue as well as others. This method of filling your 
paper is cheap; it saves 
outlay in journalists, and 
reporters, and such like; 
and the best of it is that, if 
you can get your public to 
be interested, you can fill 
up with letters ad /id, It 
saves such a lot of trouble, 
too: you have only to sit 
comfortably puffing at your 
editorial cigar (or pipe ; but 
we don’t mention pipes be- 
cause they are low), and 
enjoy the reflection that all 
sorts of friends are busily 
preparing columns of matter 
lor you to print. So we’ve 
taken up with the idea 
seriously, and just ‘‘ tipped 
the wink” round to all and 
sundry to send in their 
letters of complaint. We have just received the first batch—about 
enough to fill twelve numbers of FUN, We must say well-wishers in all 
parts have responded nobly. First, here’s a long letter from our Aunt 
Jane’s tabby cat, complaining of the quality of the milk supplied in 
Peckham ; that will do for a long series, entitled ** The Peckham Milk 
Supply.” Next comes a letter from ‘‘ A Peckham Milkman” about the 
hypercritical failings of Aunt Jane’s cat: then there's a letter from a 
Habitual Criminal on the ‘‘ Inadvisability of Inflicting Long Sentences ” 
(this may be useful reading to our chief leader-writer): then there’s a 
letter froma ‘‘ Tipperary Pig’’ complaining of the habit prevalent among 
Moonlighters of looking upon themselves as his equals: the next that 
turns up is a letter commenting upon the ‘* Unfriendly Attitude of the 
Authorities towards Mad Dogs,” from a Mad Dog. Ah, here’s a good 
one to begin a series with, Wait a bit though, we must have a title. 
Ah, we have it :— 
FLAGITIOUS FAVOURITISM. 
(70 the Editor of ¥UN.) 

Sir,—I think you will agree that it is high time for attention to be 
drawn to the gross favouritism displayed by the authorities toward 
raffles, Of course you will have read of the prosecution, by the police 
authorities at Accrington, of the Church Conservative Club for raffling 
at a bazaar; and you will also have read of the complaint by Professor 
Nettleship of his having been deliberately trapped, by an unhanged 
criminal at Newquay, into hiring rooms reeking with scarlet fever in its 
most infectious stage. 

Now, Sir, I have the honour to be the Ghastly Crime of which the 
Professor has been, and so many another is from time to time, the 
victim : in fact, I am a member of the wide-spread and time-honoured 
Murder family ; and I beg leave to ask why such a mean and obscure 
little offence as a rafile (with whom a member of our family would never 
dream of exchanging a word) secures the attention and services of the 
authorities, while I and many of my noble and influential relatives suffer 
a chilling neglect! 

I need hardly say that the friendly lodging-letter who has lately been 
quite a father to me at Newquay, would be delighted to undergo a 
moderate term of penal servitude—say twenty years—for the sake of 
securing to me that public notice which is my due ; but no, the lawand 
the authorities refuse to notice me, although I cry aloud; and a mere 
ratile shoulders me from my place! To be sure, a correspondent writes 
to the paper to point out that the law does allow of penalties against a 
lodging-letter who, om deing asked whether his rooms are infected, deli- 
berately deceives the inquirer on the point, Very knowing this of the 
law, which is, of course, fully awake to the unlikelihood of the victim’s 
entertaining such suspicions as would prompt the inquiry! Bah! A 
deliberate plan on the part of the lawmakers to prevent my receiving 
my just recognition and prominence.—I am, Sir, 

Yours indignantly, 
ONE OF THE MURDER FAMILY, 











== = 


A CLERGYMAN laments the awful amount of perjury that is committed 
in divorce cases. The perjury 7s committed because it seldom entails 
any mundane punishment. A cynic once said, ‘‘A child does not see 
the least moral beauty in truth until he has been flogged half-a-dozen 
times,” It is natural to the human to—well, to walk round the truth, 
when it suits his own purposes to do so, 


“Licht *Dues,’”—The gas company quarterly accounts. 








Paying Patriotism. 
(Mr. Chamberlain, in a recent letter, referred in somewhat scathing terms to the 
'* well-paid Irish Patriot.”’] 
(With apologies to the air of ** The Fine Old English Gentleman,”) 


A FORCIBLE and foine ould new song to you I will repate, 

Av a cert’n occypation, or profession av great weight, 

A raly profitable loine we’ve found it, up to date— 

An’ the callin’, which brings # s. d., is this, pray let me state, 
‘¢ A well-paid Oirish pathriot,” one av the modern toime ! 


Iss, by that same profission, bhoys, we earn full manny a pound, 
An’ in returrn make spaches, all less full av sinse than sound— 
We take care that our manin’ in a cloud av worrds is drowned, 
An’ sure, in bould Amerikey, the min who are renowned 

Are us ‘‘ well-paid Oirish pathriots,” all av the modern toime ! 


The Oirish pathriots av ould weren’t full av greed av gain, 
For they had honour (as a rewl) which they would niver stain, 
An’ doubtless our smart tactics would have given them much pain— 
3ut all such silly scruples are regarded as insane 
By us ‘‘ well-paid Oirish pathriots,” all av the modern toime ! 


Iss, we do moighty well, bedad, by artifices sloy, 

An’ av coorse, our love for Erin is extramely all me oiye ; 

An’ when our jupes grow restive, ‘ie the outrage dodge we troy— 

Just to show we’re doin’ somethin’ to give cause for cash-supploy 
To us ‘well-paid Oirish pathriots,” who fan agrarian croime ! 


Not Cape-able for the Mantle. 
ay to aweekly paper, Mr. Labouchere is not fitted for the Liberal Leader's 
mantle ]} 

Iv lively Labby cannot fit 
The mantle herein named, 

The mantle, as you’ll all admit, 
Can’t very well be blamed. 

So, if he’s not the proper shape, 

He from that mantle must es-cape. 





BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE, 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 
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“T AM THAT, MERRY WANDERER OF THE NIGHT,” —Azidsummer 
Night's Dream. 
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A FACER. 


Miss Kean.—‘* Do you know, Mr. Slyson, you’d stand a much 
better chance of winning at Cards if you’d shave off your Moustache.”’ 

Mr. Siyson.—‘* Um !—er—I don’t exactly understand, Miss Kean. 
Why?” 

Miss Kean,—‘‘ Simple enough. 
too barefaced !” 


People who try to cheat can’t be 


— ee 
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NO COLINDRIHBS. 

Our Lord Chamberlain is asad man. He has no chance of doing 
anything in particular. Noone cares anything about the length of the 
ballet-skirts now-a-days. A few ounces of muslin and spun silk, and the 
public are quite content. 

Said the L. C., ** I’ve no chance of doing anythiog.” But the L. C. 
was altogether mistaken. There was a tap at the door, and a confiden- 
tial subordinate thrust in his head. 

‘Will your Lordship receive——? ” 

‘*An addition to my salary. Rather,” said the L. C. with blissful 
smartness. - 

‘* No, my Lord, it is only a deputation,” 

The L. C. sighed. 

‘*A deputation, perchance, from the ballet members of the Church 
and Stage Guild, to present me with a make-up box and a volume of 
Keble.” 

‘*No, my Lord, it is a deputation of the London managers.” 

‘‘Show them in,” said the L. C., falling back in his chair with a 
deep, deep sigh. Who might be coming? The Only Actor, with his 
shrunk shank and volume of annotated Bard. The Would-be Only Actor, 
clad not in light and classic grace, but in solemn broadcloth. The Only 
Manager, adorned with his native Semitic grace and the ducal order of 
the tin saucepan. 

The L. C. groaned. 

** Show them in.” 

The Only Actor began thus :—‘‘ My Lord, ifthe Colindries is backed 
up officially, why should not my theatre be the same? Why should 
military bands, Duval dinners, shilling teas, electric lights, Hindoos, 
Sir Cunliffe Owen, temperance drinks, coloured fountains, and carraway 
coifits be the only entertainments supported by the State? I say it is 
not free trade to support one entertainment and not another. Get the 
Government to build me a theatre on the Thames Embankment for 
nothing. I'll educate the public, you bet. I calculate—(excuse me, | 
have only recently returned from the States)—that my Hamlet would 
—— raise up the people, and fix ’em slick for the higher cult. 

est so,” 

‘Mr. Only Actor,” said the L, C., ‘‘the thing must be thought over ; 
but I have no power in the matter. However, I’m glad to see you. 
Give my love to Sir Frederick Pollock, Alma Tadema, and all the old 
re of admirers. What have you got to say, Mr. Would-be Only 
Actor ?” 

** My Lord, unaccustomed as I am to public speaking, still on such 
an ausp ss 

“Oh, hang it, man! you ain’t entertaining an American company. 
What is it, Mr. Would-be Only Actor?” 

“What I say is that if the Colindries is a State affair, why should I 
not be State-supported, and educate the people, my Lord ?—educate 
them, I say. Support me. Build me a nice theatre in the centre of 

















Regent Circus. Then you shall see how I can educate them. They 
shall see my Hamlet, my Macbeth, my figure—(I don’t mean to say any- 
thing offensive about our dear friend here; but between you and me, if 
it comes to a question of legs, Ican knock him into fits)—they shall 
see. Now do.” 

** By the Lord Harry!” said the L. C. ; ‘‘I am grieved that I can- 
not help you.” 

A burly form came forward. A stiffened moustache tickled the right 
eye of the Only Actor and the left eye of the Would-be Only Actor. 

** As the governor of North Carolina said to the governor of South 
Carolina, we are waiting for drinks. I was.” 

** Really, Mr. People’s Caterer,” said the L. C., ‘‘your tone of con- 
versation is somewhat unofficial.” 

** Beg = my Lord, thought I was over at my place—mean 
Palace. Here’s my card ; come over one afternoon and see the boys.” 

‘* Really——”’ began the L. C. 

** Well, then, to business,” said Mr. People’s Caterer. ‘‘ Why don’t 

the State support my show as well as t’other. Grand Organ, Military 
Band, Café Chantant, Marvellous Equestrian Entertainment, returning 
home by the early trains or ‘busses; Fireworks every Wednesday. 
However, what more do you want? Support me; I’ll educate the 
people. If I don’t, cut off my moustaches,” 
_ **Really, Mr. Hol—I mean Mr. People’s Caterer—there is something 
in what you say. I never see a piano-organ player in the street but 
what I think the Colindries may have taken his patrons’ pence from 
him! It makes me sob to think of it. But, gentlemen, I am engaged 
for the rest of the morning, so must bid you adieu. I think there is 
much in the case. I may make theatrical history, too, out of your 
case, after all.” 

The deputation withdrew. 

**Come and see the show over the water. Hope you found the clams 
and Bourbon good, Henry. Never saw such legs as yours in my life ; 
get em modelled. Ta ta, Gussy,” &c., &c., &c. 








The Hitherto Unpublished Sayings of Octavius 
Ebenezer Potts, Hsquire. 


‘*WHAT is your idea of security?” asked a friend of Octavius one 
day. ‘* Since you have put the question,”’ was the reply, ‘‘ I should say 
travelling by an excursion train having just allowed the express to go on 
tn front,” 

Ebenezer was talking to a hotel-keeper at the seaside on the unrea- 
sonableness of his charges. ‘‘ Our season is only a short one,” pleaded 
Boniface. ‘‘ How am I to live in the winter?” ‘*Oh!” said Ebenezer, 
‘*rump steak and onions, and potatoes, and Brussels sprouts, and those 
sort of things. I find them answer my purpose.” 

Potts, it is well known, had a bad opinion of the English climate. 
Talking one very foggy day at the club, he said to Sir Anthony Dubious 
as they looked out of the window, ‘‘ If I had Sto be hanged I believe I 
could be hanged with comparative equanimity upon such a day as this,” 


WE are not ultra-Puritanical, goodness knows! but we are in accord 
with our somewhat squeamish friends for once, and we protest vigorously 
and most emphatically against the use of aed lights in collieries. 
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THE NEW PIECE AT THE GAIETY. 
‘‘Nor A LEG 10 BE SEEN, MY DEAR MADAM, I ASSURE YOU,’ 
‘© REALLY ! lie 
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How CHARMING! 
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ENIOKNAOKS. 


THOosE spry, cheeky little damsels so full of grit and vim, who are 
reared t’other side of the herring-pond, continue to develop gaudily in 
sauciness. A forward little citizeness re- 
cently advertised in an American paper 
thusly :—‘' I, Myra Pearl, found, two 
nights ago, a diamond ear-drop on the 
side-way in Davis Street. I guess I’ve 
taken a fancy to the pattern. Anyone 
forwarding its fellow will receive, cash 
down, fifty dollars reward. Loafers and 

tter-snipes are warned that I always 

ve a loaded shooting-iron handy, and 
know how to use it.—Address,” &c. 


A wILy old lady, who has been obtain- 
ing out-door relief from a ‘* wurk’us” at 
the rate of half-a-crown a week for the 
last three years, has been compelled to 
refund £19 to the Guardians of her parish. 
An active relieving officer happened to 
find out, quite by accident, that the aged 
dame had at least £ 260 in a bank. he 
wily old lady’s rhetoric was red-hot enough to thaw a frozen parish 
pump when she was fairly bowled out by the parish official, 





‘* THERE'S nothing I’m ever out of,” boldly said a Universal Provider 
toa customer. ‘* Think I’ve hopped on you out of temper a few times,” 
jerked in the flippant customer. Then the Universal Provider grinned 
a green smile, strolled round a corner, and clouted an errand boy’s head 
to relieve his feelings. 


A SMALL boy with a large appetite came to an untimely end the other 
day. This infant was not at all particular what he ate. Unripe fruit, 
underdone pork, whelks, new buns or cocoa-nuts he never shut his mouth 
to; and after his repasts he used to make a practice of standing on his 
head and running on his hands with his legs waving in the air. One 
fine afternoon, after swallowing an extra large quantity of indigestible 
food, he strolled out, stood on his head, waggled his legs, to the intense 
delight of his companions, turned a summersault or two, fell on the 
ground—and died. Schoolmasters should din into the ears of their 
scholars the fact that excessive exertion directly after the too hearty 
consumption of ill-prepared and ill-chosen ‘‘ wittles” is frequently 
attended with dire results, And most energetic young gourmands would 
be touched by being informed that an inordinate peg in at ill-cooked 
mutton chops lost Napoleon I, the battle of Leipsic. 


Tue War Office authorities are waking up. A Cameron Highlander 
has just been rewarded for deeds of valour performed in 1863. Good- 
ness only knows what may happen next ! 


AN Irish lady complained to a magistrate that her husband was fast 
sending her into her grave, and had already ‘kicked her into potted 
head.” The magistrate said it was a grave charge to make against a 
benedict, and, after having examined her cranium carefully, remarked 
that her bumps of imagination and lz..guage were largely developed ; and 
ru she was evidently a poetess by nature. She left the court much 

attered. 


We hear from Fiji that a converted native called on a missionary and 
told the pious gentleman that he deeply repented one act of wretched 
meanness he had been guilty of during his life. The missionary 
questioned the repentant nigger as to what that piece of wrong-doing 
might be. Rubbing his eyes with a red cotton pocket-handkerchief, 
the ex-cannibal stated that he felt the deepest remorse for having cruelly 
insulted the memory of a chivalrous enemy whom he had killed in fair 
fight. The man of peace asked how he had done so. ‘* By cookee him 
nice a Sy and den contemptuous leavee him uneatee,” said the con- 
vert. The missionary shuddered, and took a long pull at his flask. 


Some of the canny Scotch Radicals have quite made up their minds 
to abolish the House of Lords straight away, and our peers are ambling 
about in fear and trembling at the dread insecurity of their position. 
You see, none of the august body can chirp up and say, like the Duke 
of Wellington, ‘* Bah ! Pm all right. If the camail/e abolish the House 
of Lords, I shall go over to Belgium. I’m Prince of Waterloo over 
there. When the Great Powers swallow up Belgium, I can still live in 
Spain, where I am Duke of Ciudad Rodrigo. And it Spain collapses, 
I shall retire to Portugal, where I shall end my days as Marquis of 
Terres Vedras and Count of Vimiero.” After the manifesto of the Scotch 
Republicans everybody ought to quite understand our peers feeling their 
uncertain position very acutely. 








Lord R.’s Latest. 
. speec Dartf Lord R. Churchill, speaking of the old proverb, 
sabe 5 Sesars ~ tm moi peer he knew a better, ** never legislate unless 
you know.” 


We thank thee, Randolph, thank thee much, 
For teaching us this happy phrase ; 
It hath a neat and humorous touch, 
Well suited to these dashing days. 
Thou evermore a wag hast been, 
But this still more doth waggery show— 
The satire of your saw is keen, 
‘* Don’t legislate unless you know.” 


‘* Don’t legislate unless you know” 
What legislation means, forsooth ; 
Don’t legislate till you can show 
Some spark of legislative truth. 
Don’t legislate unless you find 
You’re known to Common Sense and Co. ; 
Don’t legislate without a mind, 
‘* Don’t legislate unless you know.” 


Don’t legislate until you’ve found 

The needs of England’s varied folk ; 
Don’t legislate, if you are bound 

By some absurd and ancient yoke. 
Don’t legislate if you are vain, 

And fire off speeches just for show ; 
Don’t legislate in mood insane, 

‘‘ Don’t legislate unless you know.” 


Don’t legislate if sauce and cheek 

Pervade your senatorial style ; 
Don’t legislate if you but speak 

To raise the giggle and the smile. 
Don’t legislate if you but aim 

To insult those whom you’re below ; 
Don’t legislate, devoid of shame, 

‘* Don’t legislate unless you know.” 


Yet there’s a proverb touching those, 
Who, living in glass houses, shy 

Big stones at those they deem their foes, 
And often suffer by-and-bye. 

And so your phrase, oh, tricksy elf, 
You well might take to heart, for lo! 

It is advice that fits yourself, 
** Don’t legislate unless you know.” 
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THAT WRETCH MAN AT IT AGAIN. 

Doctor Femima Figger.—‘‘I can assure you, Mrs. Spartin, I was 
horribly insulted the other night by the learned Professor Foozleberg, 
who, as you are aware, is over here at present. I had spent at least 
an hour of my valuable time in giving him my views on Women's 
Rights, Home Rule, and the Eastern Crisis, when he suddenly inter- 
rupted me by saying, ‘ Mees, your torks is ondoubted magnificeents ; 
but bardon me if I zay you vood jaws your Grandtmother oudt of her 
arm-chairs, and gif her ze appleplozies.’” 

Mrs. Spartin.—‘* Ugh, the brute! But what else can we expect, 
Dr. Jigger, from that inferior animal, MAN?” 
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JUBILEE JUBILATIONS. 
TueE authorities, it is said, are much perplexed as to the manner of celebrating Her Majesty's Jubilee. Fun hastens to the rescue with a few suggestions. 
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BRUTAL MURDER | 
4 ween’s tnPrisce® 
| PHEASANT STEAL: 

















To begin with, there is the Yew-Billy. He has 
not washed for fifty years. Why not start a sub- 
scription to get him soap ? 


The occasion might be worthily celebrated were the 
‘* Chucker-out” to wait on certain country J.P.s. 


And the event might be signalised by the dis- 
tribution of further playthings to the members of 
the Primrose League. 
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BUCKINGHAM PALACE ? 
THIS (5 IT, YOUR 
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Changes might be made inthe House of Lords. Why should not 
a few nice little parties have seats, as well as the old ladies already 
in possession ? 


Then the long-talked-of City Reform 
would fittingly grace the festivities. 


And Her Majesty might come to London 
and stay—sav, for a week at least. (Don't 
iubilee-ve it.) 








Only a Pants-y Blossom! 


THE Panto-Knick, a sort of combination 
Of trouser-knickerbocker, is sublime ! 

And those who view the thing with admiration, 
Declare, as we do in this tiny rhyme— 

It comes just in the panto-(k)nick of time. 





A THOUSAND to one, the so-called grievance against the Royal 
Academy, when thoroughly sifted by a Royal Commission, will all end 
in smoke and fizzle. Asa matter of fact, far too many men who would 
make decent blacksmiths, creditable cobblers, and fairly capable cabmen, 
are induced by the demon ‘* Mutual Admiration ”’ to persist in trying to 
follow a sorely overstocked profession they are totally unfitted to engage 
in. Hence come the unpleasant heartburnings, gloomy disgust, and 
idiotic rage that has burst forth at last with volcanic force. Absurd as 
all the hubbub may be in its extremes, we must admit that Burlington 
House is not a well-conducted sharply bossed sale place. During a 
good season, we find that out of 1,664 pictures exhibited, only 203 were 
sold off the walls. These works of art fetched £11,183 8s. One 
painting sold for £1,000; therefore the rest averaged only some £50 
each. Only five pieces of sculpture were sold, though 191 were on 
view. The five realized the magnificent sum of £139 13s. Couldn't 
the’ Council turn on a few well-educated, fascinating, commercial touts, 
to act as shop-walkers? This game is played in nearly every business, 
i some form or other. 





New Leaves. 


‘© SHAKESPEARE’S Dramatic Works and Poems,” with Glossary, 
Life, Index, &c., by J. Talfourd Blair (David Bryce and Son, Glasgow). 
‘* Immortal ”—(Shakespeare)—‘‘ dead, and turned ” into eight neat little 
pocket volumes: plays and poems, with glossary, life, and index to 
familiar quotations, and illustrations, all in a folding lidless box, that 
can be carried in the pocket—a marvellous combination of completeness, 
excellence, and cheapness. To what good and universal uses will he 
come at last?—We have this month only to mention the continued 
excellence in the familiar features of the magazines that reach us :— 7%e 
English Illustrated, The Century, St. Nicholas, Household Words, The 
Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, The Boy's Own Paper, The Girl's 
Own Paper, &c.—We must speak a word in praise of a comical, 
satirical, illustrated paper, called Lustiger Blitter, that comes to us 
from Hamburg.—Messrs. Hildesheimer and Faulkner announce the 
early publication of a book of poems for children, called ‘* The Land of 
Little People,” by the charming Fred. E. Weatherley, with illustrations 
by Jane M. Dealy and Ernest Wilson.—Almanack for 1887 (A. J. 
White, Limited). Those who are fortunate enough to have or to gain 
possession of ¢hés Almanack, will become acquainted with ‘‘ the money- 
makers of America,” and with ‘‘a remarkable and fortunate di 3” 
also the examples and evidences of the efficacy of “gentle” Mother 
Seigel’s astonishingly curative preparations. ‘ 

AN Irish matron has lost all faith in vaccination, because her eldest 
son has died of delirium tremens. 











Gap” To Coramaronpants.—7hs Adstor aces net bina A:msel/ to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 


a ne case will they be returned unless 


accompanied by «a stamped and directed envelope. 
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“CHILL OCTOBER.”—TEMPERATURE, EIGHTY IN THE SHADE. 
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(1.) ‘* Another blazing hot day, and no orders. 
or cricket I'm going to pla 


This weather spells ruin for me,’ 
‘this afternoon? Blest if I know.” 








thinks our friend the Coal Merchant.——~{2.) Bank Fledgting. —"'Is it football 
(3.) “‘ About time for another holiday,” thioks Brown._——{4.) “' What with the moon, and people 


sleeping with their top bedroom windows half-down, there ain’t no chance to crack a crib."———{5.) ‘‘ As it may come on to freeze, rain, or snow at any moment, it is 
as well to be fully prepared,” says the Hon. Lavinia Fairlight. 








ON STRIEB! | 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


SHOULD your boots require a blacking, 
You would probably employ, 
To obtain the polish lacking, | 
An industrious small boy 
Who has taken up that line 
As a means of occupation, 
And will therefore not decline 
hae to make your foot-gear shine 
n a manner superfine 
For a slight consideration. 


But if you request he'll lick ’em, 
As you show your muddy shoes, 

And upon his boot-box stick ’em, 
He may probably refuse. 

And when Russia’s monarch tries 
To impose such degradation 


| take a dip.” 


Upon Austria (whose size 
After all he can’t despise), 
Unto nobody’s surprise 

’T will shia the ds steno 








PRIOB, ONE SHILLING ; Post-free, 1s. 24. 


THE RIVER OF LIFES, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 


‘**'Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 


| John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’ "—Punch. 


“The story is full of interesting scenes admirably 
told."—Jilustrated London News. 

“* The River’ is just the kind fora Bookseller’ s Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour sheuld 
—*' Dagonet,” in the Referee. 

** An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions ot 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven with 
ingenious plot.”— Daily News. 





153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 





READY FRIDAY, OCTOBER 22. 


SNS NS 


Price One Shilling. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL 


FOR 1887 ; 


Full of Humorous Stories in Prose and Verse by 
Messrs. G Sims, Goprruy TuRNER, FRANK 
Barrett, A. T. Pask, J. W. Houcnton, GEORGE 
Darzigat, AGLEN A. Dowty, H. M. PAULL, Byron 
Wenner, C. H. wie H. T. Jounson, LAuNCE 
Lez, J. Norman, C. H. Cuettnam, Aucustus M. 
Moorg, H. Cuance Newton, J. NoRrTHCOTT, 
Ww. SPRARMAN, J. SULLIVAN, GeO. MANVILLE 
Fenn, CHARLES G. ge (Hans BreiTMann), 
ERNgST WarreEN, C. J. Dunpuig, H. WaGSTAFFE, 


AND OTHERS. 
Fully Illustrated by 

Gorvon Tuomson, J. F. Suttivan, Matr. STRETCH, 

Hat Luptow, F. A. FRASER, ‘Ernest GRIS8T, 

H. Tuck, P. Exputt, G. Gatcomseg, E. G. Rey- 

meaas, A. BRYAN, Lucien Davis, Tuomas DALZIEL, 

J. W . HoucHTon, AND J. DRAPER. 
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See that you get it! 


As bad makes are often sold 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THe Avenvue.—ZJndiana has come from Manchester and taken up 
her quarters here. I believe she has made a large-sized hit, and is 
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THe Vaupgevitte.—‘*‘ ANOTHER JONES.” 


worthy of it, on the whole; but next week I shall be in a better 
position to give an opinion on this point, not yet having had an opportunity 
of seeing it. Miss Wadman, Mr. Arthur Roberts, and Miss Phyllis 
Broughton seem to be all there, and Mr. R.’s all appears, as usual, to 
spread well and widely over the whole piece. But there—there are 
things that never can be altered, and so let us possess our souls with 
patience, and grin—although we can’t bear it. 


THR VAUDEVILLE.—When it was announced that Sophia was to be 
temporarily withdrawn, certain knowing persons formed themselves into 
a chorus and sang “‘ derisive,” to the effect that we should ‘never see 
our darling any more,” and that this was but a managerial dodge for 
letting itself down easy. I wondered at the time upon what grounds 
they took up the position (choruses always take up ‘‘positions”’), and 
having just witnessed the revival, I wonder more than ever. What 
constitutes a reason for keeping a play in the bills? Is it an effective 
(even if, at times, only stagily effective) construction? Is it a strong 
and variedly-attractive cast; is it the inclusion therein of an actor 
who emerges from comparative obscurity and makes a strong artistic 
hit? Is it the fact of the manager having for the first time after a long 
season a suitable and popular part? Many a play has held its own on 
the strength of one or other of these advantages singly, and Sophia can 
boast the possession of all of them, 





Burt there is one other reason for the revival, which is, perhaps, as 
good as any—it draws; and, as it is a good play, admirably acted, 
Nestor’s heart is warmed within him, and he congratulates a dis- 
criminating public on its good taste. 





THERE are two changes in the cast as now played—one of some 
importance, one of none, These are the parts of Tom Jones and 
Square. As the former, Mr. Charles Warner takes the place of 
Mr. Charles Glenny, and plays, in my opinion, as well as—in fact, 
better—than he has ever played before. This is, perhaps, not high 
praise in itself, but, to come to details, he acted with an appreciative 
sense of comedy (always his strongest point, however), which was de- 
lightfully exhilarating, and his pathetic points showed a delicacy of 
touch (induced, perhaps, by the moderation of tone necessitated by the 
small size of the house) which has not been a/ways observable, at any 
rate. Mr. F. Groves, who now appears as Square, in place of Mr. 
Akhurst, gives an inoffensive rendering of the part, but does not 
exhibit much insight. 





For the rest, the dainty skill and attractiveness of Miss Kate Rorke’s 
Sophia holds all its original charm. Mr. Royce Carleton’s Blifil still 
stands out as a four de ie. Mr. Thorne’s picture of the good-hearted, 
faithful and humorous Partridge is as welcome and as clever as ever— 
why, bless me, he’s a dear old family friend already ! And when are we 
going to get tired of that quaint, perky, demure, natty lump of piquancy, 
Honour (in the person of Miss Lottie Venne), I wonder ?—talk 
about “‘ Honour bright!”— Then there are Misses Rose Leclercq, 
Sophie Larkin and Helen Forsyth, Messrs. Fred Thorne and Fuller 
Mellish, all in their best form ; and what more is to be said about it— 
—except ‘go and see it” ? 








THe Court.—On Wednesday last Zhe Schoolmistress reached its 
two-hundredth representation, and the occasion was signalised by the 
return of Mr. Clayton—thus once more bringing together the entire 
original cast—and the production of a new comedietta, by Mr. Ernest 
Warren. Zhe Nettle, as the latter is entitled, sets forth, in dialogue 
which is both smart and delicate by turns, how a handsome and wealthy 
young man, believing himself to be satirised in a ‘‘ Society” journal, 
comes to horsewhip (the journalist), but remains to make love (to the 
journalist’s pretty but pauper sister). The little piece, which is another 
welcome sign of the better attention managers are giving to first pieces, 
was excellently played by Mr. F. Kerr and Miss Cudmore, and followed 
by the audience with abundant interest, laughter and applause. 


The Schoolmistress is as excruciatingly funny on a second, a third, or 
a fourth view as it was on the first. It shows signs of wear in the slow 
over-elaboration of some of the points which have been best received, 
and in particular Mr. W. Phillips has allowed himself to drift into an 
extreme exaggeration, which blemishes to a large extent the Bailey-like 
character he has charge of. Miss Roche, on the other hand, has toned 
down somewhat, and her Jane is a really clever bit of quiet, unobtrusive 
character, and Miss Emily Cross plays her part with much greater finish 
than at first. But Miss Norreys’ expert comedy, sense of character, in- 
exhaustible spirits, and complete command of all sorts of queer vocal 
and facial expression; Mr. Clayton’s wonderful make-up and fierce 
humour (or humorous fierceness); Mr. Clayton’s dapper ‘’ man of 
family” airs; Mrs. John Wood’s academic austerity amid incongruous 
surroundings ; Mr. Eversfield’s rampant jealousy, and the various little 
touches of clever comedy among the subordinate characters, make such 
a harmonious whole of tremendous ‘‘ rollick,” that even when I knocked 
my hat against a fire-bucket, placed conveniently at the door of the 
cloak-room, and received a stream of water down my unaccustomed 
neck, it could not raise my choler (in fact it ‘‘limped” and lowered my 
collar), or damp my spirits which had been raised to an altitude far 
above concert pitch ! 





Nopvs AND WINKs.—Miss Lydia Cowell, a lady always welcome, but 
too seldom seen, will appear as the Little Rebel in the little piece of that 
name, which will open the programme of the new Olympic management 
on the 21st inst.—Miss Angela Fenton will play Lady Teazle to Mr. 
Edward Compton’s Charles Surface, in Zhe School for Scandal, which, 
I believe, is to be Mr. Compton’s next revival at the Strand.—Mr. 
Charles Glenny is now appearing as the Hon. Vere Queckett, in 7/e 
Schoolmistress, during the holiday which Mr. Cecil is taking.— Ze 
Diva, Mr. C. M. Rae’s version of Fosephine Vendue par ses Seurs, is 
announced for production at the Opera Comique, on the 23rd inst., the 
author sitting in the managerial chair.—The first number of a new 
semi-theatrical illustrated weekly, specially conducted in the interests of 
amateurs, reaches me. It bears the somewhat aggressive title of Our- 
selves, but it looks and reads well enough, and makes promises enough 
to take journalistic standing at once.—Some judicious alteratious and 


cO2 








AVNUAL 
PALA 


“iRCuS 





~* 
=" 








THe Granv.—‘' Tue Fair-y RInc. 


additions have been made in Dorothy, at the Gaiety, and the result is a 
great improvement, which I propose noticing at greater length next 
week.—Harry Hunter, the Mohawk Minstrel, makes his usual extra- 
comical announcement of his benefit on the 27th. NESTOR. 








THE Queen says, “* Nobody knows when soap was first invented.” 
It must have been at the lather half of an early century. 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 
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‘* AND WELL SHE CAN PERSUADE.”—Jfcasure for Measure.;:i:; 








THE EQUINOX MADE EASY. 


THE light equinoctial gales! What do I care about the light 
equinoctial gales? All they mean is the break up of the weather. Bah! 
The leaves off the trees in the square are being blown about all over the 
road. Miserable? I should think it was miserable. The rain’s been 
pouring down, and they’ve been sending in for the water rates. Con- 
found the water rates, I say! Confound everything, I say! Yesterday 
I actually was fool enough to takea stroll in the park. There were 
sheep gambolling about—sheep with skins dyed with soot. There were 
crazy belated geraniums, a heap, too, of American girls, talking with 
voices like penny whistles—a nice sort of sham nasal business! It 
makes me sick to think of it, that it does, I can tell you. There’s 
plenty of wind about, too; no doubt of that. I don’t mind that, though. 
I like to lie awake and hear it howling among the chimney-pots. I 
just snuggle up, and say to myself, there are lots of beggars slinking 
about without beds to go to, and here I am, as snug as I well can be. 
There’s a relish in that, don’t you know. What's this? A bill! No; 
a good deal worse—a subpcena to attend at the Exeter assizes. ; 

Confound you, sir ; how dare you bring such a thing tome? You 
suppose I’ve got to do my duty as a citizen, do you? It’s like your 
confounded impudence to go supposing of anything about me at all. 
It can’t be helped, can’t it? Ugh! I know what it means, All the 
way to Exeter. All those wretched miles, with your equinoctials blow- 
ing about your calves. Galling your toe, and breaking the monotony 
by drinking weak brandy-and-water. Is it nice to be awake and hear 
the wind? Is it? I said so, did I? Well, please don’t repeat my 
words. I can tell you there are no matches in my bedroom, and when 
I got up in the dark this morning, did I like the draught on my ancles? 
No, sir, Idid not. The breeze is healthy, is it? Well, I don’t care 
about having a red nose, even if you do. Do you like to see a good 
hat go rolling down the road, while a parcel of chuckle-headed idiots 
stand grinning at you, like so many Cheshire cats? I don’t, anyhow. 
Your fresh breezes, indeed! With all the windows rattling through 
the house. You enjoy breezes! Doyou? Well, I’ve just come back 
from the Continent, and I can tell you that I don’t. I tried to sleep 
crossing, but the cry of ‘‘steward!” was enough to kill you, and the 
rattle of basins, and the ‘‘ Oh,” and the groans! There was a mother 
on board, with three daughters, They were all reading Tauchnitz’s 
books, and they were all taken ill together simultaneously. I rather 





liked that ; it made me feel a bit better. And that is the joy of the 
equinox, is it? They say that a few tel h wires are sure to be 
blown down, and that people will be beheaded on the omnibuses, A 
good job too! Ride on omnibuses! I hate ‘em! And serve 'em 
right, I say. Equinox, indeed! Bah! DIOGENES Tupps, 








A Terrible Tale, 


THE woods were dress’d in autumn red, 
The ground with sere leaves strown, 

To make white coming winter’s bed 
Where hyacinths had grown. 


A little child, fair-hair’d and good, 
A babeling sweet of five, 

Had, dreadless, entered that dread wood, 
That red-hued wood, alive ! 


Its tangled ways had wandered through 
Without a thought of ill, 

Untempted by the hemlock blue, 
Or nightshade’s fruits that kill ! 


The blooming sloe again, again, 
Had tried to stay her feet ; 

The painted toadstools all in vain 
Had prayed of her to eat. 


But on that little maiden went, 
That little sweet-eyed child, 
As if on some good errand bent, 

Undoubting, unbeguil’d. 


On, on she went—but no !—ah, no !— 
I cannot tell the tale ! 

O’er all that red, red scene of woe 
I, trembling, draw a veil. 


Sweet babe—her mother’s joy and pride— 
She reached her mother’s knee, 

Then sank in agony, and dyed 
In gore—of blackberrie ! 


A HANDY and effective volume, entitled ‘‘ The Advertiser’s A B C,’ 
is one of the best books upon the subject that has appeared. It is 
concise and far-reaching in its information, and gives the prices and 
scale of charges for the advertisements of every paper in the country. 
As a directory of the press it is excellent, and it is so compiled that it is 
readily accessible at a moment’s notice. It is published at 402 Strand. 
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ANOTHER OUTRAGE ON A RAILWAY. 


Mrs. De Perkins.—*‘ You look exceedingly flushed and upset, Miss 
Rumshrub, I trust there is nothing the matter?” 

Miss Rumshrub,— The matter, indeed, Mrs, De Perkins! I was 
toolish enough to come third-class from Bungerford Junction, and a 
low, rude man in the carriage said to his companion, ‘ No wonder we 

* have a lot of stoppages ; that Old Girl will keep poking her head out 
of window, and the Guard takes it for a danger-signal every blessed 
time she doesso,’ ‘Old Girl,’ indeed, and me barely out of my teens !” 
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AN EXPENSIVE EEL. 
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Water-Consumer who yearned for a bit of tish under But he was so overjoyed at getting it under a guinea a pound—(eels being 
! vught ver ntiful in England, and therefore fabulously dear)—that he was impru 


dent «cough to go and show it triumphantly to his tishmonger, with a ** Yah 
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But that fishmonger, maddened by the “ Yah!" went straight off and told 
the Water Company. 
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tion of supplying you with fish,” said he. And it'll be five pounds a year additional It's wonderful what powers those Water Companies have ! 
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ANOTHER KIDNAPPING CASE. 
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UNDER THH WATER COMPANY’S ’EEL. 


‘6 WELL, to be sure !” we murmured to ourselves as we glanced over 


the morning’s news in our innermost sanctum, where the joke-taps are 
all round the walls. 


‘An eel in the 
water-main, two 
feet long, and as 
thick as a man’s 
wrist; perfectly 
white, and quite 
blind too— poor 
creature! Cooped 
up down there in 
total darkness in 
its subterranean 
tunnel, utterly ob- 
livious to the pro- 
gress of the busy 
life above, devoid 
of that sense 
which i 

At this point we 
broke off suddenly, 
interrupted by a peculiar noise in the vestibule where the office-boy’s 
pail hangs. However, the sound was an unimportant one, and we 
continued our half-aloud musing :— 

‘* And then to have the bad manners to go putrid, and contaminate 
the drinking water to such an extent that no one knows whether he’s 
caught typhoid, or delirium tremens, or something of that sort from it 
or not; though everybody certainly w2// catch something like hydro- 
phobia from merely reading the account, that’s certain, What a nasty, 
beastly creature !” 

This time there was no mistake about that peculiar noise from the 
vestibule where the office-boy’s pail hangs. The noise was proceeding 
from the vicinity of the tap; it grew louder and louder; it grew so 
deafening and awful that we pressed the pen-wipers against our ears, 
and turned pale with fear. And yet, with all the awfulness of the 
sound, there was in it also a grateful, silky, smooth sort of caressing 
slidyness—an oily and soothingly-slippy kind of transitionary traversi- 
ness—which calmed and tranquillized. And then a long, long some- 
thing of intense and dazzling whiteness, like that of molten iron, only 
whiter, began to emerge from the tap and coil itself round our room. 
Nine times it encircled the room in its glittering length, and then, with 
head reared a dizzy height above our official chair, it motioned to us to 
sit again. By very intuition we knew what the strange thing was—it 
was the Eel in the Main. 

‘*It pained me so much to hear you judging me with such severity,” 
it said in a smooth and oily voice, ‘that I felt I must really come out 
and prove to you that you beings called men needn’t talk! Now, look 
here !—I think you spoke of me as ‘ quite blind; cooped up down there 
in total darkness in my subterranean tunnel ; utterly oblivious to the pro- 
gress of the busy life above ; and devoid of that sense which Just 
follow me, and see if you human fellows can’t beat me at all that.” 

So saying, the protracted creature wound slidyly out at the office 
door, and ere long we found ourselves in a gloomy subterranean tunnel. 
Here our ears were saluted by a deafening uproar ; and, as we got more 
used to it, we could distinguish threats and screeches betokening a 
violent altercation, among which occurred such remarks as :—‘‘ Garn ! 
Let the public compare our times and fares with yours, and then they’ll 
see!” **Get out with you! They’ll be sure to book by our line, the 
cheaper, better- 
served, and more 
direct.” ‘* We'll 
annoy your pas 
sengers as muck. 
as we can!” 
“We'll kick 
your passengers 
down the steps!’ 
Then came more 
scufiling, and the 
cry of torturec 
passengers, and a 


partial block and 
paralysis ofevery- 
thing, and re- 
duced dividends, 
and increased 
"bus and cab earn- 
ings, and boot- 
makers’ bills. 

** Now then,” said the Great Eel, ‘‘ how about ‘ quite blind,’ and ‘in 
total darkness in a subterranean tunnel,’ and ‘utterly oblivious to the 

















scents (sense), 





rogress,’ and ‘devoid of that sense which——’ Eh?” We bowed our 
2 head in sad conviction, ‘‘ And then, as to ‘nasty, beastly creature’ 
—well, follow me again.” 

Oh, what awful things he showed us this time! Irish members of 
Parliament—Moonlighters—dust neglected by the London Vestries— 
Vienna Anarchists—Boers—General Kaulbars—our Naval Authorities. 
We could stand it no more, and ed off, 

‘‘Well, I hope you'll reflect what sort of creatures some of you 
humans are before calling a poor fish such hard names again. Good 
day.” 

Xnd with these words the Eel retired, by means of the tap, to his cos) 
pipe. We do believe that Eel is Right in the Main, 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpiTor oF ** Fun.” 


S1r,—In my last, I dwelt at some length upon the pleasure to be 
derived from teaching the young (female) idea how to bet, and whisper- 
ing lessons in giving and taking odds, hedging, and all the seductive 
delights of book-making generally, into the ear of beauty. Sir, I am 
now in the position of being able to thoroughly appreciate the feelings 
of that aged geezer who taught his grandson draughts in the hours ot | 
senile leisure, until at length the adolescent became several sizes too 
much for him, In short, one of those impertinent minxes has cleaned 
me out over the Cesarewitch, for which Stone Clink justified the good 
opinion I have always so fruitlessly expressed for him, by winning at 
the very moment when I had nothing on—I trust no one will misunder- 
stand the expression. I shall endeavour to recoup myself over my 


TIP FOR THE CAMBRIDGESHIRE. 


It’s a fact I cannot lay too heavy stress upon, 

That this race is not an easy one to guess upon ; 
And, not until the horses get their way upon, 

Can we tell with any clearness which to lay upon. 
There’s Exmoor you might make a little book upon, 
And Carlton with some favour you may look upon ; 
And a better horse you will not often hit upon, 
Than Harpenden, to have a little bit upon. 

But Silver is the one I have my eye upon, 

And one which I’d advise you all to try upon; 

It’s a horse I’d put a ‘‘ quid ” (and more than that) upon— 
I hope axd trust this tip will not be sat upon. 





But I{haven’t much hope of besting the young thing, and, after all, it 
doesn’t greatly matter, seeing that I have wealth galore. 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 
P.S.—How did you like the whisky and porridge I sent you? Am 
forwarding some sneeshun this day.* 
* We need scarcely say that we have received none of these articles. —Eb. Fun. 








Scents and Non-Scents. 

IT seems, according to the Pictorial World, that the well-known 
erfume called ‘Cherry Blossom” (which has been patronised by the 
rincess of Wales, puffed by a Lady Mayoress, and purchased to any 

extent by the public), is not made from cherry blossom after all. This 
is not surprising when it is known that the flower in question has no 
fragrance, and it only confirmed our opinion that the makers of ‘* Cherry 
Blossom ”—which is really a superb perfume—are manufacturers of great 
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“As Others See Us.” 

The Zcho says that on foreign i 
Fike the typical Englishman ian ridicules 
creature. ] 

’T1s the queer and comic Briton, 
Who, — _— of travel smitten, 
Roams through every foreign count 
Full of his aidenall: efont'ry ; ve 
Like the soldier, strangely swears he, 
Like true Briton, queer dress wears he ; 
Peg-top trousers are his fashion, 
Which he’s spent a lot of cash on. 
A bright blue coat enwraps his figure, 
And big buttons are de rigueur ; 
From his cheeks, all puffed and beery, 
Whiskers droop @ /a Dundreary ; 
When he goes to have a shot at 
Birds or hares, he dons his ‘‘ pot ” hat. 
At “ milord’s” stern call and beck, fast 
Run the waiters bringing breakfast ; 
Bifteck saignant ** milord”’ chooses, 
Pots of portare ‘* milord’’ boozes ; 
Dinner is, you'll take your davy, 
Rosbif swimming in fat gravy ; 
Next, of course, plum-pudding follows, 
Slice on slice of which he swallows. 


Then ‘* milord” has indigestion ; 

What to do? ay, that’s the question ! 
For /e spleen at last has caught him, 

And to dark despair has brought him. 
Up to every dodge and wheeze, he 

Has a remedy quite easy— 

He makes his will, and every rap’ll 

Go to found a church or chapel ; 

He kisses next mine host’s fair daughter, 
Then—makes a hole, sir, in the water ! 





Wi(ne) Not? 


[According to a daily paper, a good time is coming next 
year for claret-growers.] 


’T 1s well! we hail this news with great delight ; 
And, feeling joy, ’tis just as well to air it. 

The claret-growers’ prospects now are bright, 
And so it gives us gladness to de-Claret. 





LIKE old tea-kettles, ladies are to be very much 
furred this winter. Hint to young muffs,—Bel- 
gian skin-dressers have a method of dressing rabbit- 
skins in a way that makes them difficult to distin- 
guish from sealskin Jefore wear. Unscrupulous 


the genuine article. 








| other day, and inquired if she could have dinner in a private room. 


SPORTING NOTE, BY ONE THAT KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT. 
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‘*TooK UP THE RUNNING.” 








A PORTLY lady, bearing a somewhat large parcel, sailed into a quiet little hotel the 
She was fitted up with 


a most excellent feed, and while sipping her port after dinner, took the landlady into her 


_ confidence, stating that she lived in another quarter of the town, and had travelled from 


thence in order to present her youngest daughter, who was at a boarding-school in the 
neighbourhood, with a thirty-guinea sealskin sacque, and a new bonnet. She then said that 


_ she had a call to make before she went to visit her daughter, and she would leave the parcel 
containing the ‘little surprise” for her ‘‘dear Maudie” with the landlady in the interim, 


She left the hotel without paying her bill, and never returned to claim her parcel, When 


that package was opened it was found to contain half a brick, and some old bones of musty 


aroma, neatly packed in a quantity of unsavoury rags. 





AN Australian has invented an electrical machine-gun, which, he states, will fire one hun- 


| dred and twenty rounds every few seconds. Some time ago an American invented a steel-clad 


machine which makes the Australian weapon look very small potatoes. The Yankee machine 
is called a “‘ war-turtle,’’ and is propelled by a mysterious engine. This ‘‘man-killer” is 
warranted to crawl about and discharge six thousand bullets and twenty dynamite bombs 
per minute from its mouth and tail; two men only being necessary to work the machine! 


traders have a playful habit of palming them off as | The inventor calculates that its general adoption would realize him a fortune, and render war 


a stupendous impossibility. 








MR. SPENCER ZN 70UR; OR, HOW IT IS WORKED. 
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Vienna, October.—* After a pleasant journey, 


night."— Daily Buf. 
Blue. 





** Nothing is known here of the ar- 


Lord Randolph Churchill arrived here last rival of Lord R. Churchill, reported in 
the Daily Buff yesterday.”"—Daily Evening Fabricator. 


‘' At an interview which our corres- 


** Lord R. Churchill intends to visit 
Prince Bismarck on his way home.”— pondent had with Lord Randol 
Churchill, his Lordship assured 
that there was no truth in the rumour 
of his having had an interview with Prince Bismarck. '—{And so on, ad 4b.) 
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ENIOKENAOKS, 


Tue Sultan of Morocco was recently induced by an English officer to 
try tricycling. After spraining his ancle, barking his shins, breaking 
his nose, and running over a few 
favourite dogs, the potentate 
cussed his tricycle with African 
fervour, and ordered a huge 
machine to be made, capable of 
being worked by the ladies of his 
harem. He now sits in com- 
parative safety on a gorgeous 
couch in the centre, and his pets 
punt him about more or less care- 
fully, according to their tempers. 


HAwks abound in certain parts 
of Texas and Colorado, and a 
Texan declares they are very 
tasty tit-bits. This epicure par- 
ticularly fancies those birds that 
have fed on prairie dog. Accord- 
ing to his palate, they are rather 
too rich and gamey in flavour, 
and he advises that they should 
be served with a corrective sauce, 
made of gunpowder and tallow. 





For the third time, during the past two months, a Glasgow boy has 
been rescued from drowning. We hope he was not born to be hanged, 
but we fear he will get into hot water some day. 


THE number of deaf mutes in the world is supposed to be somewhere 
about 900,000. Yet, unfortunately, for some inscrutable reason or other, 
they are held disqualified to take office as M. P.s, vestrymen or guardians. 
Silence is more than golden generally. 


Tue insane King of Bavaria, Otho, is showing some indications of 
sanity. He’s had his hair cut, ordered in his winter coals, made a joke, 
and kicked a quack doctor, His relatives begin to feel quite sanguine 
as to his ultimate recovery. nee otal 

A vERY-much-married gentleman, residing in San Jacinto, California, 
recently made the following communication to the Chairwoman of a 
Woman’s Rights Committee :—‘*‘ My wife wears my wedding pantaloons 
and walking jacket, and I guess she’d wear my boots, but they’re just 
two sizes too small for her.” He now looks as if somebody had been 
using him as a hammer to break coal with. 


THE split between the Good Templars of Great Britain and America 
has been screwed together tightly, and the totes on both sides of the 
herring pond are toasting each other in bumpers of toast and water. 
The re-union will not involve the gin-and-watering down of the British 
Order’s equal-rights principles, 


AN Irish orator says :—‘‘If that incarnation of humbug and pretence, 
Mr. Chamberlain, and that cold-blooded, insincere, narrow-minded 
impostor, Lord Randolph Churchill, continue to stand in our way for 
long, we shall be obliged to use rather strong language !” 


A YANKEE has enclosed a fine tract of land, over which he allows 
sportive citizens to shoot, at the rate of a dollar and a half per day. 
Ife does a roaring business by selling game at the gates to unlucky 
shootists. The shootists’ female relatives always seem satisfied. 


Tue Church of St. Anne, Chasetown, near Walsall, is now supplied 
with the Edison-Swan electric light. It shows up the bonnets 
beautifully, but it’s a wicked crusher on mild flirtations, and everybody 
can see what everybody else gives at the collections, which is orfard. 


A coupLe of amateur bull-fighters of tender years, who attacked a 
beast and cruelly maltreated it, have been sent to gaol for a month by 
the Bishop Auckland magistrates. The sooner these lads are shipped 
out to Spain by their relatives the better. 


Tue Crown Prince of Prussia has entered into business as a dairyman. 
Socialists are anxiously waiting to convict him of Simpsonizing and 
chalking. But the prince is too young in the trade to go in for such 
tricks as yet. He'll probably learn much as he goes on. 


A sergeant in an /rish regiment who died lately has left 4154 165, 10. 
in the regimental savings-bank. The money is unclaimed. Wonders 
will never cease. It’s pretty even betting the /rish sergeant was born 
in Bonnie Scotland. 





A “Spencer”-ian Subject. 


{Lord Randolph's visit to Vienna, under the pseudonym of “‘ Mr. Spencer,” was 
largely and humorously treated by the local press. } 


Lo! once again our pleasant theme 

Is that of reckless Randy, 

Who really more and more doth seem 

A subject very handy, 

No end of times in Parliament, 

Our Muse was fain to treat him, 
And now that he’s on pleasure bent, 
A-touring on the Continent, 

Our Muse is bound to meet him, 
For rumour says that there R. C.— 

That Parliamentary fencer— 
Who here was wont so bold to be, 
Is travelling in glorious glee, 

Disguised as Mr. Spencer. 


We read that he was travelling hard ; 
And when he went “‘ hotelling,”’ 

He vowed if ove should ‘‘ leave a card, 
At once he’d leave that dwelling.” 
Yet the Press describes, in manner pat, 

Our errant politician— 
They give the colour of his hat, 
His whereabouts, and what he’s at, 
Also his coat’s condition. 
And thus the local press, alack! 
Of Randy’s an incenser— 
For they’re so much upon his track, 
No thought that they will hurry back 
Our Churchill, a/zas ** Spencer.” 


This travelling zucognito 
Is quite a funny notion, 

And Kandolph’s comic form doth show 
He likes to cause commotion. 

In getting ‘‘ads.,” it would appear, 
He has not lost his cunning, 

And when again he cometh here 

No doubt his head he’ll proudly rear, 
And try to ‘‘ make the running.” 

In fact his ‘‘ airs,” which were immense, 
Now seem to be immenser, 

To judge by foreign evidence, 

Yet some declare we could dispense 
With Randolph Churchill ‘* Spencer !” 








MARSENET, a border town between Prussia and Belgium, keeps up 2 
standing army of one man. Politics and swear-words are unknown in 
this little Utopia, the taxes are very small, sausages are not made from 
bow-wows, bow-wows never go mad, and girls seldom scratch old 
gentlemen who kiss them unexpectedly. ll is bliss ! 
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SUCH ARTFULNESS. 


We wonder if Lucy and Evangeline are proud of their shapely 
ankles, as they always choose the muddiest spots they can find to 
stand on when they meet casually in the streets. 
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COLINDIA IN OCTOBER. 
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The Band of the West India Regiment has gone. 


And the Indian natives have departed. 








' {Ot 2AY YOouNe MaARN !\ 


/ JUST BRING ANOTHER 
‘| DOZEN O' THEM STEACKS 
"ce ? 
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And don't they let the waiters know it! 





‘*Oi rackon, too, as zum on ’em knaws some- 
thin ’bout th’ wickedness o’ Lunnon!’ 


**Colindies, my boy! By Jove! It's the 
Cool-indies now-a-days.” 








Au ‘*Boo” des Ongles. 


’ ine says an evening sheet, ‘‘ dismiss the Socialists with a philosophical 
Titis may be true, perhaps, in some degree, 
And yet their doctrines savour of ‘‘ Auld Clootie ; 
But, judging from some Socialists we see, 
They joyfully would calmer be, if we 
Allowed them to absorb much L.S.D., 
Or if we would dismiss them with much ‘* Boo ”-ty. 


ee ee ee er 


A Core-tion. 


want Grant Allen is of opinion that, ina Liberal sense, London is "true tothe 
WE greet this statement in a core-dial way, 
And by it we shall ever set great store ; 
’T is something for a scientist to say, 
And of such views we gladly would have more ; 
Therefore, en-*‘ core.” 


oe ee 


New Leaves. 


‘ENGLISH Actors,” by Henry Irving (Clarendon Press, Oxford), 
The admirable lecture on “‘ English Actors: their Characteristics and 
their Methods,” delivered by Mr. Irving in the University Schools in 
June last, is now presented in the neat book form so desirable for its 
preservation.—‘* An Oath to the Dead,” by Sydney Dunbar (London 
Literary Society). Rather a weary book to wade through, inclining too 
much to frivol and drivel. If about half of it had been “‘bar’d” it 
would have been better, and sooner *‘ Dun.” 








At Last! 


{Last week London was visited by its first fog of the season.] 


For weary weeks I'd waited 
In gloomy desperation 
The coming of the Horror, inevitably sure ; 
Each morning, on awaking, 
My heart’s loud palpitation 
Foretold me I should see it close at my bedroom door, 


Grimly went I groping 
My way to where the blind hid 
The Unknown from my vision, which sought and yet would shun ; 
Like those who’d know the future, 
Yet tremble lest they find hid 
A fate more fearful yet than e’er known beneath the sun. 


This black Cimmerian darkness, 
This Erebus remorseless, 
At last possessed my being, which yielded to its doom. 
You ask what was the terror 
Which made me dull, limp, forceless— 
Why, know, sir, twas our First Fog had wrapped the street in gloom, 





THE Chinese penal code is, to say the least, peculiar, An elderly 
Chinaman tried to commit suicide a short time back by jumping into a 
creek, His son ‘managed to save the old josser, but was obliged to 
appear as a witness against him when he was charged with attempting 
his life. The Celestial magistrate discharged the parent, and ordered 
the son to be punished with a hundred strokes of the bamboo for 


bearing evidence against his father. 








Ga” To Cornmaronpants.—The Aastor acces net tina hmself to acknowledge, return, or pay Sor Contributions. 
accompanied by « stamped and directed envelope. 
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First Tout.—* T’owp MARE DON’T SEEM TO MOVE OUITE SO FREE, 


Second Tout,—** YES—OR MONEY.” 


A PRELIMINARY CANTER. 


"SPECT SHE CARRIES A BIT TOO MUCH WEIGHT.” 








Another Kidnapping Case, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THE part that Russia now is pleased to play 
To bring Bulgaria beneath its sway, 

Whilst Europe watches, thrill’d but not serene, 
Reminds one of some melodrama’s scene. 


The villain drags along the victim-boy, 
And—like the man the Uncle did employ 
To kill the pretty babies in the wood— 
Says it’s all right, and only for his good. 


The victim-boy, o’ercome by major force, 
Betrays a strong aversion to this course ; 
And vents, by protest, unavailing cries 
In voluble profusion to the skies, 


His mother dear, nigh paralysed with grief, 

Looks on, but knows not how to give relief ; 

She sees her darling kidnapp’d, and in wild, 

Unearthly tones, exclaims, ‘‘ My cheyild! my 
cheyild !” 

Oh! yea, Bulgaria, reluctant youth! 

Unhappy is PT lot in ee truth ; 


Well may’st thou shout, and scream, and kick, 
and yelp, 
For surely art thou now in need of help. 


Thy mother Europe views the direful deed, 
And much doth yearn to succour in thy necd ; 
But she, alas! appears to be afraid— 

That is, precluded from affording aid. 
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PRICB, ONE SHILLING ; Post-free, 1s. 2d. 


THE RIVER OF LIFE, 


By JOHN LATEY, Jun. 


*"Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. 
John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’"—Punch 

“The story is full of interesting scenes admirally 
told." —J/ustrated London News. 

“* The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour sheuld 
take a dip.”—** Dagonet,” in the Xeseree. 

** An exciting tale, in which animated descriptions of 
dramatic and sporting scenes are interwoven with 
ingenious plot.”—Dazly News. 





By 
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THE COMPANION. 


(See Letters in “ Daily News.”) 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
“Y HE AVENUE. —/ndiana just escapes 
, being a rather good piece. It does 
escape, however, and that is suf- 


cient—perhaps a little too much. 
A little more clear-headedly told, 
and furnished with dialogue only a 
little above the dull level of that 
which it at present rejoices in, the 
story might be unusually dramatic 
and interesting (for an opera-bouffe). 
If ever Mr. Arthur Roberts had 
an excuse for indulging his pro- 
pensity for ‘‘gag,” this piece 


We | affords it, and, oddly enough, he 
seems quite chary of it. 
aa eniene anal 

J To have done with the piece, it is, 


as it stands, a deplorably dull three 
acts, and the music is, generally 
speaking, of the ‘‘tinkly” order, 
and runs rather to waltz movements 
and shouting choruses. ‘* Love 
will guide,” one of the former, 
however, is a pleasant song, and 
having the advantage of Miss Wad- 
man’s rare skill and rich voice, 

** Watch always at thy lattice,” isa song 
r a basis, and the duet, or rather scena 


es 
a ee 
IS Gramatic, 


THe Avenve.—Pauvent Lavy Prue 
(VOU HAVE A SPECIMEN OF HER Pxrve- 
DANCE IN THE SECOND AcT) 


sounds much better than it Is. 
with a really quaint idea f 
** Now break my word’ 
There seems to me nothing dis- 
tinctly objectionable in it music}; 
but, on the other hand, there is far 
from anything distinctly taking. 


A VERY good company has been 


engaged. The tinge of ‘‘unrefine 
ment” in Mr. Roberts’ style is not 


out of place in the part he has to 
lay on this occasion, and his few 
facial quirks and air of amiable self- 
satisfaction, are very comical. He 
is seen to a good deal of advantage 
in the part. Mr, Charles Ryley’s 





fe: ii 


pleasant tenor voice is of great advan- Padi hy A i re 
tage; but Mr. W. D. Hemsley, al- TU )/; 
though a fair (but only fair) vocalist, p 
scarcely looks the hero of romance. 
Mr. Henry Ashley does very well— 4 2 7 





as much as circumstances (and the 
author) allow him to do—all in his 
well-known style of airy humour. 
Miss Mary Duggan, although her mamma shouldn’t allow her to sing, 
is an actress with a good provincial reputation (although new to London) 
and seems likely to prove a valu- 
able acquisition to the metro- 
politan stage. She has the acting 
faculty, a sense of humour, and 
looks as if she could dance. 
Miss Clara Grahame looks stal- 
wart as a waiting-maid, disguised 
asa Cavalier. An air of refine- 
ment pervades the Lady Prue 
of Miss Phyllis Broughton, even 
in the midst of a dance suggestive 
of muscular suppleness and red 
stocking. A very picturesque 
figure she makes, too, in her first 
dress, 


Tue Avenve.—A Matt (No MATTER) 
THAT REFUSES TO BE TRODDEN ON. 


But, preserving the Jonne 
houche till the last, we have not 
yet said anything of Miss Wad- 
man. There is a good deal to 
be said of her, too. She plays 
and sings with untiring vivacity 
throughout ; whether as an at- 
tractive figure in masculine guise, 
bearing it off with a dashing air, 
or a country girl burdened with 
the favourite *‘ Zummerzet” accent of the stage, or a love-sick maiden 
expressing the tremors of the tender passion—singing a song or 





Tue Avence.—An Nawnsome NAN, AN 
UNANSWERABLE STATEMENT. 


dancing a jig, she is continuously charming, attractive, and clever, 
The dresses are nothing in particular, although there are some pretty 


ones among them. 


Tue Garety.—Although the marked success which Mr. George 
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THe AVENUE.—THERE, I'M SURE NO ONE COULD IMAGINE WE ARE WOMEN ! 
| Edwardes’ first venture, Dorothy, has attained—on the strength of its 


exceptionally melodious and graceful music, its excellent cast, and taste- 
| ful stage setting—would have been sufficient to induce many a manager 


|} to rest content, nor trouble himself to remove obvious defects, Mr. 


Edwardes is not *‘ built that way.’’ The dramatic critics suddenly find 
themselves in the unexpected position of being regarded as knowing 
something about the matter, and the public have an earnest that the new 
manager means to give them at least the best in his power, in the 
judicious alterations made. Mr. Edwardes thus scores one with both 
the Press and the public. 


THE story of the play it is scarcely possible to strengthen, but by the 
introduction of a solo for Mr. Coffin—gracefully written (as, on the 
whole, the songs all are), magnificently sung, and loudly applauded— 
the writing up of the scenes in which Mr. Arthur Williams and Miss 
Harriet Coveney appear, and a touch or so here and there, the enter- 
tainment is much strengthened. The extreme charm of Miss Hood’s 
Dorothy is increased by the greater quietude and ease with which she 
now plays it; and with the excellent singing of Mr. Hollins, and the 
Misses Dysart and Lambeth in ad- 
dition, the whole thing is worth seeing 
again and again. 


Mr. EDWARDEs has also strength- 
ened his bill with a _ preliminary 
‘* family farce” from the pen of 
**Richard Henry.’ This is called 
A Happy Day, ard in its picture of 
‘‘the ways ami manners” of the 
humble mech.nic and his family 
there is a truch underlying the extra- 
vagance indigenous to the realms of 
farce which lifts it much above the 
ordinary level. It is a rollicking, 
funny piece, aud played with great 
appreciation and truth by Mr. Arthur 
Williams and Miss Harriet Coveney, 
and forms entertainment for early 
comers something above what they 
are accustomed to. 





NG 
pape Tue Avenue.— PETER THE 
Nops AND WINKs.—A new three- rePETER, 
act farcical comedy, by Mr. Edwin 
Shepherd, called 4 Scotch Mist, is to be played at the Vaudeville one 
morning shortly. A gocd cast, including Mr. Charles Glenny, Mr. 
T. P. Haynes, and Mr. Fred Desmond, has been secured.—Next month 
the Browning Society propose to represent Strafford. I wonder what 
the poet has done to deserve this ?— 7’e Autler, Mr. Herman Merrival’s 
new piece for Mr. Toole, will probably be first produced at Brighton. 
Miss Kate Phillips joins the company for the occasion. Hooray !—My 
Missts, anew domestic comedy by Miss Catherine Lewis and D. Robin- 
son, was produced, on the sly, at the Opera Comique, the other week for 
copyright purposes. —The Marylebone pantomime will be on the subject 
of Cinderella, and is written by Mr. Leopold Wagner. NESTOR. 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE, 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 




















‘SNOW SIT WE CLOSE BESIDE THIS TAPER HERE.”—udlius Cesar, 
Act IV., Scene 3: 











As Others See Us. 


{According to the Daily Telegraph, the Continental press has been indulging in 
imaginary reports about England.) 
HERE, Jane, remove these English papers, 
They never know what’s on the board ; 
I find they’re only false news-scrapers, 
The truthful ones are all abroad. 
Ah! here’s a paper fresh from Paris, 
So now I shall get at the truth, 
Which in Old England quite as rare is 
As Ponce de Leon’s *‘ Fount of Youth.” 


Hullo! What’s this? His Royal Highness 
The Prince of Wales last night caught ‘‘ plump,” 
Endeavouring to quench the dryness 
Of his throat at Aldgate Pump. 
Prodigious! But it must be fact, though, 
These foreigners know us so well ; 
’Twas not a very royal act, though, 
And where the pump is, I can't tell. 


Let’s see what Russia knows of Britain— 
Eh, what? Our Gladstone at the Pav., 
And ogling that young minx, Miss Kitten, 
Well, well, for news go to the Slav. 
For news of Lord R. Churchill, truly 
The Germans take us down a peg ; 
His Lordship is cut up most cru’ily 
At those hard things he’s said of Weg. 


How well these foreign papers know us, 
They always tell the truth, that’s clear ; 
For instance, what’s this? France could blow us 
Into thin air—h’m! that reads queer. 
We English are self-glorifiers, 
Dolts, idiots, fools, brutes, insane ! 
Here, take away these foreign liars, 
Bring back my English papers, Jane! 





MORE LIVING PICTURBS. 


_ You want me to join in = Living Pictures. Notme. I’m not sucha 
living jackass as all that. They have been doing them at the Marlborough 
Rooms. Have they? Well, they can for ‘all that I care. Catch me 
going to anyone’s house to be mixed up with such a parcel of tomfoolery. 
Would I like to be the young man in Millais’ ‘“‘ Huguenots,” with my 
arm round the girl? No, I should not, sir. I’m not such a fool at my 
time of life. Would I like to be set in a frame as Gainsborough’s 
Parish Clerk? No, I should not, sir. I don’t want to be set in a frame, 
and I won't. Bah! Will 1 bea living bit of sculpture? NotI. Not 
that my figure’s so bad as you think it is, I can tell you. I could wear 
my tights, sir, as well as most men. 

Will I be a Dying Gladiator? No, I won’t be a Dying Gladiator. 
“‘ Butchered to make a Roman holiday,” was he? I wish you were all 
butchered, and would leave me atone, I can tell you. Perhaps I would 
make a Germanicus, and I could have a real tortoise at my feet, could I? 
I wouldn’t if I had a fool at my feet instead of a tortoise, and the fool 
was you. Would I stand ona chair and bea Nelson on his column? 
No, I won’t. I’m not such an ass as all that. How would I like to be 
Lelith Finding the Body of Harold. I needn’t have an arrow stuck 
in my eye. I’m not going to do anything of the sort. The whole thing 
is perfect bosh, and people are going right straight, stark, staring mad 
over it. Will I be in the Teniers’ group, and be seated drunk on a 
barrel? No, I won’t do anything of the kind. I’d sooner have fem years 
than do it—hey! Don’t try your chuckle-headed puns on me, sir: I 
can't bear ‘em, sir, I can’t; and, what’s more, I tell you that I won’t 
have em. Well, I’m disagreeable and unsociable, am I? I don’t want 
any Living Pictures, I can tell you. People make quite asses enough of 
themselves without going in for anything of the sort. I might do the 
chromo-lithograph of the sailor looking out of port. No, I won't, sir; I 
will not. Living Pictures, indeed. Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS, 








A New Complexion. 
ALL those who fain would wish that soft white skin 
Upon their precious (s)kin-dred—e’er should shine ; 
May be advised to spend some little ‘* tin,” 
On something in the ‘‘ Roseleaf Powder ”’ line ; 
And ‘* Glycerine and Cucumber ” all made 
By Beetham’s—none can beat ’em in the trade. 


A PENNSYLVANIA woman named her twin daughters ‘‘ Gasolene”’ 
and ‘‘ Kerosene,” reports an “American paper ; upon which another of 
the like ilk surmises, ‘‘ The father of the family is probably old Peter 
Oleum.” Our esteemed contemporary is out of it. We know the 
man : it is young Ben Zoline. 
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UNPLEASANT FOR DE LAWCOURT. 


Percy De Lawcourt,—‘' Good evening, Miss Cora. I—er—trust— 
er—lI see you well.” 

Aved Aunt (who does not know there's been a little meeting before). 
—‘* Be careful of your ’and-bag, Cora. Stick to it tight. There i 
such a lot of howdacious swell-mobsmen a-rampagin’ about in the: 
‘ere Colindjeries.” 
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THB DOG IRREGULATIONS:; 
OR, THE MIXTURE AS BEFORE. 
Latest CLAvusgs OF THE Rasies (Docs AND AvTHORITIES) ACT. 


{‘‘ The Privy Council, in the Rabies Order, 1886, has come to the assistance of Sir 
Edmund Henderson and Sir Charles Warren, both of whom signally failed to produce 
A ion either intelligible or legal. The local authorities are to make regulations 
for . The local authorities ave to be allowed to make those very regulations in 
regard to dogs which the police of London have vainly enceavoured to enforce 
as law. Unfortunately, these are all unauthorized by the Act, and are of no avail.’ 


—Newspaper.) 

First Member OF Privy CouNcIL (wearing the Grand Cross of a 
Grand Commander of the Rabies Order, 1886), Oh, dear; my head 
does ache so! Where 
were we? Oh, ah !— 
I remember—dog re- 
gulations. We shall 
manage it all some 
day. Let’s see—how 
does it stand, Mr. 
Clerk ? 

CLERK. The num- 
ber of cases of rabies 
has multiplied itself 
by ten since the regu- 
lations have been in 
vogue. 

SECOND M., (wear- 
ing the Grand Ribbon 
of a Knight Com- 
mander of the R. O. 
1886). That’s the 
style. The right way 
in these affairs is to 
you want to increase the 





begin at the wrong end and work backwards, 
virulence. 

THIRD M, (Star of a Knight Companion of R. O. 1886). But wait a 
bit. Do we want to increase the virulence, or decrease the immunity 
from, or——? Oh, my poor brain! 

FourtuH M., P. C, (Star of a Companion of R. O. 1886.) Why, of 
course our object is to stamp out the people bitten by mad dogs. No, 
no—I mean—oh, —— does go round so! 

First M. P. C. Well, now, look here—let’s pull ourselves together. 

The whole thing is illegal, and (as we haven’t the microscopical amount 
of ordinary intelligence required to introduce a bill to make it legal 
before we begin), we can’t enforce it, and the police can’t enforce it. 
Under these circumstances, it appears in a foggy kind of way to my 
muddled intellect, that perhaps a lesser authority, under our control, 
might be able to enforce it. Eh—d’ye see?—Oh, my poor head! 
( Retires to EARLSWOOD.) 
THE OTHER Members. Why, of course! It stands to unreason. 
We'll shunt it all on to the shoulders of the Local Authorities, and shut 
our eyes up tight, and fancy we’ve settled it. Which way did the other 
gentleman go, Mr. Clerk? Thank you. 


THe Loca, AutHoritigs. Oh, our poor heads! We've got to 
carry out the illegal dog regulations now. We must them out, 
because it will never do to disregard the directions of the Privy Council ; 
and we mustn't 7 them out because they’re illegal. Let’s leave the 
matter to the borough police. 
BorouGH POLice. But we couldn’t carry the irregulations out when 
instructed to do so by Scotland Yard. 
LocaL A, No; but possibly you can do so when instructed by a body 
having far smaller authority. 

BorouGH Po.rice. Oh, dear, our brains do whirlso! Let’s see. 
What are we to do—stamp out dogs, or stamp out the irregulations, or 





afford immunity from the public, or ? 
Loca A. Eh! Oh, we don’t > | remember. Don’t ask us, our 
brains are just as worried as yours. Tell you what; let’s go arm in arm 


. Earlswood, and ask the Privy Council, and, tell you what ; let’s stop 
there. 
a we e om . om 


First Doc. I really don’t know what’s the matter with me; but 

ever since the irregulations were laid on I’ve had a sort of a kind of a 

feeling in my head—oh, dear ! 

SEconD . I say, don’t spin round and foam like that ! 

Fixst Doc. Well, don’t youthen! I can’t help it ; it’s all the worry 

ro ag irregulat——-_ O-o-o-h! Take that water away, for goodness 
e! 

ALL THE OTHER Docs. Yes—take it away! Wow, wow, wow! 
We do feel so queer ; it’s all the irregu ich is the way to Earls- 
wood? Thankee. (7%ey seck the Privy CouNCIL and LocaL AUTHO- 
RITIES, fo find a solution of the mystery.) 

Owners OF Docs. We really feel we must go there too. (7%ey do.) 








Tue Pusiic, Here—let’s shut ’em all in together to settle the matter 
among themselves, things! We can breathe once more. 

(7he Docs and THEIR OWNERS, being confined in a ward apart from 
that of the AUTHORITIES, ultimately recover, and return to the world. 
The case of the AUTHORITIES 15, however, hopeless: they are to be de- 
tained permanently. There ts, therefore, some hope that hydrophobia 
may dte out.) 








Money; or Bad Little Peter. 


(A Tale of Worldliness, with a Tragical Termination, and a Moral 
thrown in. ) 


Once a little Peter lived a solitary life, 

So he took a little charmer named Ruth to be his wife— 
Folderiddle-ido, tweedle-tweedle-dee— 

“‘ Matri-money’s just as good as any other,” says he, 


When little Peter married Ruth, this was his little game, 

He took her little monies and he banked them in his name— 
Tooral-looral-ido, tweedle-tweedle-dee— 

** Patri- money’s just as good as any other,” says he. 


And then he starved his little wife, who was so good and meek, 
And he made her keep the little house on one and two a week— 
Folderiddle-ido, tweedle-tweedle-dee— 

** Parsi-money’s just as good as any other,” says he. 


Now little Ruth got cross at last, so badly used was she, 
And she bought a little pizen, and she put it in his tea— 
Retooral-looral-lorum, folderiddle-dee— 

‘* Anti-money’s just as good as any other,” says she. 


* * . * ® + 


Now, a solemn little wig he sits a-trying of a case, 

And little Ruth is in the dock, and sorrow’s on her face ; 

And Peter’s ghost gives evidence, and the judge he says, says he, 
* His testi-money’s just as good as apy other to me!” 


MORAL. 


Now, all you little husbands, mind and analyze your teas, 
And all you little slighted wives, just listen if you please, 
Don’t make too free with pizen or you'll come to grief some day— f§ 
With a folderiddle-ido and a folderiddle-ay ! 





A FASCINATING-LOOKING young Frenchwoman, charged with the 
murder of her husband, confessed that she procured a quantity of arsenic } 
for the purpose of killing rats, and that at different times she mixed 
portions of it with her husband’s liquor in order to wean him /or a 
season from his intemperate habits, In the last case, however, she had 
given him a much larger quantity, in hope of effecting a permanent } 
cure, but which caused his death. The jury acquitted her on the} 
ground that she had merely tried an experimental cure for insobriety ;.} 
and that the remedy had undubitably been crowned with success. The 
little widow left the court with her fazcé. 

















NOT IN A CHORD. 


** Promenade Concerts? 
Music less mixed.” 


No, thank you, my dear. I prefer my 
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Dear Sir,—I have hit on a new notion for a penapaper In these hurry- 


to report all news in a succinct form, cutting a 
wt asa, just to illustrate my meaning. Geka con 
oblige 


LETTER TO THE EDITOR. 


» skurry times one has no leisure to wade 
uous letterpress. I bave taken at random a few 
Doubtless you can elaborate the plan. On receipt of £1,000 (or blank 


ings of 


through long columns of close print, so I 
paragraphs, columns, &c., an advertisemen eyes 
eque) the idea is yours! An answer return will 


ELL-WISHER. 
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** The remarkable Bigamy Case. 


** Attempted Suicide. ’ 
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You be blowed ¢ 
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THE OLD NEWSPAPER, 


WHO would have dreamed that a high-class paper like me would have 
passed through the hands of a coroneted earl, and, after wrapping up a 
coster’s dinner, should lie unnoticed in the gutter? And such an aristo- 
cratic journal too! My editor is determined to have his say in politics, 
and toair his views. Jf you can’t bite, bark loudly, is his motto—and he 
carries it out. I recollect, when I was first bought, my master sent out 
a servant for me with a shilling; I cost but a penny, but he never got 
any change—Wever send a poor man to market. He took me home, and 
when I was read through I was thrown carelessly on the floor, and 
trodden on. Ah! howl felt that heavy tread of the clumsy domestic— 
Whilst the ass romps the doctor sets bones. recollect he wrote to my 
editor a letter which was never inserted. My first master, albeit an earl, 
was an over-clever man—He had too many wheels in his economy. 1 
then was sent from the parlour to the kitchen, and from the kitchen to 
the waste-paper dealer’s ; and I can’t recollect all the changes I did 
undergo-— 700 many cogs tend to clog. And so my experience has been 
so varied that I can but ill remember it. However, here I am now, 
and my necessities which followed so rapidly—(Small wheels spin fast) 
—are at last at an end ; and now I’m only a fortnight old, but for the 
matter of that yesterday’s as much gone as yester-year, They say I 
shall be sent to the mill and re-made; that is, if I ever survive the 
tter. I hope I shall. Worse luck, I am an inanimate object; were 
it otherwise, I might try and win, for— 

A good cause and a good gun, 

And the battle is as good as won, 








ACCORDING to a semi-sporting journal, 


What domestic happiness their melody foretells ! 


How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 
As the man appears in sight, 
With a mouth that’s all a-wrinkle, 
And an eye that’s all a-twinkle 
With a demon-like delight. 

Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of flabby rhyme, 


To the tintinnabulation that so musically swells, 
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‘‘ The Tragedy at Nettlebedlington.” 'Police Intelligence.’ ‘* A Case of Extraordinary Tithes.” 
Roadside Philosophy ; or, How Hasy it is to Make Autumn Bells, 
Proverbs. Hear the bakers with the bells— 

Muffin bells ! 


With his yells, yells, yells, yells, yells, yells, yells— 
How we tolerate the torture of those yells ! 





In an (N)ailing State. 
{It is said that a revival of trade is imminent in the Midland Nail Trade.] 


THIs new revival of trade brings 
’Twill put many a worker in wished-for employ. 
ht which so long has the nail trade obscured, 
Is a (n)ailment that all will rejaice to see cured. 
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great joy, 





and terriers are now 


collie. 


To the Dogs. 


vogue. 


collies have had their day, 
This will be terrier-ble news 


the former class of dogs, and will doubtless make them feel me 
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THE NEW MOTIVE POWER. 
Boy in America has been seized with an unaccountable affliction. ‘He is taken with fits of inability to control his legs. The furniture shares his fits, and dances 
from at hisapproach. Zhe strange case awakens wide-spread interest, and crowds visit the house nightly. The amount — 























And an astute stock-jobber purloined that boy one day, and took him to Wall Then a railway manipulator sneaked him, and used him instead of steam to 
Street ; when all the shares which the S. J. held instantly rose to a great height. make the engines go: and that was what smashed up the rival Wabash ani 
Bunkum Trunk Company. 
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Then We stole him, and tried whether he would move the People who Muddle our Navy, and the Greek Gipsies, and raise the moral tone of the Irish Members a few 


| d feet, and soon. But he didn’t seem to wor 
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So we returned him to h's scrrowing father, who is once again relieved from the necessity for the drudgery of labour. 
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THE NEW RIFLE—A LITTLE MORE MILITARY MUDDLING. 1a 


H.R.H, Commander-'n-Chief,—“"LOOK HERE, TOMMY ATKINS, I'VE GOT ANOTHER RIFLE FOR YOU; AND IF = 
YOU’RE A GOOD BOY, AND DON’T GET KILLED, PERHAPS SOME DAY WE MAY THINK ABOUT GIVING YOU \ fi 
A PROPER ONE,” i 
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Next day. —An 
indignation meeting 
of the Social Demo- 
cratic | Federation 
has been held on 
Clerkenwell Green 
to protest against 
the di ful and 
niggardly conduct 
of the overnment 
in discontinuing 
State aid to emi- 

tion. One of the leaders of the movement (a Gentleman Interested 
in the Welfare of the Working Classes) remarked that, owing to the 
inimical action of the Government, Great Britain would become over- 
crowded by a mass of deserving workmen, for whom the land could not 
— sustenance or elbow room, and who were feloniously debarred 
rom a chance of that bread which our Colonies were inviting them to 
come and eat. The meeting then proceeded to demolish the West End. 
fies. after that.—In deference to the feeling in favour of emigration 

ested by the Gentlemen Interested in, &c., &c., the Government 
have decided to re-instate state-aided emigration. 

Following day.—In consequence of the decision of the Government to 
re-instate, &c., &c,, an indignation meeting of the Social Democratic 
Federation, &c., &c, 

* * oF * ® 7 

THe GOVERNMENT (in a friendly way to the GENTLEMEN 
INTERESTED.) Look here, old chaps, what caz we do to satisfy you ? 

THE GENTLEMEN INTERESTED.—What? Why not go and show 
you wish to befriend the working classes, and take the bread out of the 
mouths of deserving——. 

Tue Gov.—Well, but surely we don’t take the bread out of the 


mouths of deserving wor ; 
spoke of ‘‘ workmen”? We mean 


Tue Gent. Int.—Pooh! 
out of the mouths of deserving GENTLEMEN INTERESTED. Don’t go 


and take the wind out of a fellow’s sails ! 
——_—_—_—_—_—_—_——————— 


Men and Things. 

As a class, there is no more wilfully misleading a body of men than 
contractors—they are always throwing dust in people’s eyes. 

It is hardly any wonder that so many plays produced go fas with the 
audience, seeing the ws that the authors are sat upon oh € critics, 

Musicians ought surely, above all other men, to be above reproach. 
— can they conduct a band if they do not know how to conduct them- 
selves, 

Prisoners do not behave as well as might. The inmates of our 
gaols have f y to be called to er. 

Ambassad voles are not popular with actors, and no wonder. 
When an actor pourtrays a statesman, he is nearly sure of being a 
diplomat-hissed (diplomatist). 

People ask those with whom they are most intimate for immediate 
advances, heoce arose the sa: the best of friends must “ part.” 

People who are not ina way of business are apt to run short, 
hence arose the proverb, *‘ a little earning is a dangerous re 

Short men are apt to adopt eT ee most important. 
ao ee to make believe to appear taller by standing 
on—their dignity 

The gout only flies to the feet when it is driven to extremities. 





A FARM-LABOURER last week undertook for a small wager to eat 
forty hens’ hard boiled, for his breakfast. He with great difficulty 
managed to nineteen, and half-an-hour after ate another to make 
up the score, forfeited his wager, and retired into the workhouse infir- 





mary for an indefinite period of repose from toil. 





ENICKNAOKS. 


AN elderly bald-headed man or portly dimensions, embellished with 
a most rubicund aspect, was charged with stealing eight bottles of | 
whisky and two dozen of port. 
magistrate as prisoner 
he had anything to say in his 
defence, He replied huskily :— 
‘* I’ve hordered a lawyer for ter- 
morrow, so I ’opes as yer washup 
will remember as patientse is a 
vartue, and wait.” Magistrate.— 
‘* And what can the lawyer say 
about it?” Prisoner.—‘** That's 
hexactually wot I wants to know, 
yer washup. You've ’it it horf to 
a tick !” te, however, 
stated that Ae did not really feel 
the curiosity that the prisoner 
imagined, and committed him for 
trial as an old offender. The 
elderly bald-headed one retired 
with a sigh, informing his : 
**washup” that he considered him a ‘‘cross between a jorilla and a 
howl.” 





Quite lately a canny Scotch dame, rejoicing in the name of Black, 
was attacked ferociously by a large black-and-white tom-cat. Two 
police constables gallantly came to the rescue. After a determined 
combat which lasted half an hour, during which a da¢én was splintered 
to pieces, the officers triumphed, and with an unearthly yell, that caused 
several small boys, who were cautiously peeping round corners, to have 
fits, the wild animal gave up the ghost. 


Tue Queenslanders who prayed that the swarm of rats which 
appeared some little time ago in their country would rid them of their 
the rabbits, have been doomed to deadly disappointment. It 
appears that the rats and the rabbits live on somewhat similarly har- 
monious, accommodating terms that the cats and rats exist under in 
Newry Workhouse—a p that seems to be a positive abode of bliss 


for vagrants, rodents, and grimalkins. 


A FIGHT between two Tay Bridge workmen was stopped the other 
day by a muscular Christian in the shape of a brawny Scotch minister, 
who threatened to baste Christianity and sense into them with his 
stick, if they did not desist bruising. This is doubtless a pastor like 
Father Kinshela, who, when mem of his Hibernian flock used to 
indulge in a bit of a fight for fun, was wont “‘to ride into thim, and 
wallop thim all round before him, and disparse them—scatther thim 
like chaff before the wind.” And used the very best of sticks when 


doing so. 


Two birds are often killed with one stone, but it is seldom that two 
fish are caught at the same time with one hook. Mr. Peter Weir, how- 
ever, achieved this feat in the Vale of Leven recently, by landing a 

le of trout together at the end of his line. No doubt some hard- 
shell unbelievers will say, ‘‘ Hookey Walker! another fishy fish story.’ 
But we’re prepared to vouch that the veteran Weir did catch the silvery 
delicacies in this fashion. Mr. Weir has been an indefatigable fisher 
for fifty-seven years, and shows no sign of wearying of the sport. 


A REMARKABLE instance of the almost total want of fat, and oblitera- 
tion of the lymphatic system, is mentioned in an Italian journal. It 
seems that a priest advanced in years, and affected with melancholy 
without any evident cause, gradually worked into so dry a state as to be 
unable to move without producing such a horrid ling noise in all 
his bones that he was obliged to give up officiating at mass, the creaking 
and grating being so great as to Sm ies, and make children laugh. 
The poor old fellow is now employed in the kitchen-garden of a monas- 
tery to frighten the wild birds away. 


AFTER all, H Ward Beecher did not make the enormous pile of 
shekels in England some people supposed he would. On an average 
he only received some £30 per lecture. Henry’s essays certainly possess 


the merit of being am , crisp, and to the point, and have a s 
likeness to those given iel Burgess, the celebrated Nonconformist 
minister, who and lectured at the beginning of the last 


inst drunkenness, Daniel preached 
an hour, and then proceeded thusly :—‘‘ Brethren, I have somewhat 
more to say on the nature and uence of drunkenness, so let’s have 
the other glass ;” and he quietly turned the hour and sand glass, which 
was used at that period as an appendage to the pulpit desk. 


century. Once, while inveighin 
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A Pleasant Prediction. 


ACCORDING to a high-priced sheet 
(Of phrases =— a minter), 

We soon shall have (as is but meet), 
A gay and giddy winter, 


Thus the whisperings of Hope 
(Of life a rosy tinter), 

Predict for our enjoyments’ scope, 
A gay and giddy winter. 


Of whirlings in the mazy dance, 
Hope also is a hinter ; 

So marrying belles will have a chance, 
This gay and giddy winter. 


For Time’s a rapid sprinter ; 
Of rousing mirth, go have full share, | 
This gay and giddy winter. 


But, still, neglect not those to whom 
Fate’s sure to be a stinter 

Of all, save poverty and gloom, 
This gay and giddy winter. 





An Anne-ecdote. 


’T1s fancied by some of the high class school, 

That sg Anne isn’t half so dead as Home 
Rule : 

Which is apt to cause consternation, 

If Home Rule be more dead than the late 
Queen Anne, 

Its upholders will have to conceive a plan 

To give it more Anne-imation. 










Then, ho! for Pleasure now prepare, | oe 


SPORTING NOTE, BY ONE THAT KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT 
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*©STRUCK OUT OF THEIR ENGAGEMENTS,” 








"Way Down Whar’ I’m Libbin’, 


For ’stonishin’ ’ventions dey tak’ de whole cake, 
’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 
De billydoox dar am all wrote wid a rake, 
’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 
Dey open der eyes dar so berry wide, 
Ob a solid young lie dey can see de inside, 
’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 


*Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 
Dey tak’ der wells wid ’em wherebber ox a 

"Way down whar’ I’m libbin’, 
De sun am so hot dar it burns its own beams, 
De bullfrogs in summer all lib on ice-creams, 

’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 


De lemonsquash gtow on de lemonsquash-tree, 
’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’, 


’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 
De yaller gals dance dar in wooden-leg boots, 
Becase ob de terrible way de corn shoots, 

’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 


’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’, 
Because ebbry gal dar am sharp as two knibes, 

’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 
Fer mischief de boys an’ de gals cut an’ run, 


’Way down whar’ I'm libbin’. 
Deybe got snaix dar dat am nuffin’ but tail, 


Dey fatten de pumpkins on oder folks’ fruits, 
An’ de pigs wear cracklin’ fer Sunday suits, 
"Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 


De gals am all blushes, de boys am all green, 
’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 

Deybe de blindsomest mules dar ebber was seen, 
’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 





(From a Moore and Burgessian Point of Hue.) 


How much dey ken drink dar demselbes dey don’ know, 


De honey dey mak’ dar ain’t comb’d from de bee, 


When de boys go a-courtin’ dey fust ’sures der libes, 


While de pic’ninnies cut der own teeth jus’ for fun, 


"Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 
To hear dem tales tell’d make de n turn pal 
*Way down w libbin’. 





Dem amimals hev ter be fed wid a spoon, 
An’ turn’d ’toder way, lest dey’d kick out de moon, 
’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 


De birds dar all sing de mos’ sing’larest son 
"Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 
De music am made wid de poker an tongs, 
"Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 
De skunks dey raise dar am de cutest dat grows, 
Dey don’ use der own, but de human-folk’s nose, 
’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’, 


De chickens, fer scratchin’, hes two sets o’ claws, 
*Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. 
De wood dar’s so hard, it Marge, od h de saws, 
ie on "Way down w tae ibbin’. 
De skull ob de niggar am so berry thick, 
De hurt ob de blow al’ays goes ter de brick, 
’Way down whar’ I’m libbin’. _ 








AT a very early hour in the morning, four Irish constables called at 
the house of Mike O’Hogan, against whom they had a warrant. Mike, 
aware of the object of their visit, ran out of the back door decided! 
en deshabillé, A pursuit followed, the fugitive flying over field, di 
and dyke, until nearly run down, he reached a hamlet, and entered one 
of the houses, occupied bya friend named Paddy O’Cork, quite ex- 
hausted. Paddy, who was in bed, having learned as clearly as short 
and rapid sentences could tell, the danger of his pal, said he would 
‘Srun a start” for him, and accordingly sprang out of bed very much 
unincumbered with clothing. The police, not aware that they were 
bunting new game, were soon outstri But their being led on 
rel Mike O’Hogan, who returned in safety to what we may cor 


rectly call his earthing. 


AN “air serpent” has lately been seen flying in Nevada by divers 
male witnesses. Be aigpeseéd $0 itis yas of (he cbeurvete about olapites 
Mbt longs Ase tao See Lee cad aaa Ghd eee 
as “gentle and undulating, graceful, terrible, and sublime.” The 
wives of the witnesses account for the phenomenon by stating that 
their husbands in to witness child 
after having had a heavy “field day ” together. 








Wuen will Bulgaria cease to be a separate kingdom ?—Why, at the 
end of the weak, of course. 
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“ BPOILING THE SHOW. 
AN ALDERMAN’s ‘LAMENT, 
Wor’s this! agoin’ to 
spoil our show ? 
Look here, I’m getting 
flustered 


, 
There’ll be a precious row 
I know, ’ 
With all the Champions 
mustered, 


That like this should 


be ed, 
The imperence that’s in 


Bee 
I'd like to get that precious 
And take (I should) and 


’ 
em, 





Be cool! How can a man 
be cool, 
And look about him 
stolid, - 
While all our splendour 
pia Nd they'll befool, 
CU Li ag lin J, With ev’rything that’s 
squalid. 
. * I tell you if I had my way, 
° I’d make the fellows 
oller, 
And send ’em back to spend the day, 
Amid their native squalor. 


W/ rgd 
y hie” J 





What though we've ‘‘ Charlie” at the wings, 
What are we gaining by it? 
If mobs and socialistic thin 
Will *‘ queer the pitch,” and “‘ guy’’ it. 
But what todo? I see my way 
No better than a blind man ; 
We'd better “ rush it,” I should say, 
And “‘ devil take the Hyndman.” 


More of the Hitherto Unpublished Sayings of 
Octavius Ebenezer Potts, Gentleman. 


One day one of Octavius’s friends was ing down modern writers, 
Octavius himself among the rest. He listened in patience for some 
time, and then said—‘* Well, we have one advantage over the grand 
writers of antiquity.” ‘*What is that?” said Octavius’s friend. 
“* Why,” said Octavius, “* Homer and Shakespeare are dead, and we 
are alive.” 

As an instance of the philosophy of Ebenezer, it is stated that he used 
to recommend people to write to the s when anything didn’t seem 
to them exactly as it ought to be. ‘* What is the good of that?” said 
one of them one day to him; ‘‘ you haven’t got the fun of seeing your 
letters in print.” ‘* No,” said Ebenezer, “that’s true; but you’ve got 
the fun of writing them.” 

Lord Scribblehard once showed Potts a MS. novel, telling him he 
was about to bring it out ; and, as he said, give the result to a charity. 
**Is that your idea?” said Potts, as he listlessly turned over the leaves. 
** Yes,” said Lord Scribblehard, puffing at his cigar. ‘Look here, 
Scribblehard,” said Potts, ‘‘ don’t you bring out that book for charity’s 
sake ; | pm burn it for charity’s sake instead.” Lord Scribblehard did 
so, and ever after had reason to thank Potts for his advice, which he 
used to do materially at intervals by hamper. 

One day when Potts was out a-walking, feeling inclined for a drink, 
he and Sir Gilbert March, who accompanied him, turned into a tavern, 
asking for gin. Potts was handed some of the most execrable juniper 
that was ever lifted to mortal lips. Calling the barmaid, he complained ; 
but she, in reply, said it was the same as was given to all the customers; 
*fand,” said she, ‘‘t like it.” ‘*Oh, do they?” said Potts inno- 
cently, ‘* then let them have it, by all means.” e barmaid was now 
the other way ; and, ing to Sir Gil Potts said, ‘‘ Look 


con the customers like it ; Jom, eg have it!” and 
transferred the offending liquor into water-jug. He did not 








Ber, Pneee Ret She. Ret: Camomer bad $0 say. Se he tasted his 
y: 

Best Authorities on the Long Run Question,—Messrs, George and 
Cummings. 





A PARADISE FOR THE M. B, W.—Why, Miss-ewer-y, U.S.A. 


~ 


I’m very glad, sir, for to have a talk 
With any gentleman that talks like you ; 
I do sometimes feel lonesome on my walk— 
About here few are stirring after two. 


It’s not my disposition to complain, 
fil thins 60 anid of us which, I may say, 
Do rub me very much grain, 
And make one feel we don’t get quite fair play. 


The Force may not be all it ought to be, 
And that it is I'll not affirm to you ; 
But this I may say, if it’s put to me, 
It’s good enough for what it has to do, 


There’s many young men in it, there’s no doubt, 
With ev’rything to learn, yet think they énow ; 
Who go, I may say, flourishing about, 
And making trouble, just to make a show. 


That can’t be helped ; and they soon settle down, 
And find theif duty’s not to make a noise, 

And that it makes the old inspectors frown 
To see them run in little girls and boys. 


If you’ll believe me, sir, of all our work,” 
Nine-tenths, and quite the worst, is made by drink ; 
And it’s because our duty we don’t shirk 
We sometimes make mistakes, as you may think, 


We see a man stretched helpless on the pave, 
Surrounded by a crowd of thieves and scum, 

And take him to the station-house, to save 
His property from plunder. 


This: he isn’t drunk, but in a fatal fit, 

And hasn’t long been locked up when he dies, 
Are we to blame? I say, sir, not a bit ; 

For guide a policeman’s only got his eyes. 


He’s seen a thousand helpless drunken men, 
And thinks he recognizes every sign of drink ; 
By that he’s led away, sir. 


I ask—is he to blame? He’s not, / think. 


Good morning, sir! my beat turns off this way ; 
I hope I haven’t bored you with my talk, 
But you invited me to say my say. 
You’re very kind !—a coffee-stall’s upon my walk. 
































A Bit of a Policeman’s Mind. 


against the 


What may come? 


But agen 

















A WILFUL MISTAKE ON THE MAJOR’S PART. 
he fio ts (with rem sevens ip aRP SE | wm has * most lovely voice, 

jor—so powerful, you know ; but for ringing, silvery tone, give me 
my second daughter's pe oo 


Da had 


ajor (awfully bored).—** Certainly! Deli 
say some day next month; that is—er— 
ordered away anywhere.” 
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| A Startling Transformation. 
to Mr. in’s recent i 
| Laceee coced views cf Lod Bo Chastain”? '* ‘seme Ukely to 
WHAT nonsense! Can it be! Good gracious ! 
Surely this surprising news 
Can’t pretend to be veracious 
Touching Mr. Chaplin’s views. 
Can it be that he will follow 
Plans that would the Tories wake ? 
Can it be that he will swallow 
All that Randy bids him take ? 
Will he forfeit all his glo 
As a crusted, changeless Pory? 


Can the man that always prayed so 
For a swinging tax on corn, 

Make his ancient fancies fade so, 
All in dread of Randolph’s scorn ? 

He whose hobby was protection, 
Holds quite Raddish notions now, 

And even shows a predilection 
For three acres and a cow. 

Can we really trust this story, 

Of this once inveterate Tory ? 


Randolph must be a magician ; 
Randolph must be wide awake, 

In H. Chaplin's old condition 
Such a marvellous change to make. 

Of late we saw the Liberal thunder, 
Stolen by the bold R. C. ; 

And now his colleagues share the plunder, 
Saying, ‘* This belongs to me.” 

Thus measures in which Liberals glory 

Are annexed by many a Tory. 


It matters not which Party passes 
Measures that to progress tend ; 
If they benefit all classes, 
That’s all right—and there’s an end. 
But when one Party starts annexing 
All the other party’s schemes, 
Matters growing quite perplexing, 
Make the poet think he dreams ; 
For now-a-days with Liberal glory 
Shines the once becrusted Tory. 





THE Czar’s Favourite Little Game.—Kid-** nap.” 








Our Artist ( fishing for compliments).—** WELL, I CAN’T DO MUCH MORE 
TO IT, AND NOW I DON’T QUITE LIKE IT!” 

Friend (unartistic).—*‘ NEITHER DO I, OLD FeLttow! But”—(encou- 
vragingly)—‘*WON’T THE SAME BIT OF WHAT’S-ITS-NAME—CANVAS—DO 


FOR ANOTHER?”’ 
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A FINISHING TOUCH. 








HOTCH POTOH. 


A PAPER chimney sixteen metres in height bas been constructed at a 
large factory of Breslau. It is said to be non-inflammable, very elastic, 
and quite secure from lightning. The solid blocks of paper which com- 
pose the shaft are joined together with a special cement. Our char- 
woman says, ‘*M me! I wouldn’t like to put trust in no such 
papier chimbly. I should be always hon the jumps, as I hev know’d 
my old man a-breathin’ heavy on the kitching fire of a Saturday night 
ter bring the hengines rattlin’ hup more’n once,”’ 


NOTWITHSTANDING the vigilance of the authorities, the trade in 
foul murders and vile outrages seems brisk as ever in Ireland; and 
crawling barbarians, who line their pockets. by inciting crime, and gag 
the feeble peasantry, congratulate each other as they soak themselves 
with raw untaxed whisky. 


A GENTLEMAN was in treaty with a celebrated horse-dealer for the 
purchase of a hunter, but could not agree by £15 of the price asked. 
After a great deal of haggling, the parties parted without bringing 

siness to a satisfactory conclusion. Next day, however, the gentle- 
man went to the dealer's premises, intending to give him his price. 
“‘ Where’s the master, Peter?” he asked of the groom, ‘‘ That’s a 
bit onsartin, sir,” replied Peter. ‘‘I hevs my private ‘pinion, but I 
shouldn’t like to spress it.” ‘* What do you mean?” said the gentle- 
man ; “‘can’t I see him?” ‘** Well, sir,” answered the groom, r 
a straw, thoughtfully, ‘‘ you see, the hundertakers is a measurin’ of him 
just now.” **Good Heavens! you don’t mean to say he’s dead?” 
ejaculated the gentleman, excitedly. ‘* Dead as a clothes-peg,” re- 
turned the groom, calmly; * but don’t worrit yerself, sir; left 
word as ’ow as you could ‘ave the oss if you’d split the difference.” 


A THISTL® ten feet high has sprouted up in Bonnie Scotland. 
Donkeys gather round in clans, and regard it with awe. 








WUNDT says :—* An involuntary extension of the foot d sleep 
sometimes produces the impression of a fall from the dizzy t of a 
tower,” is is when the wife is a very hard kicker, we presume, 





AN unpleasant accident recently happened to a commercial gentleman, 
who, in the course of his business, occasion to enter a soap and 
candle manufactory. The gentleman alluded to was ascending some 
steps adjoining the melting vat, when his foot unluckily slipped on a 
lump of grease, and he was precipitated into the odoriferous liquid, 
which, happily, was only lukewarm. A workman seized him as he 
arose, but, from the unctuous nature of the divers covering, lost hold, 
and this commercial gentleman was again consigned to the vat. A 
second pull extricated the sufferer in the shape of a tremendous candle, 
the whole outward man being encased with tallow. The senior partner 
of the firm declined to allow the commercial gentleman to be scraped 
down until a photographer was fetched to take his picture for advertis- 


ing purposes, 
Tux other day an Irish jury, after consulting fox some time, found 
the principal witness guilty, and acquitted the prisoner, 








For (Three)- Wheel-or-Woe. 
AN ex-victim to rheumatic has just thrown a bomb-sbell 


the F pointing out that all he did to cure himself was to a 
cear ent on tricycling. This is all very well in its way, but the 


ex-victim must have had a good constitution to start 
would doubtless tri-sickly persons, 





New Name for Lord Randolph’s Office. —The not-quite-at-his-Prime 








GH To Cornmsronpants.—The Sditer docs ust bind himself to 


accompanied by « stamped and 


return, ov pay for Contributions. la me case will they be returned wales 
devected envelope. 
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Captain Ponsonby Spotstroke.—*‘ NOW, TO COMB TO THE POINT, Dgar Boy; 


Jost ror A WEEK?” 


STONE EROKE, 





NO GO! 


DON 


‘T you 


OFF +7 

















(OU COULD MANAGE A FIVER— 


THINK Y¥ 


The Hon. Bob Flickster.—* By Gap, OLD MAN! I SHOULD THINK I COULD MANAGE ONE CAREFULLY FOR A FORTNIGHT, I’M sO 
HAND OVER A FLIMSY, AND I'LL Give AN I.O.U. STRAIGHT 


[Captain P. S. thinks hé ll try elsewhere. 

















The New Rifle. 
(See CARTOON.) 
Tommy ATKINS, possibly 
You don’t notice where the harm is, 
When your weapons chance to be 
Worse than those of foreign armies ; 
If so be, you've reg’lar pay, 
Tommy A, 


(Deeming it an utter trifle), 
As to the partic ilar 
Pattern of your service-rifle 


Fosstbly no doubt you may, 
Tommy A. 


But ’twould seem to men of sense, 
Skill’d in reasoning deductive, 
That of needful confidence 


So, at least, /’m moved to say, 
Tommy A. 





PRICE ONE SHILLING; Post-free, ls. 24 


THE 
By JOHN LATEY, Jon. 


Blunders such must be destructive ;— 


RIVER OF LIFE, 


JUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL 


FOR 1887. 


Full of Humorous Stories in Prose and Verse ly 
Messrs. G. R. Sims, Goprray TurNer, FRANK 
Barrett, A. T. Pasx, J. W. Houcuton, GEorcz 
Datziret, Acten A. Dowty, H. M. Pavitt, Byron 
Weszer, C. H. Warinc, H. T. Jonnson, LAUNCE 





Lez, J. Norman, C. S. Cugettnam, AUGUSTUS M. 
Moore, H. Cuance Newton, J. NoRTHCOTT, 
W. SPrarMan, . Sutyrvan, Geo. MANVILLE 


J. F 
Fenn, CHARLES G. Laecanp (‘‘Hans BREITMANN ), 
C. J. Dunpuig, H. WaGSTAFFE, AND OTHERS. 








Such things being 


Possibly you may 
New inventions 


y meant for play, 


Tommy A. 


despise 
that work wonders, 


‘* "Tis a well-contrived story, with incident rife. By 
John Latey, Junior—‘ The River of Life.’"—Puach. 

“* The River’ is just the kind for a Bookseller's Row, 
and the publishers will get a good ‘sail.’ It is a river 
in which everyone who wishes for a pleasant hour should 
take a dip.”—“* Dagonet,” in the Xe/erce. 


Fully lilustrated by 
Gorvon Tuomson, J. F. Surtrvan, Matt. STRETCH, 
Hat Lupitow, F. A. Fraser, Ernest GRiISeT, 
H. Tucx, G Gatcomsg, E. G. Rev- 
woLtps, A. Ervan, Lucien Davis, THomas DALZIEL, 
J. W. Hovcuton, anp J. Draper. 


And may view without surprise 
Frequent military blunders ; 
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Used in the Royal Household. 


No dust, of small yen les fy about to injure Garments, 
Drapery, Pictures, Carpets, F urnit ure, Ornament , and 
its brilliaat polish increases the attractions of the breude. 
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See that you getit! 


As bad makes are often sold 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


Tue O_ympic,—The same desire that animated the Great Alexander 
to conquer has no doubt induced Miss Grace Hawthorne to leave the 







WHAT A SPLENDHD GoveRess ! GB 
she's coil nay, V4 YZ Yj 
Act iNsyepo civing y 
Us Lesgorls ! y +i 


THe Ortympric.—AN AMATBUR PERFORMANCE. 


land of the Great Republic of the West—otherwise the United States, 
where she is said to have acquired an enormous reputation, and bank- 
balance, and do her level best to subjugate usalso, I cannot help think- 
ing that it would have been better for her—and her bank-balance—if she 
could have been satisfied with that ‘‘ tremendous success” on the other 
side, and not have flown to evils that she knew not of. She is not of 
the calibre to take first-class rank as an actress in England, but we have 
many a worse, and in the provinces—and indeed to some extent in 
London—she would be certain to command attention. Personally I 
think her quite as good an actress as Miss Mary Anderson, but, personally, 
I don’t think Miss Mary Anderson a good actress at all. Miss Haw- 
thorne, although pleasing enough to contemplate, with a pleasant voice, 
and graceful manner in repose, lacks the physical advantages of the more 
successful actress and is so far handicapped. 





_ The Governess (otherwise Miss Multon, Her Atonement, East Lynne, 
oc.), if neither a very attractive play, nor one calculated to evoke much 
sympathy, at least gives opportunity for the expression of pathos, In 
this, Miss Hawthorne does not prove herself equal tothe occasion. She 
has a tendency to antics, sudden whisks, and angular attitudinising, 
which may have a meaning of some sort, but which have only the effect 
of evoking a smile, or, if sprung upon us very suddenly, making us 

jump "a dangerous operation at the Olympic, by-the-way, where the 
act of leaning forward to place my hat beneath my seat resulted in 
nearly bringing down the entire row of ricketty stalls, of which I occu- 





Y ~ 


"y — 


Tugs Otyaric.—" A FELLOW FEELING MAKES US WONDROUS KIND.” 
Mrs. CONOVER APPLAUDS. 


pied one. The shower of stout ladies and gentlemen, and beautiful 
actresses, which would have descended upon the occupants of the row 
in front, is appalling to think of. 








ALTHOUGH Miss Hawthorne did nothing to tone it down, the absurd 
situation of the returned wife being immediately recognised by a half- 
blind hanger-on of the family, and yet able to live for nine months in 
the house without exciting the suspicions of the wily lawyer, her husband, 
is no fault of hers. Still, her general bearing and behaviour are so sug- 
gestive of mental derangement that an ordinary employer would have at 
least dismissed her long before the expiry of that period—but perhaps 
the husband is of an ordinary person, being specially wily. 


AMERICAN dramatists have a way of bidding for cheap popularity by 
the introduction of more or less impossible children into their works, 
and the piece under consideration contains two very remarkable speci- 
mens. They are not only abnormally affectionate, innocent, argumenta- 
tive, and philosophic, but, by the easily-confident bearing of Miss 
Queenie Norman, and the excellently-judged and (so far as 1s possible 
under the circumstances) truthful acting of Miss Phoebe Carlo—the 
two ‘‘ child-actresses ” employed, they actually become the most promi- 
nent and pleasurable part of the entertainment, speedily placing every- 
body else in the background. 


Miss OLGA BRANDON attracted a good deal of notice asthe reward 
of being beautiful, but the attribute is far from being her only claim to 
attention. Mr. George Temple plays the husband with all necessary 
firmness, and Mr. Frank Wood, Misses Gladys Elliett, Lydia Cowell, 
and Alice Chandos acquitted themselves well in minor characters ; Mr. 
Calhaem, as the variously pronounced Belin, appeared out of his 
element, but he was sometimes comic and sometimes irritating. 





_- 


The Governess was preceded by the farce Zhe Little Rebel, in which 
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THe O_ympic.—(Qvuitrs A Lirtite Repet-aTion ! 


that graceful actress, Miss Lydia Cowell charmed all beholders no less 
by her delicate comedy, than by her personal attractiveness. 

Tue STRAND.—Mr. Edward Compton has again changed his bill and 
The School for Scandal now holds the fort. It is respectably played, but, 
having been much better, and lately rather frequently, done in London, 
it is not likely to be a great draw, I fancy. Mr. Compton has shown 
some sense of the requirements of a town audience by strengthening his 
company somewhat—though, truly, it is by no means a bad one, judged 
by *‘ travelling” standard. Miss Angela Fenton is the newest acquire- 
ment, and she plays Lady Teazle with a very good knowledge of its 
points, and an intelligent conception of its character. Messrs. Charles 
Dodsworth, Sydney Valentine, and C. Blakiston are all actors with 
more than the average knowledge of the requirements of the art. Miss 
Dora Vivian plays with considerable finish, and Miss Elinor Aickin, 
who plays Mrs, Candour, has a hearty surface humour which is always 
largely popular. Mr. Appleby, while playing Moses, only follows 
tradition in ‘‘ taking his oath of that,” making comic comments in the 
auction scene, and walking about with bended kneés, which is a well- 
known and widely-spread custom among the Israelite race. Although 
Mr. Compton’s own performance is very far from perfect the part is one 
in which the defects of his style are less obtrusively manifest than usual. 





Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. D. Nicols, whom some think hardly 
treated by the Middlesex Magistrates, and some do not, has resolved not 
to open or let the Empire during the remainder of the year. Meantime, 


he is making extensive alterations and improvements in the building. 
NESTOR. 
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BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE, 


BURLESQUED BY OuR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 




















The New Crusade, 
[‘‘ General” Booth says, that one of his missions is to expose all shams.] 


Now surely the shams and the shoddies 

Of dodgy, mean, tricky, smart bodies, 
Are doomed soon to quite disappear. 

The beggars who whimper and snivel, 

The cripples who shiver and drivel ; 

And humbugs of all sort must shrivel, 
Beneath this Ithuriel spear. 


Henceforth, then, no ‘‘ reverend ” Keatinge 
Can flourish by chiselling and cheating 

A credulous public of cash. 
The days of card-sharpers are over, 
Cagliostros won’t live now in clover ; 
Tartuffes and Pecksniffs will discover 

The ‘‘ General ” has settled their hash. 


Now, when at the table assembling, 

Our food we can eat without trembling, 
Assured that our baker won’t add 

To his quarterns vile plaster of Paris, 

Nor need we henceforth our minds harass, 

When eating our pickles that there is 
Strange mixture that may make us “ bad.” 


We soon may expect the Millennium 
Of truth, where there will not be any hum- 
-Bugs nor seers of flim-flam : 
And as ** General” B. bright and balmy, 
Works his Asmodean charm, he 
Might, perhaps, find in the Army 
Just a—well, leaven of sham. 





Tue Earl of Milltown seems to be confused as to which is the top, 
bottom, and edges of a book-post parcel. For the noble Earl's infor- 
mation, we may inform him that there are two sides to a postal packet 
—viz,, the inside and the outside. 











Octavius Hbenezer Potts. 
HIZ FILOSOFY,—AXIOMS, 


THE panes sum peeple take in getting intew det iz ony ekwelled b 
the trubble uther peeple take tew keep owt ov it. ’ ‘ 
_ If thare iz wun thing moar than anuther that I kannut appreshiate, it 
iz a publik howse whare yew ken get nutthing tew eat. 

The different karakters ov men are observable in the most minute 
things. Yew will observe that every man hez hiz own partikular form 
of swaring,. 

I may be too enthusiastik in summ matters, I regard the man whoo 
ken live well within his means as a geenius, and I concede talent to the 
pusson who lives up tew hiz inkum withowt exceeding it, 

_ It duz not follow that bekaws a man haz sed a thing four the first 
time, he iz the furst person that thort ov it. 

My friend, yew may be a turnkote with impunity, but yew must not 
turn yewr kote two often ! 

_ Thair air fifty wais ov disposing ov munny tew one way ov obtain- 
ing it. 

One of the commonest errors peeple make in the pres i 
PE ne peep present day iz telling 

It iz only bekaws it iz out ov thare reech that our filosofers hev not 
attempted tew tamper with the sky, 

When I see at times what our open spases and commons hev bekum, 
: kannot help feeling graitful to the aristocracy for keeping up thare 

ences, ‘ 


As Mr. H. Hyndman, President of the Social Democratic Federation 
persists in his intention of marching with his hordes of the so-called un- 
employed dehind the Lord Mayor's procession, he ought rather to be 
known as Mr. A-Hynd-man, And if the said unemployed persist in 
following the said Mr, 4-Hynd-man, they cannot consistently complain 
of wanting work themselves, when at the same time they are giving a lot 
of work to the police. 


ee 





THE Crime for which the Duke of Argyle would Arraign the Crofters, 
—High Tiree-son ! 








NOTHING IF NOT CRITICAL. 


Coster (a propos of Young Gent's enormous button-hole).—* Yus, it’s 
a very fine PLANT, but I can’t say as I thinks much of the por,” 
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OUTLINE OF THE ARRANGEMENTS. 


(COMMUNICATED BY OUR SPECIAL SOCIALIST.) 


(“' The Socialists have offered—as a means of ensuring order !—to take the entire control of the police on Lord Mayor’s Day.” —See Newspafers. ‘He! he!” 
(The last remark is ours.) } 
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hen I ishued the reg lacuons for the vay. 


hu ervoid enny distirbuoce, I 


hinetrukted all the joolers and wotchmakers to leave their shops open and ev'ry- 


‘‘And I likewise put hup notices as all parties’ avin’ valuble wotches and 
chanes was to leave there coats hopen and keep there ‘ands behined 'em, so as 











tink hunloked, and retire hup stares 
harge o' them shops, so as they'd be safe 
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Then my friend, Cribby Cracker, took 


cafe ” 





my friend, Bob Tickerlay, could see at a glarnce as their propputty was all 
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n with my best biujjen, the wust disorder was corsed by the eldly gents and ladys with riddikules ; and I ‘ad to nock ‘em about 
abit, ap brake a lew of there leggs to prisserve order, this bein’ werry paneful to my nater. But, hon the ole, ev'rythink parsed orf well.” 
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THE SOCIALIST AND 











THE BRITISH WORKMAN. 


B.W.—“WHY, YOU WRETCHED LITTLE OBJECT, WHAT D’YOU MEAN, A-CALLING YOURSELF A WORKING 
MAN? TLL TEACH YOU TO PUSSONATE ME,’ 
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THE TWO SCHOOLMATES. 


A FRAGMENT. 


Aucustus GoopsHogs and Bob Badberry were the greatest of chums 


at Doctor Twelvestripes’ academy, some years ago. Augustus was 
. "plas ‘icane-faaod boy. 


a 
thowoefity tootcat lad 

content i 
—at least Dr. Twelvestripes 
said so. Bob was a lean, 
hollow-faced boy. His un- 


to his vagrant habits and ‘his 
restless mind—at least Dr, 


While was robbing 
orchards or fixing tin-kettles 
on to the tails of village curs, 
Augustus would be translat- 
ing pages of Homer’s ‘Il- 
iad,” or trying to improve on 
the discovery of the parallax 
of the stars; and moreover, 
like Hippocrates, he regu- 
lated his mode of living very 
carefully. When Bob brought 
home a store of stolen apples, 
Augustus would only eat the ripe pippins, while Bob himself munched 
all the sour ones, apparently not knowing the difference. 

At last a day came when circumstances obliged the chums to part. 
They did so with many tears, 

Augustus’s were of a rich, unctuous quality. Bob’s were of a very 
poor, salt nature. 

At their final good-bye Bob gave Augustus a broken clasp-knife, and 
a tobacco-pouch made out of the skins of moles he had caught. Augustus 
presented Bob with a copy of the ‘‘ Pilgrim’s Progress.” 

Time whirled by ! 

Augustus, after a lot of uphill work, became deputy sub-editor of a 
provincial paper at a salary of two pounds per week. 

Bob emigrated to Queensland, shot natives, dug up nuggets, and 
made a fortune, 

Strange to say, these two old school-mates met in the “ Colindies ” 
the other day, and actually recognised each other’s faces. 

** Bless my soul, Bob!” cried Augustus, “ how fat and well you look.” 

“* You bet, Augustus !” 
rejoined Bob, ‘* And 
how have things been 
going ——— but __ there, 
never mind, I can see, 
Come along, old chum, 

American 





and have an ‘ 

drink.’” 

**Great Scott!” ex- 
claimed Augustus, ‘* you 
must have got on well, 
old man, to be able to 
plank down for ‘ Ame- 
rican drinks’ at a place 
like this, They're a 
shilling a-piece, you 
know!” 

After their fifth 
** cocktail,” Bob said, 
**Got that clasp-knife 
and ‘baccy-pouch, old 
man?” 

**I have,” was the 
answer, ‘* Now, tell 
me, have you got that 
‘Pi —- Progress’ ?” 
ya’an, you old galoot,” chuckled Bob, ‘' Why, it all went for 





pipe-lights long before I landed at Sydney.” 
Then they k hands again, a both laughed until they cried, 








Pious William of Prussia is an economical man, he usually uses over 
again all the envelopes of the documents addressed to him. The old 
entleman upsets at Jeast thirty gum bottles a week, and ruins three 
atin —e — covers during the year. Still he saves 
something in envelopes. His notes perpetually miscarry, and are 
returned to him, but he bears these mishaps good-naturediy, contenting 
himself by calling the post-office authorities numskulls, re-addressing 
the envelopes, and re-posting them. 








ENIOKNAOKS. 


A PHYSICIAN opines that music and novels have done more to pro- 
duce the sickly countenances and nervous habits of our highly-educated 
females, than any other causes 
that can be assigned. He parti- 
cularly objects to red-hot melting 
tales and red-hot melting music. 
The doctor is aa to girls 
indulging in mildly sprightly 
music, suchas **I 5, ate that I 
Dwelt in Marble oom ‘oo 
invigorating reading, such as 
= > eae Todd, the Demon 
Barber of Fleet Street.” But 
damsels who read Ouida, and 
strum sentimentally exciting 
French airs, he deducts must be- 
come invalids, sooner or later. 


Some of the ingredients used 
in the manufacture of American 
wines are gum kino, tartaric acid, 
decoction of orris-root, raspberry 
juice, syrup, cochineal, cider, alkanet-root, and rats, The rats are 
popped into casks just to bring up “‘ flat” wine, and give it a pungent, 
aromatic flavour. A malicious vendor of wines presented his mother- 
in-law with a dozen of his best brand lately, but the wily old lady tasted 
not the fluid. In return she sent him some choice liqueur of her own 
manufacture, labelled chartreuse. One day after dinner he took a long 
pull at his relative’s compound, It was hair-blanching mixture. He did 
not die, No! a course of turpentine plasters and blisters brought him 


round, 





Some twenty years ago, a more than usually impecunious German 
prince contracted with a Jew pedlar for the supply of a case of razors 
at the price (in English m | of one shilling and sevenpence ha’penny, 
for which he gave a bill at three months. That bill was dishonoured, 
yet the razors have been ever since, and are now, in continual use. The 
prince will shortly marry an American heiress, and the Jew, pedlar is 
anxiously watching for the event coming off. 


Tue “Dinner of the Golden Sausage” is an attraction instituted by 
the proprietor of one of the high-class restaurants in Berlin. At this 
table d’ héte, a bag of mystery is served to each guest. In every thirteenth 
sausage a small gold coin is inserted, which becomes the property of the 
person to whose lot it happens to fall, The sausage course at the dinner 
takes about five times longer than any other ; still, in five cases coins 
have stuck in greedy old people’s throats. Two stalwart waiters are 
always on special attendance, however, to treat cases of accident. 
Should a person begin to choke, he is hauled from his seat, turned up- 
side down, and thumped thoroughly between the shoulders, Hitherto, 
this drastic mode has proved eminently successful, No death has 
occurred as yet. 


THAT deadly scourge, the cholera, has again appeared in the East, 
and it behoves the authorities of all European cities and towns to prepare 
to resist the invasion of the deadly enemy. Among the Asiatics the 
supineness in taking proper sanitary precautions, when the epidemic ap- 
pears, proceeds partly from utter laziness, and partly from blind super- 
stition. It was once decided in the king of Siam’s Council, on a 
visitation of cholera, that it was caused by a monster who might be 
scared from the coast by a terrific noise, His majesty, in consequence, 
moved out against the invisible enemy at the head of 50,000 more or less 
unwashed subjects, all on the stretch to produce sounds of horror. He 
lost 5,000 in one day, and returned vanquished. Anent cholera in 
France we heard a quaint anecdote the other day, related by an English- 
man who passed through Toulon during the last outbreak. A French- 
man, boasting of the superiority of his country in every respect over 
England, was heard to say, ‘* We are bettare as you for de cholera, vhich 
is kill twice as many in haf de time in Marseilles as it and all your 
doctares could do in all Aingland.” 


IT is said of a millionaire, who died lately, that in his latter days he 
lived in a state of great pecuniary embarrassment ; having so much money 
that he did not know howto spend it. His heirs do not find the slightest 
difficulty in getting rid of the accumulated ‘‘ rhino.” 


A FRENCH journal recently declared that General Boulanger and 
Gambetta were the only men who, for sixteen years, had caused the 
** patriotic fibre of the nation to vibrate.” If the bully Boulanger is not 
careful he will cause the pendulum of the French clock to vibrate so 
rapidly that the interior works, which have been going smoothly for 
some time, will become queerly, if not hopelessly, deranged. 
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HOLLOA, 


BOYS, ANOTHER GUY! 
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On the sth Uncle Rocket buys the boys some 
fireworks. 





Tis a cold day, and when Uncle Rocket arrives 
home he has a nice warm at the fire, 


Forgetting that he carries a box of fusees in his coat-tail 
pocket, which the heat of the fire ignites. 








THE G.O.M,’8 MISFORTUNE, 


(Whilst felling a tree in Hawarden Park on Saturday week, Mr. Gladstone inadver- 
tently disturbed a wasps’ nest, and was so stung about the face that he was unable to 
attend church on Sunday. Mr. Gladstone has declined to attend the presentation of 
an épérgne to Mr. T. Coote, the late Liberal member for South Hunts. Mr. Herbert 
Glaastone, M.P., in making an intimation to this effect, writes that it is imperatively 
necessary for his father to secure an interval of rest.—Daily Paper.) 
gq TUNG by a wasp— 

What dire mishap 
To England’s 
luckless Grand 
Old Chipper ; 
The Tory hireling 
turns away, 
And scarce restrains 
an idle titter. 
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Ah! well, the sting of 
9: waspish ire, 
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At party balance 
idly frittered, 
oc Perhaps the healing 
hand of time 
Will work its won- 
ders at its leisure, 
And we shall see him 
in his prime 
Once more essay 
his Grand Old 
Measure, 








“Stag ”-nation. 
{A great deal of " stagging” is said to have taken place in the Stock Exchange re 
the issuing of shares for the Guinness’ Stout Firm.) 

Ir was but natural that the Guinness’ Stam 

Should cause a rapid rush within the ‘* House ;” 
But that’s no reason some should try to ramp 

More honest buyers who might have less nous. 
This rush of ‘‘ stags” with wits as sharp as daggers, 
Is apt to give unwary folk the ** staggers.’ 





PROHIBITORY Language for the Social Democratic Federation.— 
Police Fraser-ology. 








SUITABLH HMPLOYMENT. 


I’m not well? Of course I’m not well. I’m suffering from a bad 
attack of my brother’s widow. Four nieces I’ve got, as I’m a living 
man, and when I see ’em, I sometimes wish I was a dead man, only 
perhaps I should leave ’em something. I won’t give ’em that amount 
of pleasure just yet. She wants suitable employment for the dear girls. 
** You know, my dear John, there is quite a movement now for ladies 
going into business.” They can go into business, or go to Bedlam, or 
anywhere else so far as I’m concerned. Would I mind the dear girls 
going in for art dressmaking? Ofcourse Idon’t mind. They can make 


convicts’ shirts if they like, so long as they leave me alone. Will I help 
them with a little capital? No, most certainly not. I’ve other ways of 
Besides, because 


getting rid of my spare cash besides art gers - 
my brother chose to go and get a family, why should I have to keep it, 
hey? That’s what I ask. Any employment is good enough for girls. 

Perhaps I wouldn't mind seeing my own nieces as clerks in a post 
office. Well, what of that ?—a very good thing to do. Plenty of things 
to steal, and plenty of young men to talk to. What more do girls want ? 
Perhaps I should like to see them selling button-holes in a flower-shop. 
Would I like to see them gi ling over gardenias ? be can Bigg e 
over marigolds if they like. ey re sure to make fools of themselves 
wherever they are. That’s my opinion, Yes, that certainly is my 
opinion. Perhaps I should like to see my poor brother’s offspring 
figuring in the ballet? I don’t think I should, for they are not nearly 
good-looking enough for that anyhow. Perhaps I have no proper sense 
of shame? Well, perhaps I haven't, if it has anything to do with 
throwing my money away. But will I find the girls suitable employ- 
ment? Why not let ’em go out as nurses—go out to Egypt, or some- 
where or the other, and nurse soldiers with the delirium tremens—that 
would be some good, suitable work for ’em, if you like. There’s a good 
deal done in that nursing business, Why, they stuck up a statue toa 
nurse the other day. The costume’s modest, too, and becom ing, and 
all that sort of thing. Perhaps I should like them to go in for prison 
matrons, Well, anyhow that’s a sensible, practical way of getting a 
living. I don’t see any objection to'it. There wouldn’t be too much 
holiday-making, and that’s all the better. Girls want a great deal too 
much change now-a-days. Will I submit to the art dressmaking? No, 


I won't. I’mabrute,amI? Well, so much the better. 
Diocengs Tubs, 


———————————a"Ba=_z_———z 
“Maw ”"—kish. 
to , Mr. Parnell’s mother is called by his Hibernian 
facouiial SS commneney 5 


To the “ Vamcwned Uncombed King’s ” Mother 
(Or ** Maw’) we do not wish to show ann’: 


But as to ‘‘ maws,” the U, K. has another— 


A most ious one, ‘tis very plain. 
And tribute given by his dupes with awe, 
All find a place in the Parnellite ‘‘ Maw.” 
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WITH MEMORIES OF SOUTH AUDLEY STREET. 


**O, Charlie! What lovely Rings and things. I do wish I was 
a Socialist.” 





OONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMHS. 





THE CHEMIST; OR, ALL THE SAME A THOUSAND 
YEARS HENCE 


(Ivy THE LOCAL GOVERNMENT BOARD Is RIGHT). 


Fonp Papa, Well, my love, it isa bit of a puzzle what we are to 
make of Johnny. You see he’s twenty-two, and he doesn’t seem fit for 
anything. He wouldn't 
even do for the Church. 

FOND MAMMA. He cer- 
tainly is very dull and 
stupid ; and then he’s so 
careless, and makes such 
blunders ; and Dr, Trounc- 
em used to say he could 
not even master the com- 
monest arithmetic--weights 
and measures, and so—— 

F, P. Eh? ‘* Careless, 
and makes such blunders, 
and can’t learn his weights 
and measures?” Why— 
the very thing! He’s ex- 
actly fitted to be a chemist. 

F, M. Why, to be sure ! 
Fancy our never thinkin 
of that before. That wil 
do beautifully. We'll set 
him up with a nice corner 
shop, and our old kitchen 
scales wiil come in splen- 
didly for him. You know they are very old and unreliable, and cook 
says she really must have some new ones, because she never can check 
the butcher within seven pounds or so, (7Zhey embrace with much -oy.) 

e * * * * 
Cuemist (/ate Fohnny). So they’ve set me up asa chemist, eh? I 
always hated chemistry at old Trouncem’s, years ago. Never could 
make head or tail of it—all about what the moon was made of, and why 
a balloon went up. I wonder whether that’s what a chemist has to do 
ive le bits of information of that sort over the counter. Hullo! 

e’s a fellow who says he’s a ‘‘traveller’’ called, and wants me to 
allow Jones and Co, to supply me with drugs. Then I po a che- 
mist something to do with selling drugs. I'll just ask the fellow 
about it. * ®* * Fellow says that ts a chemist’s business: wasn’t a 
bad guess of mine, by Jove ! All right, I'll tell the fellow to send me 
inawhole lot. * * Now, here’s a little boy come to say his 
mother has sent him round to ask whether I require an assistant. Of 
course, I’d better have an assistant; and on will do to hand 
egg op of drugs over a counter. I daresay he'll give ’em too much 
or their money sometimes; that’s the 7 difficulty, Never mind, 
we'll charge elevenpence in the shilling vag t, and that’ll cover losses ; 
and then there are the other articles the other traveller fellers say I 
shall have to sell—tooth-brushes, and s es, and soap, and scent. 
As I’m a chemist, and have to charge for being a superior qualified per- 




















son, I can charge three times as much for all these articles as a common 
uneducated grocer or brush-shop man, would. Stop, there és one thing 
that traveller chap said a chemist must know; and that is to wrap up 
things more neatly than anybody else. Here, assistant ; are you qualified 
to be a chemist’s assistant? Can you wrap up things neatly? Hum !— 
not so badly. You can employ your time practising at it; and re- 
member this ax- 
iom—If a che- 
mist doesn’t 
wear neat 
clothes, and 
wrap up things 
nicely, what the 
mete hagiog 
or ng 
more than other 
people? Tra- 
veller [told me 
that. 
ASSISTANT. 
Please, sir,’ere’s 
a carman come 
with a lot o’ 
drugs. 
CHEM. Eh? 
Oh, that’s your 
business. Take ’em in and put ’em in bottles, 








Here’s a lot of bottles 
left by the last tenant; we'll put the stuff in them. 

CARMAN, Well, but they’ve got a lot of odds and ends of old drugs 
in em; and you don’t know which is which. 

CHEM. Bless your soul !—what does that matter? Traveller told me 
a chemist is never over particular about trifles; it would take up too 


much time. Mix ’em up; it’ll give ’em a softer flavour, Now I’m off 
to have a game at billiards. 

AssIsT, But, please, sir, ’ow am I to know where to find what people 
asks for? 

CHEM. Eh? Why—well, I don’t know. Ask the carman to label 
the things. 

CAR. Well, guv’nor, I ain’t much of a’and at it. Most o’ the che- 
mist gents ’as a lot o’ gummed labels in a dror, and takes hout a ’andful 
promiskus, and sticks ‘em on as they comes. I’ve got a gen’ral sort 0’ 
notion that the black flooids is pizens, and the wite ones is ’armless 
(bein’ the colour o’ water) ; and the red ’uns is nice, and took for light 
hailments ; and the yaller ’uns smells nasty, and is took for wuss com- 
plaints ; but I carn’t say as my knolledge is altogether skientific. 

CueM. That isn’t a bad rule, though. That will docapitally. Back 
again totea. Ta, ta! 

Assist. Here’s a lark! I'll ’ave a good tuck in at them pear-drops ; 
I knows ¢hem well ernuf! Hullo !—’ere’s a ole gent. comin’ in screwed 
up. Yessir, please, sir. 

CusTOMER. I want this prescription made up. Please be very care- 
ful, because the last chemist I went to put in something that couldn’t 
have been right. So far from curing that pain I have, it made my head 
go round, and all my toe-nails come off with a pop. 

Assist. All right, sir. Ill be werry pal © I expect he didn’t 
weigh the things right. If I sit on side of the scales with a lot o’ these 
ere pear-drops as a hextra weight, there can’t be no mistake. ’Ere y’are, 
sir. 

Cust, Thank you; it mst be right, so beautifully wrapped up as 
that, and with such a nice little variegated string on it. Good day. 

Assist. Why, it’s as heasy as pap. ’Ullo!’ Ere’s the old gent. back 
agen, curled up wuss than ever ! 

Cust. I feel sure you made up that prescription wrongly, somehow. 
That pain of mine is ten times worse, and all my hair has just dropped 
off in the street, and my legs w#// twist into knots, and the tip of my nose 
is turning bright blue, and I feel sick, and my eyes creak when I look 
about, and I’ve a singing in my ears, and palpitation, and heartburn, 
and headache, and St. Vitus’s dance, and pimples on my teeth, and all 
my waistcoat buttons are dropping off, and my hat has got too small, 
and my boots——. 

CueM. Hullo! What's this? Dear me, I’m awfully sorry. It can’t 
be the drugs. My assistant isa most experienced and careful—er—child. 
Tell you what, suppose you come round behind the counter and help 
ana Any bottle you like, don’t be afraid of taking a good draught, 

"ve lots of everything. Yes, try that bottle if you like the look of it. 

Cust. Why, really, I feel a deal better. It’s very lucky I hit on 
that bottle. I really think that’s the best plan to follow. 

(And we really think so too; at any rate if the state of things re- 
cently unveiled by the Local Government Board be really in vogue !) 


ooo 
JUDGING by the sivility with which I am treated at the post-offises, 


one wood imagine thay make a penny profit owt ov every hapenny 
stamp thay sell.—O. E. J. Potts. 
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CLARISSA’S COURTSHIP.A ROMANCE. 















































Butterchin and Floppit were hated rivals. For did 
they not both adore issa ? 


To no purpose! For Clarissa told Butterchin 
plainly that she could never love so gross a man ! 


And declared to Floppit that her affections could never 
rest on so slender an object as he. «+94 






































“If she objects to my being a little stout, I'll 
soon mend that !” said Butterchin. 


“If it’s only a matter of amoun 


t,” said Floppit, 
‘that’s soon remedied!” 


But, meanwhile, Clarissa married Rattlebrain. (N.B. B. and F. 
di 


d not commit suicide. Both married, and had large families.) 








Liberty and Licence, 
AThe Sete, ina = ners oe euueheains Mr. Auheose, Besbuts schemes for 
givin to and sun on e ing, aS propoun in recen 
Sendag pt dba lecture. For these Schadiala take see below.] ' ' , 
ALL you who love your liberty quite unadulterated, 
And wish to do just how you like, and also when and where, 
Pray list to these suggestions which an ex-M.P. has stated— 
Suggestions which, we fancy, will be apt to make you stare. 
This suggester (ah ! good, easy man) would stop all interference 
With the habits and the customs and the vices of our race. 
Of all law and legislation he would make a rapid clearance ; 
And this he vows would make us all ¢rwe liberty embrace. 


** Let everyone do what he /zées,”’ saith Auberon the Polished ; 
** Let payments to the Government be optional—not forced ; 
In fact, let all our taxes and our duties be abolished ” 
(A notion that will probably by many be endorsed) ; 
** Let the man who wishes, get blind drunk when, where, and how 
he pleases ; 
Let drinks be vended everywhere, and at all sorts of hours,” 
And ‘‘gin a penny a glass,” is one of Mr. Herbert’s wheezes— 
Such liberty, he fancies, would increase our nation’s powers ! 


No gambling den or betting-shop, he holds, should fear suppression, 
And slates even mane te these he showed should be unchecked ; 
He fancies, too, the people would more quickly show progression 
If the stage had greater licence—‘hen you’d know what to expect. 
Why, nudity and ‘‘ broadness” ow have latitude sufficient ; 
At least, so think poor average folk, who haven’t Auberon’s mind, 
But what are their opinions worth, when Herbert the Omniscient 
Thus condescends to give advice so earnest and refined ? 








The G.P.O. and Telegraphs he’d free from State-controlling ; 
To have the water in his house, a man he’d not compel. — 

He would not have diseases checked (which really is consoling), 
Unless the sufferers had a wish to try to be made well. 

Great freedom as to contracts between Capital and Labour, 
Our Auberon insists upon—a notion very sage, i 

And so he’d let the rich and strong oppress his poor weak neighbour, 
As many now would like to do with those whom they engage. 


He would doubtless let the burglar go a-burgling quite in freedom, 
And let all bubble-floaters freely swindle and get clear ; 
He'd let all vices flourish in our midst and never weed’em, 

And he’d never let a bobby with a aig, ‘un interfere. ; 
This ‘‘ reformer” must have y= a — bertian plots fantastic, 
To judge by his proposals as to liberty, but we } 
Think ete exception needful (if the plan is not too drastic, 

The proposer doesn’t prove that Ae at liberty should be ! 


————"=m—mqax™"_—=s——_as=aq_N_——————Eq 


Tue wardrobe of Mr. J. L. Sullivan, the ‘*Champion Slogger of 
America,” is of a most cre kind. Poy seems ste dreading ts in 
bright-yellow gloves, trousers, em “green si ’ 
hone kin Seales, det suits lined with corded silk, padded Toots, 
on red velvet smoking-jacket. J. L. S. to star round old 
Europe. He'll see a good many stars if he really fights Jem Smith. 
Prize fighters, actors, and cle en seem to pull in the shekels rapidly 
by starring now-a-days. The public wi// rush to see a notoriety, and 
apparently it matters very little whether the attraction is a battered nose 
and a black eye, imperfect crude acting, or a facetious homily on religion. 
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AN UNKIND SNUB. 


Sir [saac de Fonas.—‘' Ves, WE'VE JUST RETURNED FROM OUR HONEYMOON, LADY WINTHROP. My WIFE CALLED ON YOU THE 
OTHER DAY, BUT YOU HAPPENED TO BE OUT. I TRUST WE SHALL SOON BE ON VISITING TERMS, I’M SURE YOU'LL LIKE HER. Do 
YOU KNOW, DURING THE WHOLE MONTH WE'VE BEEN AWAY THERE HAS NOT BEEN THE SLIGHTEST QUARREL BETWEEN Us!” 

Lady Winthrop.—** You DON’T SAY SO, SIR ISAAC! How VERY INSIPID AND SLOW YOU MUST HAVE FOUND IT !” 
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The Socialist and the British | Full many scamps there are, no doubt, FUST OUT. PRICE ONE SHILLING. 
In the idle population ’ A I 
P ripped Who'd like to make some pickings out HOOD N) COMIC ANN U 
(SEE CARTOON.) Of a Socialist Demonstration ; FOR 1887. 
He who, perforce, must starving be, And your true workman feels annoyed 
As he can’t get honest labour, To think his title is enjoyed Bich agihahiek wcygiantnd gata 
Deserves the deepest sympathy By knaves—and fools who are decoyed Fudl of Humorous Stories in Prose and Verse by 


From his more successful neighbour : To the ranks of the wilfully unemployed. Messrs. G. R. Sims, Goprrey TURNER, FRANK 
And hungry mouths, alas! abound, Barrett, A. T. Pasx, J. W. HouGuton, GEORGE 


: | , ee - —____—___—- Dauzigt, AGLEN A. Dowty, H. M. Pavitt, Byron 
For cheerless creatures teem around, Wesser, C. H. Warina, H. T. Jonnson, LAUNCE 


Whose toil-worn lives have run aground, RBADY NOVEMBER 17. Lez, J. Norman, C. S. CuettTNamM, AuGcustus M 
Since there isn’t the work and the cash to be Moorr, H. Cuance Newton, J. NorTHcoTT, 


found W. SpgarMan, J. F. Sutrivan, Gzo. MANVILLE 
FUN. Fenn, CHARLES G. Lgevanp (‘HANS BREITMANN ’), 
Price Twopence. C. J. Dunruigz, H. WaGSTAFFB, AND OTHERS. 


Yet some have got no work to do 


Because they're always shirking— Fully Illustrated by 
Not the acceptance of a “‘ screw,” Gonvos Twouson, J. F. Souzivan, Marr. ap wt H, 
. » ide rorking AL LupLow, F. A. Fraser, Ernest GRISET, 
But the bare idea of working. TOR Hi. Teck, B Reseed, G Gaseous, BG. Rav 











Their case is not at all the same, 1887, noLps, A. Bryan, Lucien Davis, THOMAS DALZIEL, 
Nor have they any right to claim = J. W. Houcuton, anv J, Draper. 

Our pity, when their artful game ; 

Is to trade on the genuine workman’s name. FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


AMEs’s.—Mr, Pinero, who has a straightforward way of 


Tue Sr. 
iptive title of farce to many of his pieces when the 


giving the 


| LOvE You 





Cepetd (I NFLLES 


Tue Critrerion.—'‘Witp Dorss.” 


ordinary dramatist would dignify them as farcical comedies, boldly calls 
his new play at this theatre, 7/e Hobly Horse, a comedy. I suppose it 
would never have done for the St. James’s to have burst into acknow- 
ledged farce or farcical comedy a// at once, seeing that they have for sc 
long been accustomed to the higher Art regions of unhealthy adaptations 
from the French. At the same time, as the piece is not absolutely farce 

-or comedy, or even what is generally known as farcical comedy—it 
really matters very little what you call it, and, after all, ‘‘The play’s 


the thing,” 





Tus has been described as ‘‘ neither fish, flesh, fowl, or good red 
herring,” but with all due respect of a mere ‘‘ noticer” to a full-blown 
‘* critic,” it seems to me that this is a trifle too sweeping. It strikes 
me that the only incongruous element of the piece (a serious one, I 
allow) is the character of the curate. He doesn’t fit. Every other 
character in the play has a quaintness, peculiarity, or exaggeration 
purely farcical, while the curate is treated with determined seriousness. 
It is a splendid character, manly, wholesome, ringing firm and true to 
every test; but, I repeat, he doesn’t fit, and in so far as he affects the 
other characters (and no further), he causes them to partake of his own 


incongruousness,. . ae 
For the rest, the piece is undeviatingly funny from beginning to 
end. Mr. Hare has, for once, a part which allows full play to his 
abilities, and his picture of the extremely innocent and unobservant 
race /abitué is excessively diverting and clever. Mrs. Kendal, as his 
orphan-loving wife, with a strange habit of over-flouring her face, and a 
stranger of (apparently) sucking the vermilion out of the little orphan 





Tue Orera Comiove.—" Our Diver!” 


boys’ roe boxes, gives us a rich feast of comedy, such as we have all 
too seldom an opportunity of ae The delicacy of it! Another 
of almost perfect comedy is Mrs. Tree’s highly appreciative render- 








ing of the quaint Gilbert-cum-Thackeray-like lady-companion. Mr, 
Macintosh succeeds.in standing out amid some of the best all-round 
acting (even in the minor parts) to be found in London, with a very 
perfect bit of character—evidently a ‘‘ study from life.” 


THE rest of the cast, with a special hint, perhaps, in favour of Mr: 
Fuller Mellish, Mrs. Gaston Murray, Mr. C. W. Somerset, and nice 
Miss Webster, may be lumped under a general heading of excellent 
all round, so that an harmonious neatness characterises the performance 
as a whole. It is the best thing the St. James’s people have done for a 
long time, and will probably serve them well for some time to come. 


Tue OpERA CoMIQUR.— Our Diva is another piece which seems to 
me to have been sat upon with excessive heaviness. It is not without 
(far from not without) a certain dulness and childishness which have 
become recognised characteristics of opera bouffe in English ; but it is 
superior in some respects to the ordinary run of these works. Its 
dialogue is occasionally really very funny and “‘literary,” and though 
many of its lyrics are triumphs of malformation, its music has some 
point, in the shape of parody of grand opera, and so on, and is quite 
melodious enough without being ‘‘jingly.” Truly, the second and 
third acts suffer from much want of colour, but I have seen second and 
third acts of quite as inferior quality ‘‘ worked up” by the comedians 
into considerable semblance of humour, and, however degradingly 
absurd the system may be, it ‘‘ obtains” universally, and we must put 


up with it, I suppose. 


Most often fun comes from the hands (and legs) of Mr, Frank 
Wyatt ; but Madame Amadi (whom we knew in our youth and her 
infancy, of course, as Miss Annie Tremaine), and Miss Minnie Marshall 







‘Wow’ QO TAKE CARER OF THAT HOARSE. 
GUY AND DOON'T 
MAKE IT 


~ NESS VT 





Sh. Jauns's.—" THe Hussy Hoarse.’ 


(who has toned down some over-exuberance observable on the first 
night) do their fair share. Mr. Celli sings well— uncommonly well— 
of course, but he is strongly unappreciative of the humour of some of the 
music that falls to his share, and Miss Effie Clements, though a good 
singer, with a not over-strong ‘‘organ” is rather an infliction as an 
actress—she’ll learn better in time I’ve no doubt. The scenery and 
dresses are good, and the girls are all very fine and so on. 








THe PRINCE OF WALEs's.—Mr. Horace Sedger’s Hidden Worth— 
I mean his play, of course—produced at a matinée here last Wednesday 
is a rather ordinary melodrama with a heroine going through a deal of 
wholly unnecessary and unreasonable mental distress, a state of things 
which irritates more than it interests. Mr. Sedger is not above the 
borrowing propensities of more experienced playwrights, and has 
modelled his murder scene upon the suicide of the Squire in the late 
H. J. Byron’s famous melodrama, 7he Rosebud of Stingingnettle Farm, 
where he poisons, stabs, shoots, and drowns himself as nearly ‘all at 
once” as possible. The literary quality of the dialogue is nothing 
startling in any direction, and though excellently acted by Miss Ada 
Cavendish, Miss Dolores Drummond (who speaks the Scotch dialect 
like a native), Misses Le Thiére and Shirley, and Messrs. J. Fernandez, 
J. G. Taylor and J. G. Grahame, the play is not likely to prove a 
very stupendous hit. 





NoD AND WINK.—Mr. Sims Reeves appeared in Zhe Beggar's 
Opera at the Avenue on the 3rd instant; but the pleasure of our com- 
pany was not requested, so I can’t say what it was like. NESTOR. 
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NEW GENERAL ORDERS TO HER MAJESTY’S FORCES. 


H.R.H. THE DUKE OF GAMPBRIDGE, fired by the admirable conduct of General Boulanger, is determined to re-organize our army ; there- 
fore he has issued the following General Orders to the troops :—*‘ No. 1. The wearing of uniform at early morning drill is no longer com- 


pulsory. No. 2. Officers are particularly requested to remember that their duties do not 


in and end inthe barrack ground. No. 3, Colonels 


and Adjutants of regiments are strongly urged to watch for and develop individuality in their men. No. 4. Officers must strongly impress 
on their men the vital importance of using cover when skirmishing, no matter whether it be merely a mushroom or an umbrella. 
No, 5. Though the British Army is below the French Army in number, every soldier should bear in mind the fact that one Englishman is 
worth five Frenchmen. No. 6, Magazine or repeating rifles will be issued shortly. Officers and men are desired to circulate good reports 


concerning the new weapons. 


No. 8. After a crushtng defeat bas been inflicted on the enemy, officers may be allowed time for legitimate rest. 


are desired to read, mark, learn, and inwardly digest these orders, 


No. 7. Soldiers should avoid entering into disputes, political or otherwise, with sailors in seaport towns. 


No. 9, The rank and file 
(Signed) GEORGIE PoRGIg,”’ 








Josiah Whiffles and his Shut-up Pipe. 


JOSIAH WHIFFLES was a joyous man, his trifles, light as the air, 
afforded confirmation strong of his title, *‘ the best of good fellows.” For 
every bottle he cracked he cracked fifteen jokes and smoked three pipes. 
He made a point of doing so! But he married, and sealed his fate, for 
atime. His wife sealed the wine-cellar, and sealed his lips to grape- 
juice, jests, and tobacco. ‘‘ Wine,” she remarked more than once, 
‘‘makes your eyes bolt out of your head, Josiah, like the beady optics of 
a disreputable boiled lobster. Your jokes are stale as mackerel is on 
Monday, and your pipes I must and will shut up.” 

One Lord Mayor’s day, while Josiah was taking Mrs. Whiffles down 
to the show, she remarked, fer reasons best known to herself, ‘‘ Your 
nasty pipes I have quite shut up!” Whiffles calmly pulled out a short 
pipe and deliberately said, ‘Shut up, Araminta.” Next moment the 
fumes of tobacco assailed her nostrils. Strange to say she seemed rather 
to like the aroma. ‘‘ Josiah,” she exclaimed, “‘ this does not smell like 
the horrible briars and meerschaums you were once in the habit of 
smoking.” ‘‘ No! Araminta,” he replied, with dignity, ‘‘ ¢his is one of 
HARPER and Co,’s PATENT SHUT-UP Pipes which can always be kept 





free from nicotine. Hence no unpleasant aroma!” ‘‘ That being the 
case you can smoke as much as you like,” cried Araminta. 

Josiah, availing himself of her kind permission, is now merry again 
—sometimes ; and consumes something under a pound and a half of 
bird’s-eye every weck. 


——s 


Not a Dantean In-fur-No! 


Ir is suggested that, as so many regard the Leader of the Ifouse as 
their leader in faith, they might alto fook upon him as their leader in 
fashion. In that case they would just now take to furs. For this going 
fur-ther they —_ not fare worse. But if in furs, why not also follow 
the South Paddington “‘scorcher” in the matter of hats? For is he 


not fur-*‘ tile’ in resource? 








A Frencu teacher of swimming advertises that he will give lessons 
‘at home.” This remark really savours less of Gaul than Gal-way. 


It is **so Irish, you know, ’ 
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NOT WELL THOUGHT OUT. 
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** Hooray!’ said the Socialist. ‘‘ They've passed a Lor for Free Eddication, 
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eters ger ees 


Dinners to their Hunkles (wich is me)—and Free Beer—and Free ‘Bacca—and pound.” 
Free Hev rythink : and the bloomin’ Middle Clarses’as got to pay for the bloomin’ 
lot. Now I shall ave a'‘igh time of it!” 
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“Wot?” remarked the Socialist. ‘‘ Wy, if there ain't that lazy ‘unks of a Middle Clarses (as was to ‘ave kep me without 





















































‘* I’m very sorry,” said the Rate Collector to the Middle Classes ; ‘‘ but your 
and Free Dinners to the school ebildren (not as I cares for ‘hem)—and Free new rates for this quarter amount to twenty-five pounds nine and twopence in the 


























Ah!” mused the Middle Classes as he went over his books. ‘‘ Yes. I find that the new Free Beer and other rates just consume exactly twice my profits ; so 1'll 


my doin’ a stroke o’ work) a-goin into the 


workus! ‘Ere—this ‘ere country hain't good ernuff for me, thankee! I shall emmygrate!” So perhaps, after all, his plan would have one good result ! 
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RANDY AND HIS SWELL FRIEND 


** AW, THANKS, MY LORD MAYOR; SORRY I’M ENGAGED; THAT SORT OF THIN 
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BUT YOU COULD SCARCELY EXPECT MZ, _COME ALONG, BERTIE.” 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


ALL OWING TO THOSE RATES! 
(A LITTLE PROPHECY OF OUR OWN.) 


INNOCENT INQUIRER. Dear me, Mr, Dealer! How is it that fish 
is always at such a prohibitive price? Really, it i, quite beyond the 
reach of anyone 
who isn’t weal- 
thy! I have 
heard it whis- 
pered that a 
Ring exists 
which 

Hon. MeEmM- 
BER OF THE 
Fish RIN—. 
(Dear, dear! 
What WERE we 
about to say? 
Very indelicate, 
lobe sure! We 
mean, of course 

GENTLEMAN 
INTERESTED IN 
THE FI1sH 
Such a thing couldn't 














Pure twaddle. 
Now, I'll tell you candidly—fish zs dear ; but it is 
I assure you that neither 
the wholesale man nor the retail man makes a penny profit; we all sell 
it under cost price, in point of fact, out of pure philanthropy; but the 


TRADE. Pooh, my dear sir! 
exist for a moment. 
entirely the fault of the railway companies, 


railway rates are so high. That’s it. If we could only persuade the 
railway companies to make a reduction, I assure you we should be de- 
lighted to flood the metropolis with fish for next to nothing at all. 
Have a nice bit of sole at two-and-six a pound, or a lovely bit of cod at 
eighteenpence, or a nice little turbot for a guinea, or a lobster for six- 
and-six ? 

© s . * * « 

InN. INQ. Here, my love! Here's good news in the paper :—*‘ Sir 
John Kennaway has succeeded in inducing the South Western Railway 
Company to reduce their fish rates by twenty-five per cent.” There! 
Now we shall be able to have a little bit of fish now and then, because 
it was all owing to the railway rates. I'll run round to Mr. Scalefin 
and see. * . « Good morning, Mr. Scalefin ; how are prices 
to-day ? 

Mem, or Fish Rin—. (There we are again! Force of habit) 

G. I, 1n F. T. Nice sole two-and-six a pound—lovely cod eighteen- 
pence—nice little turbot for a guinea—lobster six-and-six 

INN. INQ. Eh? Well, but those are precisely the same prices as be- 
fore. Isn’t fish any cheaper? 

G. I. in F. T. No. You see, it’s all owing to the railway rates. 

INN. INQ, Well, but oe railway company, at any rate, has reduced 
its rates by twenty-five per cent. 
G. I. in F, T. Eh? Wh—what? How do you know? Who told 
you? There—blest if those pernicious newspapers haven’t been and 
told the public! The Press ought to be abolished! Why—or—the 
fact is—I—that is—I never have any fish by that Jine—nasty line—bad 
fish—stale—couldn’t be eaten by respectable customers like you. But 
you really must sof go and imagine the existence of any Fish Ring, or 
anything of that sort. 
* e * * * * 
INN, CONSUMER (reaaing further item of news, which will probably 
appear in due course). There now, ‘‘ All the other railway companies 
have followed the excellent example of the South Western.” Now I'll 
run round to——. * © Good Morning, Mr. Scalefin. I suppose 
prices have 

G. I. 1n F. T. Ob, yes. Sole, two-and-six per pound ; cod, eighteen- 
pence ; turbot, a guinea ; lobster, six-and-six 

Inn. Cons. Well, but hang it all! the prices aren’t a penny lower ; 
and yet all the railway rates are 
G. I. 1n F. T. Oh, ah—yes. But the fact is my fish doesn’t come by 
rail, It comes in—a—in perambulators—I mean by sea—a—that is, in 
balloons, d’ye see? I assure you that the fish trade don’t gain a penny 
by the lower rates—not a penny. In point of fact, the reduction of 
the rates is a dead loss to us—it was better when they were high. 

° 7 s * + ° 
( Later.— Further imaginary item of news :—* The railway compantes 
have found themselves compelled to restore the fish-rates to their original 
high standard. ) 

Mem. OF FisH R1r-— (No—tut, tut !—we should say) 

G. I. in F. T. What? High rates again! Whata robbery. Just 
as I was making sucha nice extra bit, too. It’s a disgrace to civilization ! 
Where's justice? I w#// kick up a nice row about this in the newspaper. 


























The “ Devil’s Own.” 


(By THE HEAD OF THE CORPS.) 


{The Inns of Court Rifle Volunteer Corps has been so reduced in numbers as to be 
no longer workable as a separate regiment. Great endeavours are being made to 
bring it again up to the point of an efficient battalion. The Bar will not join, and will 
not allow solicitors to be admitted—rather dog in the mangerish !—Dazly Pafer.] 


Come back to my ranks, all you ‘‘ Devil’s Own” riflemen ! 
It can’t be that /zes you require ; 

Why all your old national ardour thus stifle, men? 
The ‘“‘ Devil’s Own,” sure, can stand fire ! 

Come back to my arms—and to yours—in battalions, 
And fill up my ranks as of old ; 

And don’t let the world call you sneaking rapscallions 
Whose patriotism is cold. 


Next year is the jubilee year of Her Majesty, 
Let us show in our former grand corps ; 

The world’s not too good yet—this is not a bad jest—I 
Declare that it can’t give us more. 

Don’t let folks imagine your horns may have grown again, 
Or that jackets can’t hide your tails ; 

Or they’ll cry, ‘‘ Ah! the devil has now got his own again, 
Truth, truly, is great, and prevails.” 


Come, all Inns of Court! Do not fear that solicitors 
Shall sully your ranks with their fees ; 
Their guineas are pleasing to justice ; but is it hers 
To say, ‘‘ They may join if they please” ? 
No! Justice is blind in this case, as im many more, 
So come back to me as your head ; 
Let the ‘* Devil’s Own ” flourish ! and don’t allow any more 
Talk of the Devil as dead ! 





A Lan-cet-ler. 


THe Lancet is denouncing Church Bells as dangerous to invalids. 
Many a distracted sufferer will doubtless thank our keen contemporary 
for its Bell-igerent attitude. 


—= 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BURLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 
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‘© WOULD NOT BE ANY FURTHER MOVED,” —Fudlius Cicsar, 
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THE FASTING MANIA. 






































**T’'m afraid it wouldn't do 


** I wish they would have a eat- 
for me." 


ing contest, there would be some 
sense in that.” 


** All humbug, sir; I know better than to 
suppose a man can do without his grub for 


Fast enough already, according to 
some ill-natured persons, 


all that time.” 








OUR AFTER-MATH! 


WONDERFUL autumn! Wonderful Indian summer! 
after-math ! 
the papers. One idiot has seen a butterfly on the top of his dustbin. 
Another lunatic has got lilies of the valley blooming in his back yard. 
Nightingales are singing. Bah! bosh, all of it. What’s a fine winter 
like this mean? Why, bad liver and all that sort of thing. If I want 
my liver to be bad, I prefer doing it with curried prawns, or Madeira, or 
something of that sort. I hate the weather interfering with my inside, 
as if it was a confounded patent medicine, sir. And I like flowers to 
bloom at the proper times of the year. Just the same, I don’t want any 
big gooseberries and sea serpents out of the season. ‘*Come with me,” 
says that ass, Jones, ‘‘and see the trees in the Quarry Woods; the 
golden tints of autumn are splendid, and those tints are still there, late 
as itis.” Well, they can stop there and tint as much as they like. I’m 
not going to get the rheumatism, breathing the air from the beastly 
mud, to please anybody. And what’s the good of the fine weather ? 
It only keeps the beastly flies alive, and they get walking over my head, 
which ain’t so pleasant when you’re bald like lam. I wish the frost 
would come, too, and kill the spiders. I hate spiders crawling up the 
table-cloth ; and that’s what you get by your confounded after-math. A 
precious pleasant kind of thing that is. 


And when there’s been no | 


Wonderful | 
Weil, what do I care if it is? Fellows are writing up to 





frost, you can’t get a stick of celery worth a rap, and celery is about the | 


only thing I care for. 
proper flavour? Why, on account of the beastly warm after-math that 


you’re making such a clack about. I don’t want any more of it, I can 
tell you. There’s one comfort in it, though, to me, and that is, it will 
make all the City fellows’ livers worse than they would be with the 
usual stuffing. Lord Mayors’ Shows indeed! That’s another tomfoolery 
that one’s got tosubmit to, Puh! But the scent of the falling leaves 
is so nice, is it? Well, you can have all my share of it, and of the 
carbonic acid gas into the bargain. Who wants to have a lot of dead 
leaves hanging about? I’d just as soon have a lot of poor relations ; 
you can get rid of them sometimes with a few shillings, Yes, the warm, 
muggy air has made my liver something frightful, and it’s just the time 
of the year I like to have a curry, and now I can’t have it—of course I 


can’t. After-math indeed ! DIOGENES TUBBS, 








More Carlyle Correspondence, 


Re his life of the late Mr. T. Carlyle, 
Mr. Froude has again been admonished ; 
This newspaper warfare but makes one smile, 
And some at this fuss are astonished. 
Mr. Froude is imbued 
With a mind that is shrewd, 
But he now seems to lack some shrewdness ; 
And he thinks that the iinks 
Of each Carlylese lynx 
Are really the height of (F )roude-ness, 





WaTcH ROBBERIES,—Precisely ; that is just what the police don’t 
seem to do. 


Why can’t I have a good stick of celery with a — 








i eee 


The New School Board Scheme, 


THe Board School for London is trying to force 
Its scholars on Monday to pay 
In advance for the week, and the parents, of course, 
Don’t see it at all in that way. 
They know much too well that if ever there’s one day 
On which pence are absent or scarce—it is Monday ! 


This Board, with the wooden heads usual to Boards, 
Manufactured, of course, without sense, 

Persists in the view that poor people have hoards 
On which they can draw for school pence. 

With good bankers’ balance, they can’t believe any 

One else can be possibly wanting a penny ! 


So Law is invoked, and expenses incurred— 
Strong ill-feeling aroused—schooling shirk’d— 
Pounds spent to get pence; and the Act, in a word, 
Instead of being Fo(r)ster’d, is Burked. 
Let Brains, and not Boards, give the nation its schooling, 
And, for goodness sake ! give us no more of this fooling ! 





SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONE THAT KNows NOTHING AsouT IT.) 
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Conservative Contrast. 


(A society paper says that Lord Salisbury and Lord R. Churchill are well chosen 
The former is a slow thinker ; the latter is lively.} 


A CONSERVATIVE contrast I choose for my theme, 
A theme that will probably give you a gleam 

Of sound information ve Tories ; for lo! 

'Tis of Randolph the lively, and ‘‘ Solly ” the slow, 


The Government now holding sway in our land 

Is worked, as you know, by a curious band ; 

And this band is directed, we’d have you to know, 
By Randolph the lively, and ‘‘ Solly” the slow. 


The Marquis, a worthy old peer in his way, 
Is oftentimes filled with the direst dismay ; 
The reckless young Randolph such ae doth show 
That it quite gives a fright to poor ** Solly” the slow. 


On the other hand, R., like a cat on hot bricks, 
And eager for quaint and for quick-changing tricks, 
On finding the Marquis more quickly won’t go, 
Chafes sorely, defiant of ‘* Solly” the slow. 


The Marquis belongs to the old Tory clan 

Who suspiciously shy at each new-fangled plan ; 

Such Tories consider all progress as low, 

And therefore young Kandolph thinks Salisbury slow, 


For he (meaning Randy) in order to pose— 

All kinds of new measures will often propose ; 

E’en for Liberal notions affection he’ll show, 

Which gives quite a shock to poor ‘*‘ Solly ” the slow. 


And so, like the weather-box figures, these twain 
Alternately pose—and pose mostly in vain ; 
For true progress is not very likely to grow 
Under Kandolph the lively, or *‘ Solly” the slow, 





_- 


THHIR LITTLE WAY. 


MONDAY.—The Socialists (grateful for the late Mansion House Fund 
for the Unemployed) have remarked that the real enemies of the down- 
trodden Un- 
employed are 
the Lord 
Mayor and 
Aldermen; 
and that they 
had better 
look out. 

TUESDAY. 
—The Social- 
ists (still 
thinking of 
the late Man- 
sion House 
Fund) persist 
in their deter- 
mination to 
join, forcibly 
if necessary, 
in the Civic 
Procession, They describe the Aldermen as ‘‘ Gobbling Hogs,” and the 
Lord Mayor as an ‘‘ Overfed, turtle-bibbing, blubber-side old Vampire.” 
WEDNESDAY.—The Socialists (who can mot forget the M. H. F.) have 
circulated a particularly insulting pee of the Lord Mayor and Al der- 
men feasting, while the virtuous Blood-in-the-Gutter starves on the in- 
adequate sustenance of his tricoloured rosette. 

THURSDAY.—The Socialists (more grateful than ever) h ve found a 
lot of new epithets for the Lord Mayor, compared with which} the former 
ones were mild, 

FRIDAY.—The threats of the Socialists against the Lord Mayor and 
Aldermen (in consideration of the M. H. F.) are just awful. They (t 
Socialists) are engaged in having convulsions, and foaming at the mout 
SATURDAY (Bathos),—‘‘ It is contemplated by the Socialists to addre’- 
a polite letter to the Lord Mayor, asking him, in the interests of goo 
order and the public well-being, to allow the Unemployed a place some 
where in the procession,” 


——=——_—_ 
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A POLICEMAN present at the collection of some arrears of the Imperial 
taxes in the Isle of Skye was fearfully blown up by certain strong- 
minded, long-tongued women. The termagants seemed to thoroughly 
appreciate the fun of ** skying a copper.” 











ENIOKNAOKS. 


A BURGLAR, on being sentenced the other day to five years’ penal 
servitude, looked up to the gallery of the court, and, in stentorian tones, 
shouted, ‘‘ Vote for Home Rule !”’ 
Doubtless this housebreaker con- 
siders that ** Home Rule” means 
licensed rascality and robbery. 
He is unquestionably a man of 
some perception, 


A RAILWAY traveller wishes 
the various railway companies to 
start a special ‘‘ babies’ carriage.” 
We think there should also be a 
special carriage for individuals 
who try to provoke arguments b 
declaring that Lord Randolp 
Churchill is a thorough scoundrel, 
etc.; another for cads who put 
their feet on seats and try to stare 
decent women out of countenance ; 
another for bakers and chimney- 
sweeps who travel in their pro- 
fessional garb ; another for people who insist on opening and shutting 
the windows just as it suits ‘em; and another for males who jump in 
at the last moment with sticks or umbrellas pointed at full length. 








THAT extraordinarily game old buck the Emperor of Germany 
engaged in a stag-hunt recently, He carried home a fine haunch of 
venison on his saddle-bow; and a young lady present, who proffered 
him a pot of red-currant jelly of her own making, was kissed with that 
great-grandfatherly grace so peculiarly the pious monarch’s own; but 
he never let out to the puzzled Empress where he got that pot of jelly. 


‘‘GENERAL” BOOTH, now on the stump in America, hopes by his 
tour to overcome the present prejudice against the Salvation Army, in 
the States. Unfortunately for the ‘‘ General,” the Americans, as a race, 
have an ear for music, and abominate horribly discordant sounds. By 
the way, we hear that the howling Salvationists do not pay for the 
constables who are turned off their legitimate duties to escort the 
screechers in safety through the streets of London. This is hardly fair 
on decent ratepayers, who love quietude, and hate seeing religion made 
a mockery of, 


A COUPLE of vagrants were recently tried for stealing a duck, but 
the duck proving to be a drake, the jury brought them in ‘‘ not guilty.” 
These jurors certainly played ducks and drakes with justice. 


Not long ago, a thirsty boy found a mysterious bottle of fluid in a 
cabin, near some ironworks. Under the impression that the liquid was 
ripe mellow whisky, he helped himself to a hearty draught. It wasa 
considerably more powerful ‘‘ flick up” than ‘‘ mountain dew,” how- 
ever, being nitro-glycerine. In stomachic feats most boys can give 
the ostrich points, and beat him ; but, in this case, the liquid explosive 
proved too strong for the lad’s digestive powers, and hurried him off to 
that bourne whence no thirsty boy returns, 


MEM. TO SIR CHARLES WARREN.—When are the police going to 
make a strong effort to rid the Euston Road of the ruffians, young and 
old, who hang about this thoroughfare at night assaulting respectable 
passers-by and insulting them with obscene words ? 


Dr. Eck calculates that, roughly speaking, three Englishmen live as 
long as five Russians. The number of people who mysterious/y dis- 
appear during the year in the realms of the Great White Czar, to perish 
while making that well-known journey to Siberia, is simply incalculable. 


A PANTHER, who escaped from a menagerie in France, met a 
gendarme, while taking his walks abroad. The officer lost his presence 
of mind when the feline animal offered hispaw. He rudely turned tail. 
The panther, hurt and annoyed at being treated with such scant 
courtesy, scalped the officer with one blow of his fore-foot. _Moral.— 
Policemen should always ‘‘keep their hair on” when meeting with 
panthers on the loose. 


AT a crofter hunt which took place in Kilmuir lately, Sheriff Ivory 
stated that he intended giving a medal to every policeman who captured 
a crofter, At the close of the hunt, in a seventy-five marines, 
thirteen policemen, and a large staff of officials were engaged, a middle- 
aged cowherd and a decent-looking married woman were at last cap- 
tured, They were carried off in triumph with great pomp. May we 
suggest that the medals be made in the form of the Victoria Cross—of 


putty. 
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An Appeal to the Benevolent, 


[A “‘ young engaged couple” advertised in the 7imes, a few days 
ago, for some one to give them a “‘helping hand” and £100, without 
which they would be unable to be “ united.) 


HEREWITH, please, find appended 

The latest tip for lovers — 
A plan that’s really splendid 

n it one discovers ; 

And all but the ascetic 

Will much applaud the notion. 
’Tis really so pathetic— 

Yea, full of true emotion ; 
Oh, think of lovers thus‘affrighted 
Lest they should not be united ! 


Lo! a ‘‘ helping hand” they plead for, 
With, say, a ** hundred ” in it ; 

Such a pair all hearts must bleed for 
(7 shall blubber in a minute !) 

Shall these sweethearts, so ‘* engaging,” 
Languish for a cot to coo in? 

Never! Help them at assuaging 
All their dread of woe and ruin ! 

To ‘part ” all men should be delighted, 

So that these should be united. 





Let other lovers who are eager 

Happy homes to furnish neatly, 
Advertise their means so meagre— 

And thus cadge for money neatly, 
If for solid sums of money 

They don’t plead, to fight life’s battles, 
Still they might, to make life sunny, 

Beg for sundry goods and chattels. 
Such affairs cannot be slighted 
When a pair would be united. 











Dinner ye Ken? 


(Lord R. Churchill is anxious that there should be an adjournment for 
dinner every evening in the House of Commons.) 


LORD RANDOLPH, in this latest proposition, 
Shows much more sense than he is wont to show ; 
’T would serve to keep M.P.s in good condition 
If they were properly to dinner go, 
Though one might say that, while M.P.s are sinners 
In causing din—the House ne’er wants for ‘‘ din ”-ners. 
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SABBATARIANISM.' 





Master Tommy.—*' Now, LEtT’s HAVE ‘Tom, Tom, THE Pipgr’s Son !’”’ 


Sister.—"*N 
Master Tom 
you KNow!” 


oO, NO! THatT’s NoT A SUNDAY SONG.” 
my.—**WeE couLD sAY ‘Tom, Tom, THE /.4xson's SON,’ 




















AFTER THE SHOW. 

‘*So very annoying, my dear. We took a window on purpose to see 

a fight with those dreadful Socialists, and they weren’t allowed to 
follow after all, Shameful imposition, I think.” 


do so.”’} 





The Hour and the Man. 


(The Sfectator remarks that “ The first thing a Tory Government has to do is to 
| show that its proposals are popular, and Lord Randolph Churchill is just the man to 


To fit a round peg within a square hole 
We're told is a difficult task ; 
It’s hard, too, for Tories to play well their ré/e, 
And in popular sunshine to bask, 
Yet if any one can 
Succeed in that plan, 
We're certain that Lord Randolph Churchill’s the man, 


His Lordship a bright blazing meteor shines, 
And is nothing at all if not bold ; 
He knows it is useless to follow the lines 
Of the petrified Tories of old, 
And well, too, he twigs 
The wrinkles and “‘ rigs ” 
By which Tory Codlins oust the Shorts of the Whigs, 


With consummate art, then, his Lordship insists 
That he fights for his *‘ own native land,” 
That dearly he loves Lib’ral Unionists, 
That they’re all one great brotherly band. 
But he laughs up his sleeve 
At those who believe . 
His affection is more than a mask to deceive, 














— 














Mr. Pace Hopps is wroth because the variable young Chancellor of 


the Exchequer lately said that Mr. Gladstone defied the Chair. 


must be cha(i)ry of saying such things as these; for when Mr. P. H. 
reads such statements he grows dizzy with rage, and the very Page 


Hop(p)s before him. 
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FULL OF PICTURES. BY THE BEST COMIC ARTISTS. 
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PROCESSION OF ZE LOR’ MAIRE: 
An “ Intelligent Foreigner” writes us as follows :—“‘ I enclose you some sketches of ze Show of ze Lor’ Maire. My friend say I have made mistakes, but no mattaire ! 














He say I have mixed up ze fifth wiz ze ninth; zat I ought not to have put in ze ‘ Jack-in-Green’ and ze ‘ Punch and Judy,’ but I say zat zey are quite as necessaire 


to ze installation of ze Chief Magistrate of ‘ City’ as ze rest of ze Show. 
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“* He say, too, I should not have put ze Guy Fawkes effigy in ze Lor’ Maire’s coach, and zat ze coach is not right. On ‘ Lor’ Maire’s Day’ it is against ze law to wear 
ze ‘top-hat,’ and ze citizens show much of zeal in enforcing ze law.” 



























Randy and his Swell Friend, 
(See CARTOON. ) 


Wuat Lord Randolph has done, 
Doth appear to be one 

Of those things which require explanation ; 
Why should he decline 
With the Lord Mayor to dine, 

And refuse such a good invitation ? 


If this Churchill pretends 
To the swellest of friends, 
It were nevertheless quite a pity, 
Should he choose to look down 
On all others, and frown 
At the men who gain wealth in the City. 


Whether he’s such a flat 
As to swagger like that, 
Is a point which is open to question ; 


And it may be indeed 
That a Mansion House feed 


But there’s one other way, 

By which some people say 
You can solve this peculiar riddle : 
Tis suggested he won't 

Go and dine, ’cause he don't \ 

Like to afterwards play second fiddle. | are io the best possible taste.” — News of the World. 
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QUARANTEED 


Means to him a severe indigestion, 


UNDERGROUND ‘' RANGES,” — Kitcheners 


Just Out, Price 1s.; post-free, 1s, 2d. 


HOOD'S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1887. 


FuLt or Humorous STorigs In PRoSE AND V&RSE. 


PRESS NOTICES. 


*** Floop’s Comic ANNUAL,’ with its fanny anecdotic 
* Bismarck in London,’ by George R. Sims and its smart 
literary and artistic contributions may be safely recom- 
mended as the very best of travelling companions; full 
of fun and rich with dro'lery.’ — Penny ///ustrated. 

** Every page is bright, cheerful, and entertaining, 
and all the contributions, whether pictorial or literary, 


‘* A capital budget of pictorial fancies and humorous 
contributions in prose and verse.’ — Daily Chronicée. 





153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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AMBITION’S FALL. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


HE OLYMPIC.—Once more a change 
in this bill here. Zhe Governess has 
been discharged as incompetent, and 
the doctor has been called in. I allude 
to the time-honoured dramatic doctor, 
the chivalrous young medico, who 
goes about everybody’s business but 
his own, and his no less *‘ frequent ” 
companion, the mad doctor, who 
causes such very exciting situations. 
Mr. Frank Harvey’s Azne of /ron, 
produced at the Grand, in August, 
1885, is the vehicle of their introduc- 
tion, and much gentle amusement is 
caused thereby. 





I ‘‘ RECKONED UP” the piece pretty 
completely in these pages on its first 
production, and I don’t think there is 
anything to add, It is a sufficiently 
‘*workable” piece, more suited to 
the East-End and its provinces, than 
Pua Ovvunc.~Owca-av Beannox the Wych Street Theatre, and very 

Larce('!!) ~~" good of its class, Of course it bristles 

with absurdities, conventionalities, 

and impossibilities, but scarcely more so than is usual in the kind of 

piece. It certainly has the advantage of being very much more ainusing 
than Zhe Governess, though not always intentionally 





Miss Grack HAWTHORNE is very much better suited in the part of 
the ‘‘ distressed heroine,” in this piece, than in that of its predecessor, 
and her performance gives considerable pleasure and shows considerable 
ability. Ina piece where the pathos rings true, I shouldn't be surprised 
¥ she could make us cry, but she hasn’t managed that in my case that I 
know of, up to now. I think she dresses the part above its station, and 
I believe it is unusual for the inmates of private asylums to wear a uni- 
form, but for that the blame must probably rest upon the author, and the 
supposed demands of dramatic effect. 


Mr. LAWRENCE CAUTLEY plays the villain about as well as those 
rather mechanical parts are capable of being played, though he makes up 
so well in the first act, showing a fine curly head of brown hair and 
beard to match, that his appearance in the second act, with his hair 
sleek and black and his moustache “spiky,” makes it rather curious 
that his wife should remember him so readily. Mr. George Temple 
played the stitt-backed and prosy doctor, with earnestness and deter- 
mination ; Mr, Frank Wood's Sam was a really good bit of unctuous 
low comedy ; and Mr. Alfred Davis did exceedingly well in the small 
character part of Dr, Grant, 
Mk. Hiuekrt ByRON has almost everything to learn, but the part 
suited his peculiarities and crudities very well. Mr, P, C. Beverley 
adopted a tone ef voice more peculiar than pleasant or distinct. 





Miss OLGA BRANDON is a good actress, and must be beginning to 
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THe Olympic, —GENTLEMAN JACK GIVES HIS WiFB A GBNTLBMAN JACKBTTING, 


know that she is considered good-looking; but playing the part of 
Nancy js nothing ® make a fuss about—it is not an arduous or brain- 











| Shelley Society will perform /eé/as 





taxing character, it ‘‘ plays itself” mostly ; but Miss Brandon certainly 
plays it better than the original impersonator. Miss Lydia Cowell, with 
very little to do, is delightful in that little, and makes the mouth wate: 





Tre Otyvmpic.—Tiik Great HEIRESS AND THE STIFF-PACKRD Do 


for more, ‘‘Nard Almayne” (this is a lady’s name, ’tis so set down in 
the programme) has a whispered history of marvellous and romantic cha 
racter; but I’ve seen worse actresses, for all that. Miss Alice Chandos 
is unequal to the requirements of her part in the pathetic line, and j 
only methodically careful in other respects. 

I MUST not quit the subject without paying a tribute to the excellent 
performance of a baby by an infant artist, whose name does not appear 
in the bills, The rendering was the most natural in the piece, every 
detail being absolutely true to Nature. 





ATHEN4UM, CAMDEN ROAD.—Miss Florence Smart gave an ex- 
tremely successful concert here on the 4th inst., the various items of a 
rather lengthy first part being excellently executed. Miss Smart’s 
perfect command of the pianoforte was exemplified in several pieces of 
an exacting character, and her efforts were loudly and deservedly 
applauded by a well-filled ‘‘house.’’ Several ladies and gentlemen 
assisted, among whom Madame Marion Mackenzie, whose rich voice 
and intelligent method soon put her on the best of terms with the audi- 
ence, and Mr. G, Leipold, a rather clever violinist, may be specially 
mentioned. For the second part, Virginia Giabriel’s W7 ote, Berth 4. 
was performed by Miss Smart, 
Madame H. Leipold, and Messrs. 
Bevan and Blanchard. Upon the 
histrionic part of this undertaking 
the ‘*undertakers”’ can scarcely 
be congratulated, but the musical 
portion left nothing to be desired, 
and atoned well for other defects. 
The seating arrangements at this 
hall might be looked into with 
advantage. 


Nops AND WINKS.—At St. 
James’ Hall on the 16th, the 


H-alas !—Two new theatres in 
London are talked of now! Mr. 
Hollingshead is going around 
Germany, and ‘‘seeing how it’s 
done” there. I hope he'll come 
back soon, for I don’t know what 
ever we shall do till we get those 





two theatres up. — Coercion, a 
farcical comedy in three acts, by TH® Otymric.—Sir Joun (Brown a 
Messrs. W. H. Denny and J. SLACKS AND) GRBYHAM 


Burnside, will be played at the 

Gaiety this (Wednesday) afternoon.—The first performance of Strafford 

by the Browning Society takes place at the Strand on December 21st. 
NESTOR. 


JubGe Boyp recently said, in a case which came betore him in 
Dublin, ‘‘ A friend told me not long since that Irish butter is even too 
bad to adulterate.”” Is the judge to be congratulated on having such a 
candid, practical-minded friend, or not ? 
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PUTTING HIS FOOT IN IT. 


Miss Tartlette.,—* DIDN’T SEE YOU AT THE BINKS’ DANCE, Mr. BONNIEBOY.” 
HOWEVER, DIDN’T MISS MUCH APPARENTLY, THEY TELL ME THERE 


Apollo Bonnieboy.—‘* NO, COULDN’T POSSIBLY GET THERE, 
WASN’T A GIRL WORTH LOOKING AT.” 

















[Awkward pause. A.B. reflects, and wishes he'd done so earlier. 














A MONOLOGUE. 


THERE—now I've a nice little dinner and plenty of time to enjoy it ; 


so I can stick up my newspaper so, against the decanter, and enjoy 
myself. Good. A very nice 


little bit of salmon, and just 
done toaturn. Now, then, 
what’s the news? Let’s see. 
‘*Paris—The Fasting Men. 
—Ah ! — extenuation — con- 
tracted stomachs—deep blue 
lines like cicatrice.”’ (ood 
yracious! I don’t want to 
read about such nasty things 
as that. Ugh!—hang it! I 
can’t touch another atom of 
this salmon after those blue 
lines like cicatrices. Here— 
take it away, and I'll read 
another bit of the paper and 
try to forget those nasty phy- 
siological details before the 
next course. Here’s a pro- 
mising-looking article; what’s that about? Oh! the fireworks at the 
Crystal Palace. That may take my mind off—— Sweetbread and 
mushrooms, eh? Very nice they smell. Let’s see :—‘‘ The art of 
pyrotechny—ah !—um !—disgusting details of the foolish experiments 
now in progress in the French capital—gastric juices—liver—-congestion 
of the——” Oh, this zstoo much. I don’t want my dinner; I'll throw 
it out to that dog under the lamp-post. What the dooce zs a fellow to 
do? Blest if I don’t—— 

( Takes the next train to Parts ; introduces a few drops of deadly potson 
into the filtered water of the Fasting Lunatics; drugs the pints of stout 
and bitter of the newspaper writers ; orders another nice little dinner, 
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and eats it in peace. ) 
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An Epitaph. 
il rED ARCHER, JOCKEY, Digp Nov. 8, 1886 | 


ARCHER is dead! The world knows how 
Those three short words imply 

The fate of one who oft ere now 
Has caught the Judge’s eye. 


That dext’rous rider of the horse 
Who many a prize did win, 

At length has finished his last course 
And gone to be weigh’d in, 


«ind though no more on earthly ground 
He'll race for Plate or Cup, 

We trust that elsewhere may resound 
The cry of ‘* Archer’s up!” 


Why this (8)lav-ishness ? 
AIR—OBVIOUS, 
[A ‘‘sixpenny” points out that Mr. Labouchere is wrong in describing the Bul: 
garians as Slavs.] 

WHEN Labby told us that the folk of Bulgaria’s land 

Were of the great Slavonic race, he erred, we understand ; 

And soon a rival scribbler a contradiction planned. 

And thus, said that writer, about this ‘‘ have” of ‘‘ haves,” 


99) 


‘* Bulgars never, never, never can be Slavs ! 





Aquatic Excuses, 
IN a recent case of embezzlement, the prisoner pleaded ‘‘ guilty,” and 
said that he had been led into extravagance through boating. uite a 
new excuse. A man who boats should surely study to keep himself 


above water, 
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VARIOUS IMPRESSIONS; OR, CURIOUS ADVENTURES OF A FACT. 


It is very curious to note in what various ways the same fact will impress itself on different minds. The fact may be a simple and solid one—not a matter of 
opinion, as one would fancy ; and yet it will strike different minds in quite different ways. 

















a 








« 


For instance, a friend of ours wanted to know whether the cholera existed ata given foreign place. Then the Inyuirer wrote to inquire of a hotel-keeper 
He inquired of a party who was anxious to sell him a railway ticke!, and that party said :—‘* Cholera at that foreign place. The Hotel-keeper was outraged 
Dear me !— never heard of their having such a thing at foreign place What a strange notion !" by the suggestion, ard most indignant. 
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So the Inquirer inquired of an outfitter. ‘‘O - 
Pr 104) ; utfit for italy” (or whatever that foreign place was), said the a ! Bl 
+: l plac yo © Ourtitter. ‘‘ Cholera there! Bless y r , é 
pede ey 1" c — the Inquirer casually mentioned that if he didnt go to that foreign place, he should go to the Solomon Islands ee sme - 
: price), the Outfitter suddenly recollected that the cholera was raging in Italy (or wherever it was), and tearfully entreated the Inquirer not to venture there. 
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And when the Inquirer inquired of an English lodging-letter at Mudbury-on-Sea, it came out that all places except Mudbury-on-Sea were simply one conglomerate 

mass of infections, of which cholera was the very lightest |! Sits 
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AFTER THE BANQUET. 


dolph.—“JUST LIKE YOU, OLD MAN. I WAS SURE YOU'D MAKE AN ASS OF YOURSELF IF I LET YOU 


GO ALONE, COMPARING YOURSELF TO DIZZY AND THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON!! YOU’LL BE COMPARING 
YOURSELF TO AVE NEXT!” 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


A GREAT ADVANTAGE TO HUMANITY. 

Curious INQUIRER. By-the-way, Mr. Fasting Man, what did you 
say were the material advan- 
tages to humanity which 
your present course of in- 
sanity would ensure ? 

FASTING MAN. Oh!—ah! 
—why—— (Aside.) What a 
confounded idiot I have been 
not to anticipate such a ques- 
tion, and get an answer pre- 
pared. Why, of course—in- 
estimable bee, 20 don’t 
you see? Speaks for itself! 
Suppose, for instance, a man 
—a fellow—anybody—found 
himself in a position necessi- 
tating—that is requiring— 
(with a flash of inspiration)— 
found the cutlet he ordered 
at arestaurant wasn’t eatable, 
why, he'd be able to leave it and go away and—a—wait till tea-time 
without expiring of inanition—see? Marvellous advantage, isn’t it? 

Cur. INQ, (who evidently expects too much), Oh, is that all ? 

F, MAN. All? Why, what move can you want? Well, there’s—let 
me see—ah! Suppose a fellow’s shipwrecked, d’ye see? Wouldn't 
matter how long he went without food. Robinson Crusoe might have 
urvived, without a scrap of provisions, to this very day after a little 
| practice at my system. There’s an advantage for you! (C/huck/ 
elirhtedly at his clever thought.) 








CUR. INQ. (really delighted too), Ah, I see! That és an advantage. 
[ shan’t forget that. 
* * " . * * 
Cur. ING. Dear me! To think that I should ever come to find 


myself in this dreadful situation—on the bosom of the broad ocean, all 
‘lone in a captain’s gig, the ship I took passage in gone to the bottom. 
Why, I shall starve—die gradually of inanit—— No, by Jingo, I shan’t! 
Why, those few lessons I took of the Fasting Man will come in now, and 
ave my life. Hurrah !—saved! Let me see; how do I begin? Oh, 
[I know! I have to take handsome rooms in a fashionable street. Eh? 
Um! I really don’t see how that’s to be done; and I’m afraid the 
system will not quite succeed without that item. Oh, well; I shall 
have to try and do it without. Let’s see; the next thing is to secure 
an equable temperature. Oh, that’s a little puzzling, too, in a captain’s 
vig in mid-Atlantic. Oh, well; never mind, I'll do without the fine 
apartments and the equable temperature; but I must take rest and— 
hum! I’m afraid rest is hardly compatible with constant pulling with 
one Oar against a strong wind and tide, and incessant bailing, and holding 
hard on to the thwart to avoid being washed overboard. Well, I must 
manage without rest too; but all the remainder is very simple. Let me 
see ; I shall only want three physicians to watch that I don’t overdo my 
fast, and hot-water bottles for my feet in case of retarded circulation, 
and filtered water, and amusement to keep my mind from dwelling on 
my emptiness, and cheerful society, and encouragement, and a few pic- 
turesque reporters to write articles about me, and bulletins stuck on the 
front door, and so forth. Oh, I shall get on capitally ; and when I get 
to land again I'll go off straight to Paris and report the success of the 
ystem. + . ’ (After three aays or so.) Dear me! I don’t 
scem to feel at all well, I fancy I must have deep blue lines and that 
port of thing all over me ; and I feel sure that my pulse is failing. Per- 
haps it’s the want of the bulletins stuck on the street door. If it wasn’t 
for the ignominy of giving in, and the unkind remarks the press would 
make —oh! by-the-way, the press needn’t know anything about it. 
After all, though, I’ve survived three days of it ; and it only wants forty- 
seven more to make fifty; and no doubt I should be picked up bya 
passing ship before then, and buried decentl No, I don’t mean 
that. Oh, hang it! I really think I must have a morsel of something. 
I think I’'ll—yes, I will eat my boots ! 





Precious (S)tones. 


[A great improvement is reported in the diamond trade. ] 


THIS glorious—not to say this ‘* brilliant ’’ news 
Should gladness bring, especially to Jews, 

Who largely deal in ** sparklers,” as you know. 
In fact, all diamond dealers now should cry, 
At this good news re gems, ‘* O, gem-ini! 
The world is gay, to face-et therefore go !’ 





WHERE the Anarchists might surely rest and be happy.—bBerne. 








The Coming Race. 

(A daily paper has been moralising on the state of the present age compared with 
that — years ago. Our contributor pictures what the age may be like fifty years 
nence. 

Lrxe that romantic moralist who mused at Locksley Hall, 

I, too, indulge my fancy as to what things may befall 

This sphere within the fifty years Old Time has yet to run, 
And what the future Solomon will find beneath the sun. 


Now, place aux dames my motto is; so, ladies, to the fore, 
And hear what Fate will offer you in days that lie before. 
You ask a place in Parliament, and my prophetic ken 
Perceives that in the Houses you’ll usurp the place of men. 


Dear madam and sweet mad’moiselle, who claim your Woman’s Rights, 
You’ve won—I see you at your rooms and billiard-club o’ nights ; 

I see your lord and master rock the baby in its cot ; 

Mes anges, are you the happier? I rather fancy not. 


The scene is changed. The Socialists meet not in park or square, 
They’ve got what they have striven for—each man has now his share ; 
And every Hodge rejoices in three acres and a cow, 

How peaceful must the world, then, be—no quarrelling, nor row ! 


Your moralist, though, peeps beneath the surface, and he sees 
Man is in every age alike as much as are two peas, 
And your contented Socialist finds that he still wants more, 





And envy, hatred, malice, still eat in his bosom’s core. 


I glance to other lands, and skim across the great La Manche, 
And find the sole French journal is the fiery Za Aevai 

And if one mentions Egypt to poor Monsieur Jean Crapaud, 

It is the red rag to the bull, and England’s doomed, you know. 


Into the Paris Grand Hotel my ghostlike way I wend, 

And find Merlatti’s fifty years of fast just at an end ; 

The restaurants and cafés closed, for there’s, of course, no need 
For any one to spend his cash upon a useless feed. 


3ack to Old England fast I speed, and find the Grand Old Man, 
More juvenescent, sending post-cards in a Pickford van. 

I see another hero, though, who will ‘‘ cave in” to none— 

I hear the jingle of his bells—his name is Mr. Fun! 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


BUORLESQUED BY OUR BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 
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After the Banquet, | 
(SEE CARTOON, ) 
WHEN officers superior 
Are told that what they’ve 
striven for 
Has not been managed to 
success— 
They hardly can escape di« 
tress 5 
And, sure, ‘tis painful for a 
chief 
To hear that he has come to 
grief 
In making an oration, 
On which he doubtless—as 
he ought— 
{fas much expended time 
and thought, 
And strict examination. 


When young lieutenants 
faults detect 


respect, 

One naturally does imply 

rhey rate their own acquire 
ments high ; 

[f such (who need to learn, 
not teach) 

Refer to a commander’s 
speech— 

Their comments know no 


fetter ; 
And when they say it wasn’t A GR 





good, Anvgelina.—‘** DO YOU LIKE OUR NEW INSTRUMENT, MR, PUNTER? THR MAKER HAS GAINED ALI 
SORTS OF MEDALS AND DISTINCTIONS,” 


They probably believe they 


could Edwin.—** YAAS, I KNOW—VEWY 


RECEIVED HIS—ER—(BRINS)A/eun oO 
Angelina,—** MgEDrs AND PERSIA 


Themselves have done 
much better, 














The title is a question, which, after some careful and clever writing, 
duly answered at the proper time.—‘'55 Guineas Reward” (by Fred. 
C, Milford (same publishers). Those who read ‘* Lost a Day” should 
not lose an hour before getting this story by the same author, and they 
will be well rewarded for their trouble.—‘‘ 1,000 (Juaint Cuts” (same 
publishers). Messrs, Field and Tuer have done well in providing the 
public with these gleanings from ‘*The Books of other Days;” it is 
both interesting, instructive, and refreshing to see what ‘* wood cutting ”’ 
was in the long-ago as compared with what it is now.—The ‘Sir 
Charles Grandison ”’ and ‘Solomon Gessner,” also issued by the same 
hrm, give a good glimpse of the refinements of line engraving of eighty 
years since. —‘* Rookery Mill,” by Mary A. Jagger (London Literary 
Society), The hero of this ably-written story goes bravely through the 
mill of difficulty and danger ina good cause, but has a comfortable 
rookery to nestle in at last. 

‘* The Nine of Hearts,” by B. L. Farjeon (Ward & Lock), Although 
the unravelment of such a mystery as is here presented is by no means 
unfamiliar, the author’s method of solution is not familiar by any 
means; there is both foul play and double dealing, but the author ha 
put forth one of his best cards in the ‘‘ nine of hearts,” which ought to 
be a winning one. 

‘The Land of Little People ;” poems by Frederic E. Weatherly ; 
pictures by Jane M. Dealy (Hildesheimer & Faulkner), Here i 
another of the exquisitely simple and refined works annually issued by 
this firm; the delicacy and beauty of the illustrations are in strict 
accord as they are in sweet companionship with the tenderly treated 
verses. Messrs. H. & IF. are also early a-field with their Christma: 
cards, It is saying not little, we cannot say more, than that their cards 
are as good as before ; though we confess to speak by the letter, we freely 
admit they could not be better. 

The Saznt Nicho/as, which is this month as captivating as ever, 1s 
still published by Messrs. Frederick Warne & Co,, and although Zhe 
Century has passed away from them, they announce that they have 
arranged with Messrs. Charles Scribner’s Sons, of New York, for the 
Agency in the United Kingdom, for their New Shilling IWustrated 
Magazine (Scribner's Maga:ine), the first number of which will be 
issued January ist, 1887.—Ze Fo//et is rich in costly costumes, and 
gives a pattern to its patrons.—A marked superiority is noticeable this | 


yf 


month in the illustrations of 7% Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, | 
Boys’ Own Paper, and Girls’ Own Laper. | 


) 


“WHO is his father?” by Charles James Scotter (Field and Tuer), 
l 

















AND MEED OF PRAISE. 


FINE MAKER. I CONSIDER HIM A PERS(IIJON WHLO HAS ONLY 
Fr PRAISE,” 
AH, I skE! OH, you PuNNy MAN, you!” [Left dauching, 


Not De “Rig”-ueur. 
(Mr. Herbert Gladstone is incensed because some one declared he caused certain 
Stock Exchange folk to ‘trig the market J} 
YOUNG Herbert G, appears to be 
Denouncing some with vigour, 
Who dared insinuate that he 
Caused some to ‘‘rig” on the S. EF. 
Now, such a charge, you'll all agree, 
Deserves H. Gladstone’s “rig -our, 
Perhaps this verse, though but ¢% /e?/o, 
Should fit an air from ‘* A¥e”’-o/etto. 
WHAT the English Manufacturers Place their Hope in.—7/ie duy 
and buy. 





CHARMING CREATURE. 


‘*So much more sensible we are now-a-days to what we used to be, 
don't you think, Miss? You and I could never have chatted together 
like this in the old days without an introduction,” 
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SPORTING NOTE. 
(By Ong THAT Knows NoTHING AsovT IT.) 
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Anctisr Tory Trinaformation, 


(It would seem that Mr. Chaplin, who the other day was inclined to give full ad- 
herence to Lord R. Churchill's “ forward” policy, is already in revolt, especially as 
regards the closure proposals. ] 
’TwAs but the other day we noted 

Chaplin's ‘* quick change ” screed, 
When he seemed so much devoted 

To the Churchill creed. 

‘vw the garb he donned so lately 

Chaplin seems to moult ; 
Now he wars ’gainst Randolph greatly — 

Chaplin’s in revolt ! 


Chiefly ’tis concerning Closure 
Chaplin’s up in arms ; 

This he thinks demands exposure, 
Tories it alarms. 

He would seem to think his leader 
Quite an untamed colt ; 

Therefore (do not weep, O reader !)— 
Chaplin’s in revolt ! 


Reckless Randolph ! pause, and quickly, 
In your wild career, 

Lest more rebels rise up thickly 
Your new “ pitch to queer. 

Why from Tories slow and steady 
Madly do you bolt? 

Pause in time; for, lo! already 
iS in revolt ! 


ae ee 


AN elderly married woman ieee with a young man lodger the other 
lay i in the north of Scotland. On decamping, the loving pair took a 
large quantity of household goods with them. The injured Benedict 
yave chase, and came up with the runaways. While he was anxiously 
looking over his furniture, to see whether it had got damaged during 
the jaunt, the delinquent couple watched their opportunity and gave him 
the slip. He edel, **They hae stealed awa’ once mair. Phey hae 
nother of Scooted! But as I’ve got the warldly gear, I'll just ¢g 
hame and hae a haggis for supper!” And, like a wise Scot, he di. 











THE LONDON PARTICULARS. 


We've had bad weather. Well, supposing we have, I don’t care in 
the least. As if the only bad weather in the world was in London, 
Bosh !—I say, bosh! Don’t tell me that the weather’s any better any- 
where else. In London you make up your mind to have bad weather, 
and you get it. Then why sing out about it, I say. Some idiots are 
always saying the only thing to do is to go somewhere on the South 
Coast. I fancy myself going down to Brighton. What for, I should 
like to know? I dont always want to be going into the Grand to 
drink dry sherry, and I ain’t going to pass the best part of my time in 
the Bodega. And what else do you want to go to Brighton for to get 
out of the way of the bad weather. I can drink sherry in London just 
as well as I can at Brighton. I might take some hot sea-baths at Brill’s 
and pull myself together. Well, as far as I know, I don’t know that I 
want to be pulled together. I can keep myself to myself as well as 
most people. Confound Brighton, I say ! And I mean it, too, including 
the Old Ship, Brill’s, Edmund Yates’, the Shelters, and the Pavilion ! 
Well, I mig t go to Eastbourne, might I. At anyrate, I don’t mean 
to go to Eastbourne. People at my time of life, if they’ve got a grain 
of sense left, won’t try to amuse themselves with clambering up Beachy 
Head. 

It rained on Lord Mayor’s Day. Did it? And a good job too. Who 
wanted it to be fine? I’m sure I didn’t for one. All those chuckle- 
headed cars too. What on earth dol care about Canada? I’ve got a 
nephew somewhere or the other out Winnipeg way, and what on earth 
is the use of him to me? All that he does is to write and say every now 
and then that timber has ‘‘gone down,” and that he wants to borrow 
something. That’s all I know about Canada, and that’s a great deal 
too much too, I think. Australia too? Bah! It’s only a place for 
defaulters to bolt to. As I’m not a defaulter, I don’t see anything to 
be amused at in it. I wish one’s relations would emigrate to somewhere 
where you'd never hear of ’em again. Why don’t they go to the 
‘** Fuego,” or somewhere or the other where there are plenty of canni- 
bals, and that they could get themselves eaten up, and you never be 
bored with hearing of them again ? They won’t do that, you bet. Poor 
relations write to you and say they’ll have to blow their brains out if you 
don’t send them so much. But they never do blow their brains out. 
That’s their beastly selfishness, I say. Bah! DIOGENES TORRS, 








A BAND of patriotic Germans have resolved to drink no more cham- 
pagne until the French cease hurling abuse at Prince Bismarck. The 
Iron Chancellor is far above such petty feeling, however, and continues 
to mix Clicguot and Perrier-Jouet with tankards of Bavarian beer with 
the same grand immobility as heretofore. 











AN INNOCENT LITTLE PEASANT. 


Tourist.—‘* Can I get to the ‘ Red le’ this way, boy ?” 

Small Native. — Straight oop the hill, and you'll see th’ ‘ Eagle’ 
on soiga, beak and all, plain as the nose on your face ; and noigh the 
same colour, too,’ 

Tourist.—*‘T ll give you a clip over the ear, you cheeky young 
brute!” 

Small Native.—‘* Do ’ee, Sir, if you please! Feyther’s the Con- 
stable down here, and he ain’t had a chance of locking any one up for 
’sault this four months. Hit away!” [ The tourist meanders on. 
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EKNIOKNAOKS, 


A pocTorR, who keeps a private mad-house, states that a male patient, 
sixty-five years of age, suddenly acquired a propensity to steal the silver 
spoons and forks at dinner. De- 
termined, if possible, to conquer 
this propensity, the doctor, on one 
occasion, when dining with his 
patient in a numerous company of 
visitors, detected him in the act of 
stealing a spoon, and publicly ex- 
posed him at the table, thinking 
to cure him of his habit. But the 
kleptomaniac turned the table on 
the medico, by insisting on the 
worthy doctor’s pockets being 
searched. Investigation proved 
that the physician’s coat-tails con- 
tained a sauce-ladle, two fish- 
forks, three salt-spoons, and an 
oil-cruet, with the stopper out, 
placed there, of course, by the 
deft daft one. Klepto got the 
laugh, but was very severely blis- 
tered afterwards, you bet! 





A BIBULOUS tailor has recently 
been fined and ordered to pay costs for wantonly clipping the dresses 
of four young women with a pair of shears. He stated that he merely 
wished to improve the cut of their garments by cutting off the ‘‘ im- 
provers. 


A RUSSIAN actor thought fit to commit suicide in his dressing-room 
recently. The other performers seemed unmoved by the event. Another 
actor was quickly procured to play the deceased’s part, and at the close 
of the performance the manager came forward and politely apologised 
for M. P ski’s absence, on the score of his having been ‘‘rude 
enough to have killed himself.” 





A’ a late fire in London a prudent old lady opened an attic window 
of a house which appeared to be in danger, and having called out to the 
seething mass below, ‘‘Stand clear, sonnies!” threw a considerable 
quantity of earthenware on the pavement beneath, every article of 
course being dashed to a thousand pieces, with the exception of one 
basin, which struck a fireman on the helmet, and fitted round his head 
like animbus. It isn’t often one hears hearty roars of laughter at a fire, 
but on this occasion mirthful sounds went up that literally drowned the 
noise of the engines 


‘‘SHURE, yer honour,” exclaimed an Irish witness—‘‘share, yer 
honour, I know the prisoner at the bar parfectly well; and the letter 
produced in Court is the self-same I resaved from him. Undoubtedly it’s 
in his own hand-writing, but at the same toime, begorra! I’d rayther 
not s4ear to it, niver having seen his hand-writing before.” The prisoner 
was charged with arson. ‘The jury thought fit to bring him in guilty of 
petty larceny with extenuating circumstances, 





Ir is said that a sea serpent has been captured off Cape Cod. 
According to one account, this monstrous creature measured forty-five 
feet long and twenty feet round, and was discovered near the shore. 
The strange denizen of the deep had the appearance of a huge log 
floating. Rifle bullets were fired into him without effect; he merely 
continued playfully flouncing about. At last a shell was fired at him. 
This seemed to disturb his equanimity a little, and he turned tail, as if 
wishing to avoid another salute of shrapnel, but, owing to the shallow- 
ness of the water, was unable to get off. At last he was harpooned. 
On being opened, it was found that he had no heart, but a very enlarged 
liver, which produced five barrels of oil. His lower chest contained, 
among other items, a toast-rack, a spitoon, a tin of voice lozenges, two 
bottles of benzine, a semi-digested copy of Martin Tupper’s ‘‘ Pro- 
verbial Philosophy,” and a bassinette. His throat was capacious enough 
to pass a heavy dragoon, and his leaden-coloured skin hard enough for 
the fishermen to sharpen their knives on, 


ANDREW CARNEGIE, the Scotch-American millionaire, is building a 
nice little country house, which will cost 1,000,000 dollars or so. e 
walls are to be built of mossy rock, and are not to show in any place a 
single mark of chisel or hammer. We don’t wonder at Andrew having 
a respect for moss ; he is one of the few rolling stones that have gathered 
a good deal from plants. 

Lorp Youn, in sentencing a prisoner recently, said, ‘‘I have 
never known a rogue who had much intelligence.” Strange that so 
great a lawyer should have associated so little with his kind ! 











TEMPORARY SOLACE. 


Fohnnie,—‘** What 'oo crying for, Tommie?” 

Tommie.—*’Cause ’oo got farving, and I ain’t. B-o-o-oh!’ 

Fohnnie.—** Never mind, Tommie, don’t ’oo c’y. I'll give ’o0o my 
farving. Dere!” (Zommie pockets farthing, amd dries his tears.) 

Fohnnie (after a pause).—** Here, I say, Tommie, I want my 
farving back,” 

Tommie.—‘* What for?” 

Fohnnie. ’Cause ’oo don’ want it now—’oo done c’ying.” 








A Tea-dious Meal, 


{‘* Society " is alarmed lest the five o'clock tea should become a “‘ substantial meal,” 
and it already shudders at the bare idea of butter, biscuits, cake, and buns being 
added tu the tea.) 

THERE seems to be dread lest the five o’clock tea 
To a sort of substantial meal should soon grow ; 

And some who considered as high class would be, 
Regard such arrangements as scarce comme il faut, 


This plan, they declare, wouldn’t suit to a ‘*t”— 
E’en butter and biscuits they deem a mistake ; 

And buns, they opine, too a-bun-dant would be, 
Nor would they see ladies all taking the cake, 


So lest five o’clock tea in the future should be 
Increased to a meal—a most terrible fate !|— 
Society votaries seem to agree 
That the fate of this meal they'll a-meal-iorate. 


Long, Longer, Longest. 
{The Italian, Succi, who recently fasted thirty days, has found a rival, also an 
Italian, who has undertaken to subsist for fifty days solely upon filtered water.) 
To fast for thirty days—pooh ! what’s the feat 
Which Succi or Merlatti do with pain? 
Each day a million beings cease to eat 
And never swallow bit or sup again. 





A Regular Peall-er. 
PRALL’s break of 2,413 is unprecedented in the history of billiards. 
Anyone who should venture to ap-Peall against this record might be 
id to emulate the task of piling Peall-ion upon Ossa. 
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NOW READY. PRICK TWOPENCE. 


—————— ———— 


FUN ALMANAC FOR 1887. 


FULL OF PICTURES BY THE BEST COMIC ARTISTS. 
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Now that the columas of 


the 
best of this series will be—1st. That 


THE LATEST MANIA. 


daily newspapers are filled with advertisements of “‘ Prize Competitions,” Fun thin s it time to offer something of the same sort to his 


no entrance fee is necessary. 


2nd. That prizes of fabulous amount may be anticipated, es there is no harm in 


That the time for sending in replies is unlimited, as no adjudication will ever take place. Now, then, for the things for which prizes will not be 
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For the nearest guess as to the age of Major Oldbuck and 
iss Arabella Flutterflirt. 


For the nearest guess as to the contents of 


these cans, and of the viands in the shop 


window. 


For the most correct definition of what this 
gentleman thinks he is dancing, and what the 
lady thinks too. 
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For the best explanation of the utility, advantage, 
or ornament of the articles which this young lady is 


admiring. 


matter of dog-muzzling. 


For the suggestion of some middle course in the 


For the nearest prophecy as tothe date when 
pe fad of the public will goto join these 
g Ss. 








Or “‘ flickering embers 
This is a common phrase, indeed, 
As you may all remember ; 
But, lo! ome ember you may bet 
For several days will flicker yet— 
That ember is Nov-ember. 


THERE is no doubt that the higher sort of the 
lyrical drama is not as bad as it is painted : it 
is often called bold and brazen. 


Nov-el. 


” 
0 





ft we read, 


is it spoken of as opeta co-meck ? 


Why, then, 


Just Out, Price 1s.; post-free, 1s. 2d. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR 1887. 





| PRESS NOTICES. 


** One of the wittiest and most interesting of its class. 


| The pictures are plentiful and of quite exceptional 


merit." —A/lorning Post. 


|  ‘*Replete with amusing reading and playful pictures, 
this excellent shiliing’s-worth is not behind any of its 


predecessors.” —Sookseller. 


loving portion of readers." —X eynolds. 
‘* A brave show for a shilling.” — Fudy. 


Pee Well calculated to suit the tastes of the laughter- | 


*** Hood's Comic Annual,’ with its funny anecdoti: 
*‘ Bismarck in London,’ by George RK. Sims and its smar’ 
literary and artistic contributions may be safely recom 
mended as the very best of travelling companions; fal! 


of fun and rich with drollery.’"— Penny Jilustrated. 


** Since it was launched—some 19 years ago—it has 


seen many comic annuals come and go, but the genuine 
character of the wit and humour of ‘ Hoon's’ has alway s 


maintained it in the estimation of the reading public.” — 
Liverpool Mercury. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS, 


THe CRITERION.— lar frequenters of this house—or those who 
were wont to be regular frequenters—must begin to wonder when they 





Tue Criterion.—C'est La Moore, 1A Moore, ta Moore—a sa 
GARRICK-ATURE. 


are to get back to the genuine farcical comedy of their affections. We've 
had old comedy, otherwise Wi/d Oats, for along time, and looked upon a 
good deal of it as pantomime, and now we have modern comedy, other- 
wise David Garrick, and look upon a good deal of that as pantomime, 
too. Flashes there are here and there of the dear old farcical style, but 
only enough to make us look and long. 


I SHOULD think David Garrick will *‘ catch on,” though. Mr. Chas. 
Wyndham, without getting to all the possible depths of the character, 
plays far more completely than he has done for many times. His “little 
Davy” (who seems to be about five feet ten or six feet, by-the-way) is 
full of geniality, humour, and earnestness when required. The very 
difficult second act (difficult because of its ultra-pantomimic incidents 
and its length, as well as by reason of its subtleties of emotion) was very 
cleverly done. The way the hero flung muffins at a portly gentleman 
who confessed to a taste for them was exhilarating in itself, and only to 
be equalled by the way in which he tilted at an elderly young lady till 
her wig came off, 


Mr. DAvip JAMES was a good sort of Simon Ingot, but he was 
scarcely all we dreamed of—a little more acting and not quite so much 
taking it for granted, would improve matters. Mr, James gave one the 
idea of not knowing his part, and so obliged to give his undivided 
attention thercto, to the ‘‘ tamifying’’ of the character. 


Tue Squire Chivey, of Mr. George Giddens, is the most consistent 
and ‘frounded” part of the lot. Mr, Blakeley smirked and cocked his 
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Tue Crirenion.—A MoTHER OF MORE THAN Su\ en 


eyes as usual, and raised the usual roars of laughter. Miss Mary Moore 
is a very pretty, dainty, and refined Ada, but there is not altogether the 








roper estion of the character, the romantic side of it. Miss Emily 
Miller works hard to be funny and succeeds more or less. Miss Ffolliott 
Paget looks as beautiful and buxom as anyone can desire, 


THe Lyceum.—The new scene in Faust is no doubt a valuable 
addition to the interest of the work, and certainly has a value, in convey- 
ing an idea of what a witches’ kitchen really is like. There’s somethi 
comical and grotesque, to my mind, about the monkeys (he and she), 
the cat-ape, and the bedraggled and unkempt witch creature. But the 
scene is wonderfully well managed, and compels respect for that reason. 
It retards rather than assists the action, however ; and when all is said 
and done, consists simply in Mephistopheles standing Faust a drink, 
which doesn’t seem to agree with him; and there’s a picture of a 
lovely girl in a magic mirror, which many people suppose is intended 
to represent Marguerite (or Margaret, as they have it here) and others 
do not, for it isn’t a bit like her. 


THE Opera Comioue.—A/frer AZ), a little piece for three performers, 
originally produced here some years ago, now precedes Our Diva. The 
music is by Mr. Cellier, and is really very pretty in parts ; the rendering 
of the characters, however, does it scant justice, though it is well enough 
for a first piece. Our Diva, by-the-way, goes much better than it did. 
The comical operatic duet between Miss Clements and Mr, Celli, in 

articular, is sung in a much more burlesque style, and with plenty of 
Susloen, and now that Miss Clements has conquered the first night 
nervousness from which she suffered, she reveals qualities as an actress 
much in advance of what most of us gave her credit for. She may 


make a good actress yet; she is certainly a beautiful singer. 


THE ALHAMBRA.—The new ballet here, Drzsdina, is one of the most 
elaborate, as it is certainly one of the most charming and artistic, the 
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Alhambra ever produced—which is something in the matter of praise. 
Next week I hope to give a more detailed notice, appropriately illus- 
trated with * page” plates. Meantime, I may say that if the ‘‘ dish” of 
nursery lore looked half as ‘‘ fetching” as most of the crockery here 
displayed—and not an “fold crock” to be seen—the conduct of *‘ the 
spoon ’”’ in inducing it to *‘ run off” is explicable, if not excusable. I 
expect many a spoon in front will desire to emulate the nursery hero, 


THE Nove ty.—A pretty feeble and inartistic piece, called A Woman 
Outwitted, saw the light here last Tuesday evening for the first (and 
probably the last) time. It possesses no kind of merit, either of story, 
construction, dialogue, or characterisation, although, had it been strong 
in one of these points only, the others might have passed without serious 
objection. Mr. Harry Procter, an experienced acter, made the most of 
scant opportunities, and Mr. F. de Lara did some justice to a small part ; 
but for the rest, the best kindness is to say nothing about them. The 
performance certainly caused abundant amusement (though scarcely 
of a flattering kind) to a crowded and by no means unfriendly audience, 
the members of which had, in most instances, had their spirits raised by 
a preliminary skirmish for seats, which, by an excruciating managerial 
humour, had been allotted twice over. Preceding the drama, came a mis- 
cellaneous entertainment, which included a recitation from Master Dot, a 
lad of **six summers” (and a presumably equal number of springs, 
autumns, and winters), who was invidiously selected from the rest of the 
company for the purpose of announcing that he might require the 
prompter’s aid, NESTOR. 
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ON THE WAY TO A RACE-MEETING. 


Miss Tottie Montaitany.—‘* 1 SUPPOSE YOU ARE A GOOD JUDGE OF HORSE-FLESH, CAPTAIN JINKS?” 
Captain Finks. —‘*‘ Aw !—NO, Miss ToTTIE; I AssuRE yOu I NEVER EAT IT, EXCEPT WHEN I’M HARD-UP IN PARIS—WHICH ISN’T 


OFTEN !” 


























NEW LEAVES. 

**LADY BuURTON’s edition of her husband’s Arabian Nights’”—prepared 
for household reading by Justin Huntly McCarthy, M.P. Apart from 
the learning and labour so lavishly bestowed upon the original edition, 
and the careful eliminations in preparing this, there is ever a charm of 
seeming enchantment surrounding these wondrous stories, which age 
does not abate, nor time destroy—yet the truthfulness of this translation 
enriches and enhances them. Lady Burton deserves all praise and many 
thanks for putting her husband’s work before the public in the present 
pleasingly pure and elegant form, thus making it available to the many. 
—Applications for this work to be made to Lady Burton, at 23 Dorset 
Street, Portman Square, W., and to be marked outside, ‘* Lady Burton’s 
Edition.”—** A Sketch of the Career of Richard F. Burton,” drawn 
from the most reliable sources, gives an interesting account of the works 
and wanderings of this original genius and renowned traveller. All 
applications for the sketch to be made to H. B. Heath, 4 Clarence 
Villas, West Green Road, Tottenham. 

**The Works of Q. Horatius Flaccus,” translated by the Rev. J. C. 
Elgood (Wyman and Sons). The value of this translation will be best 
perceived by scholars, but no scholarship is needed to perceive the value 
of truisms taught two thousand years ago, which we still find falling 
trippingly from the tongue at the present day.—‘‘ Disease and Sin,” by 
a Medical Muser (same publishers). Happy are they who have no 
connection with either ; but the tie between them may happily be mused 
over here, where the connection is so ably, if not always convincingly 
traced by the ‘‘ Medical Muser.”—‘‘ Three Pretty Maids,” by Ernest 
Warren ; with fifty illustrations by Hal Ludlow (fFudy Office). Mr. 
Warren’s well-earned repute as a skilled story-teller, of which we have 
had so many proofs in these Round Table Annuals, is well ensampled 
in this most recent issue. The pages are enriched by a profuse display 
of Mr. Hal Ludlow’s talents as an illustrator. Hasten to make acquaint- 
ance with these ‘‘three pretty maids.”—‘‘ Hamilton’s Collection of 
Parodies.” Mr. H. announces that the next volume will be devoted to 
parodies of popular songs and ballads. It will be no mere sing-song 
affair, and will not go for a mere song. 








Thé Lady's Pictorial this year is not having a regulation Christmas 
Number, but one styled ‘‘Christmas Presents.” This has numerous 
special cuts, and pretty things in fun, fiction, and fashion; also a 
coloured portrait of the Lady Mayoress. Hanson is as handsome does 
in the Z. P. This number is a complete guide to Christmas shop- 
ping. So shop early and buy, buy. 

Of the Christmas Cards that are ‘‘ coming in,” Zhe Visette, from J. 
F, Bennet, shows a novel arrangement for inserting the sender’s visiting 
card. Of the excellence claimed for those sent by Wirth Brothers, we 
may say they’re as good, but not better than others. 








Men and Things. 


Ir is somewhat singular that although people like to be looked upon 
as possessing mous, yet they object strongly to a wrink/e. 

Although an equestrian may be very clever,'there are few of them who 
would be equal to the task of mounting an opera. 

After all, every branch of science and art is related with another. What 
is music, for instance, but a study of ‘‘ waits and measures ” ? 

It is not generally known that an artist on an illustrated paper would 
do well on the stage ; he knows Low to draw crowds. 

Sportsmen have been denounced as not being always desirable ac- 
quaintances. The angler, however, is always a gen¢/e-manly man. 

A person who misconducts himself in the theatre can be arrested as a 
disturber of the Jiece. 

Larking is not confined to human bei for we find the crow and 
the vulture are both accustomed to carrion (carry on). 

Railway porters, it they were disposed to send into the Academy, 
would be sure of being well placed—always on ¢he /ine. 

Dressmakers of a high and lofty nature are to be avoided: they are 
very frequently super-stiches. 

It is a singular fact that one becomes at times /ight-headed through 
drinking heavily. ; 

Some prima donnas, we are told, drink beer, others wines. Most 
soprani, we should imagine, go in for high screams. 
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Song for All and Sundry.: 


[A daily paper, commenting on a recent case, in which a laundrymaid was dismissed 
from her situation for persisting in singing at her work, opines that ‘‘a new terror” ts 
about to burst upon mankind, and that everybody will sing during the exercise of his 


or her occupation. ] 
Wuy not? Let everybody sing ! 
At least, let everyone endeavour ; 
Let melodies of all sorts ring 
Throughout each dwelling-place for ever ; 
Let servants, male and female, baw] ; 
Let their employers—gladness bringing— 
Indulge in song ; in short, let all 
Keep ever singing, singing, singing. 
Yea, let our housemaids, as they clean, 
Scrub gaily to a merry carol ; 
And let our lady’s maids, serene, 
Sing o’er their mistress’s apparel ; 
And let the cook, before the fire 
All woe and ‘‘ worrit” from her flinging, 
Join also in the tuneful quire,J «7 
And boil and roast, while singing, singing. 


And let the baker chant amain 

His ‘* dough, ray me,” down area railings ; 
Let dustmen shout a /for/e strain, 

Let milkmen all attune their wailings ; 
Let burglars warble soft and low, 

When they to other ‘‘ lays” are clinging; 
jut Bobby must be a//egro, 

And, in pursuit, keep singing, singing. 
Let playwrights, journalists, and clerks, 

Indulge in song while at their labours ; 
And pipe as gaily as the lark, 

Against their other singing neighbours ; 
So shall the world with joy be full, 

While song thus sets the welkin ringing ; 
But Fun will stuff his ears with wool, a. 

When all start singing, singing, singing. 
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MORE BATHOS. 


Tue British authorities have at length determined to take vigorous 
steps in the matter of the 
robbery and destruction of 
English fishing-nets by 
French and Belgian fisher- 
men, 

A large sum has been 
voted by the House of 
Commons for the purpose ; 
and all the British fleets 
have been withdrawn from 
foreign stations to cruise 
about in the North Sea 
after fisher-pirates. The 
strange part of it is that, 
in spite of all this, the 
French and Belgian fisher- 
men are sniggering, while 
the British taxpayers are 
grumbling at the expense. 

a . * * 

The combined Mediter- 
ranean and South Sea fleets have succeeded in capturing the Punazse, 
of Ostend, in the act of cutting British nets. The Government offices 
are all to be illuminated in triumph, and the Cabinet will hold a grand 
banquet of victory. Curiously enough, the French and Belgian fisher- 
men (including the crew of the /’«sazse), are still sniggering, while the 
British taxpayers are still grumbling at the expense. 

* . > . > 

Owing to objections on the part of the Belgian government, the crew 
of the Punaise are xof to be punished. On the contrary, they are each 
to be presented with a bag of British gold (from the Treasury), and sent 
away in a new boat built specially for them by the British Government, 
in place of their old Punaise, which was worn out. The new vessel is 
to be christened La Fazblesse D’ Angleterre. Perhaps the most inex- 
plicable part of the whole affair is, that the French and Belgian fisher- 
men and people—and, in fact, everybody but the British—are sniggering 
violently, while the British taxpayers are positively sweariog ! 














Arris Coo,—Turtle doves disagreeing immediately after returning 
from their honeymoon. 


























NOT THE HAPPIEST WAY OF PUTTING IT. 


Uncle Fack (from whom Bob has expectations ),—‘* Very enjoyable, 
Bob. Wish I didn’t live so far away, so that I could have the plea- 
sure of dropping in to have a snack with you and Mary oftener,” 

Bob,—** Quite so. But then, my dear Uncle, the less frequent your 
visits are the more we appreciate them.” 





“Wales” and the Workmen. 
(By OuR OWN BRITISH WORKMAN.) 


My! what a honour, Misses, 
Our class has lately had, 
Wreal good notion this is, 
And oughter make us glad. 
I really feel delighted 
That workmen, hard as nails, 
Was recently invited 
To pick a bit with ‘‘ Wales,” 








They went to thank ’Is ’Ighness 
For that Colindian plan, 

In which he showed such “ flyness,”’ 
And helped the workin’ man. 

His Royal Nibs then grubbed ’em 
With joints and wines and ales, 

And pleasant names he dubbed ’em— 
Quite haffable was ‘*‘ Wales.’’ 


And then says Bert, ‘‘ Don’t toddle 
Afore my crib you’ve seen.” 
His beeaviour was a moddle, 
And made ’em feel serene. 
Then back they come delighted 
(In the best *‘ saloons ” on rails) 
From having been invited 
To the country ’ouse of ** Wales.’ 


? 


THE editor of an American journal recently made the following 
apology for the non-appearance of his paper on the regular day of pub- 
lication, as follows :—‘‘ This rag is a trifle late in coming out this week, 
that’s a fact. The plain reason is, my dear wife said, ‘ Ebenezer, guess 
you must stay at home and take care of the children while I go to a tea- 
meeting and pray forthe heathen!’ Being a peace-loving sort of a man, 
and not possessing a skin impervious to the application of broom-handles, 
darning-needles, flat-irons, and frying-pans, I did as I was bid, which 
is the only apology I have to make. So mote it be!’ 


More Americanisms. 

A YANKEE paper says :—‘* Blind Man’s Buff—Adolphus wished to 
know why this popular game is so called. Our explanation may seem 
a little off colour, but we will venture to assert that it is on account of 
there being so much yell—oh !—connected with the game.” 

We are far from a green with this. ’Od draddit it ! 
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INFORMATION WANTED. 












































Tis hard on the hubby in case of strife ; 

But when he selects a partner for life, 

A little man always gets a big wife— 
I'd very much like to know why! 


Whenever you chance the streets to tramp 

‘Tis sure to be fine if you take your gamp ; 

But, if you don’t, you're bound to get damp— 
Can anyone tell me why? 


Now, isn't it odd that of lovers two 

The damsel discards the young one true, 

Taking him who is old and ugly too— 
Will the dear little duck say why? 
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Once from the Colonies slaughtered sheep 

Were frozen and sent home over the deep, 

The mutton was good and likewise cheap ; 
But you don't see it now—and why? 


The cat takes my coals and candles, I see,' 


My collars and shirts, my whisky and tea. 
She takes them, no doubt. I believe Mrs. P. 
But I shoud like to find out-—Why ? 
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The British Workman’s Rights, 


** Look here!” the British workman says, 
** T’ve got no work to do; 

An’ that’s a pretty bloomin’ state 
O’ things / think ; don’t you? 

** An’ if I’ve got no work to do, 
O’ course I’m wantin’ bread !”’ 

** And wanting beer especially,’’ 
I venturesomely said. 

** Ves !—that’s the bloomin’ pass to which 
The British workman’s got ; 

He can’t get work enough to do 
To buy a bloomin’ pot!” 


I mildly asked him how he thought 
All this had come to pass : 

** How?” cried the British workman; ‘‘ how ?— 
Because I’ve been an ass !”’ 


I murmured deprecatingly, 
‘* That surely could not be ; 
Besides, he’d been so well advised — 
As any one could see.” 


** Look here!” he says, ‘‘ the only men, 
Of all the bloomin’ flock, 

As knows what is a workman’s rights, 
Is in the bloomin’ dock ! 


| 
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** Tf I’d a-done what they advised, 
As plain as words could tell, 
Should I be thustin’ here?” I said— 
** No—in the dock as well,” 


I gently hinted he was prone 
To quit the work he’d got ; 

He storm’d at masters, and desir’d 
To ‘‘smash the bloomin’ lot !”’ 


I whispered ‘*‘ Competition,” and 
He almost shrieked with rage 
Against-all ‘‘ bloomin’ foreigners ” 

Who work for lower wage. 


‘* It’s them, the bloomin’ pigs, that fills 
Our markets with their trash,” 

I said this trash was largely bought 
With British workmen’s cash. 


‘* And then,” I said, *‘ since it appear’d 
That ‘trash’ was in demand, 

Why couldn’t Ae——” He fairly yell’d, 
‘+ He’d rather be thrice—darn‘d ! 


‘* He’d rather beg, he’d rather starve— 
Yes, go without his beer— 

Than turn his bloomin’ hands to make 
A thing that wasn’t dear!” 


Ages ago he d an ancestor great, 

So this young man has the luck to rate 

As teer of the Realm and a Pillar of State. 
In the name of great goodness— Why ? 








I faintly argued, ‘‘ But if all 
The buying-world conspire 

To do without you?”’ ‘‘ Then,” he yell’d, 
** T’ll set the world on fire !”’ 


A Dish of Matrimony. 


Loves of the year before last, 
Where are the sweets of your kisses ? 
Sunk in the sea of the past, 
Lost in forgotten abysses. 
Where are the loves of last year? 
Gone, with its dinners and dances, 
Fled, like the froth of its beer, 
Sunk, like its melted finances, 


Wisdom will teach us that life 
Grows out of love into money ; 
Only is fit for a wife, 
She who is goldenly sunny. 
Mustard and pepper, you'll see, 
Marriage, of ghting no stint in it ; 
Good pea(ce) soup only ‘twill be 
If you put plenty of min¢ in it, 





Tue temper ot artists is not to be ruffled, 
As a rule they take things casey. 













































STRICT LEGALITY. (See a Recent Case.) 
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Our Artist had a distress ia. He had only a pencil-stump to distrain on, and 
that could not (being a trade tool) be seiz’d ‘‘ while in actual use.” He sat upon 
a pile of half-crowns and sand wiches—loose money and perishables being among 
the things abso) tely protected from seizure by the Act. What the Bailiff want: dc w 
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The persevering Bailiff tickled his nose: he sneezed : but he still kept an eye 
on the pencil-s ump, and worked away. 





that pencil-stum >; but our Artist ke>t it in actual use on his thumb-nail. 
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‘The Bailiff bour ded in with a sudden ‘‘ Bo!” But our Artist only jumped: he did not drcp bis pencil, nor take that eye off his work. 
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The Bailiff subpoenaed a friendly flea. Our Artist suffered, but in his direst 
agony his hand was never diverted from its task. 
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But at length the Bailiff laid a deep plot. Attracting the attention of one eye 


of his victim, he had bribed a fly to settle on the other at the same moment. . 


The magistrate ruled that a pencil could not be in actual use during the moment 
while that eye was closed. It does not do to be lax in the interpretation of the law. 
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THE DUKE AND THE DIVER. 


7” [‘‘The Duke of Edinburgh has represented to the Admiralty that divers are much overpaid for the work which they perform, and an inquiry 
nto the rate of their remuneration has been ordered.” —Zruth.] 


Diver.—* WHAT! YER R’YAL ’IGHNESS, DO YOU WANT MY ONE-AND-SIX, TOO?’ 
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SHORT DIALOGUES for the IRRESPONSIBLE. 


inlaoee in ches armas 


Stem of News.} 


the crowd of sightseers were seized with panic, those with 
the most intense terror and apprehension. — familiar 


L—So Desgrvinc or Pity! 


TUDENT OF Nature, Let 
me see, ma’am ; there is to 
be a demonstration of the 
Socialists in Trafalgar 
Square to-day, and there 
is likely to be a row, and 

there may a riot. 
&. oP pameces advisable 

eegene Deiat 88 
Of Nervous persons Id 
abstain from going, and-——— 
May I ask what you are 
patting on your bonnet 


INTELLIGENT FEMALE. 
Oh !—why—I think I 
should like to go to Tra- 
falgar Square and get in the 
crowd. 

St. or N. Dear me! 
si you have some pressing reason which necessitates your being 
there ? 

% Fem. Oh, dear, no! I have a fancy to go, and get in the 
crush. 

St. oF N, Dear me! Then you are, of course, a person of great 
mental and physical robustness, and have no fear of a crush? 

Int. Fem. Me? Bless you, I’m fearfully nervous! I go into 
hysterics at the slightest thing. And then, you see, any excitement is 
very bad for me; while I’m so and weak that the lightest touch 
seems as if it would break all my bones. If there is one thing that 
terrifies me more than another, it is a crowd. 

St. or N. Dear me? Then what might be your object in going ? 

Int. Fam. To scream. I shall take the babytoo. It is a puny, 
delicate little thing, needing the utmost care to keep it alive; and, as I 





am very fond of it, I purpose to take it into the midst of the crowd with 
me, is will give a further pretext for screaming and going into 
hysterics. 


II.—** Sounp AND Fury SIGNIFYING NoruHInc.” 


UnpeR SHERIFF. You say this case rests chiefly on the evidence of 
the medical man? Where is the medical man? 

Somesopy. He refuses to attend unless he receives a fee of twenty- 
five guineas. 

Unp, S, What? He is bound toattend! It istime that professional 
copes learned that they are dound—I repeat BOUND—to attend ! 

ll teach em—the Law’ll teach "em—we'll tickle ’em up—we'll let ’em 
know! Just you tell the medical man ¢ha/. 

Som. If you please, I’ve told him; but he says he’ll see you and the 
La ed A we he attends. 

Unb. 5. What? How? It is time he knew that the court will not 
put up with this sort of thing—that the Law is determined to, &c., &c. 

Som. He says he “‘ doesn’t care a jigger.” 

Unb. S. Oh, very well! Then my only course is to—a—let him go 
scot-free, and thus show him how impotent I can make the Law. But 
let him mark my words! The next time he offends in this way, I'll be 
hanged if I won’t, &c., &c. (The medical gentleman offends again the 
next day ; and the Under Sheriff (or Pudge, or Magtstrate, or whoever 
he may happen to be), doesn't, Sc., Sc. Not a bit of it, He simply 
lets him off again, and ad infinitum. ) 

III.—More Sound AND Fury. 


CHAIRMAN OF J. P.s. This is a most atrocious case! A father and 
mother criminally send out their child, suffering from scarlet fever, by 
train and to school, to spread the disease among the community. It is 
worse than criminal! I have no words to express my-——— 

x: Orner J. P.s. No more have we! It is absolutely—it is worse 
t ——— 

Cu. The public must be protected against this sort of thing. 
you kindly join me in shouting that as loud as possible ? 

Tue O. J.P.s. Now—one, two, three—Tue Pusiic Must Be Pro- 
TECTED AGAINST THIS SorRT OF THING! 

Cu. And to this end I shall discharge the defendants, instead of com- 
mitting them for trial, and giving them a chance of the twenty years’ 
penal servitude they are entitled to. (The criminals go home and repeat 
the offence ad /id.) 


Will 








A BREWE&, “‘ caught on the hop,” has been fined £20 for doing the 
Inland Revenue out of 6s, His bitter cup is filled up to overflowing by 
this harsh treatment. 











They Say. 


A daily paper says there is “a mania now-a-days for ing the smal’est details 
ees Gate detains Gan, ont achatp tose wbatiets are true or not.”] 


My dearest Sophia, in your muddy village, 
Where the yokels’ and rustics’ sole talk 

Is of pigs, and potatoes, and ploughing, and tillage, 
And every day, when you walk, 

You pass the same trees, and you see the same faces, 
Until you must feel mad, my dear, 

And ready to—what’s it ?—kick over the traces, 
And learn what the world’s doing here. 


And so, my dear , I'll tell you a few things 
On dit of the great Upper Ten ; 
You know, love, that sAey never can say or do things 
But it’s told by some chronicler’s pen. — 

Now, what would you say if I told you ‘tis rumoured 
Lord Barefield’s in love with Ais cook ?— 

That Lady Cosmetique is not #00 good-humoured, 
And a coryphée’s captured the ** Dook ?’ 


I’m told—and it’s true, there is not the east doubt, dear— 
That Sir William reads novels in bed ; 

The Marquis of X. has a touch of the gout, dear, 
And has dropped port--takes claret mstead. 

’Tis whispered a certain i//ustrious person 
Is learning to play the guitar, 

While, you know who, all say is now playing worse on 
The fiddle than ever by far. 


And—would you believe it ?—old G. flung a bottle 
Of wine at his butler last night ; 
While Baron de Bosh, they say, threatened to throttle 
His son when he came home—er—#ight ! 
And—but, dearest Sophy, the list is unending 
Of stories about the don ton— 
But, dear, very soon further news I'll be sending 
Of what is told by 4 grand “‘ On!” 








BEAUTIES OF SHAKESPEARE. 


Boriesovep sy Our BACCHANALIAN ARTIST—WELL ON THE 
Boom, 
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“You ARE TOO HARD FOR ME.”—dLove’s Labour's Lost, 
Act f1., Scene t. 
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The Duke and the Diver. 
(Sze Cartoon). 
THAT the poor divers of the Fleet, whose 
gains 
Are reaped where hardships teem, and danger 
Should well be compensated for their pains, 
Aad whit coguet cotniies 
Get, in addition to their rglar pay, 
Some eighteenpence per _ 


day, 
One extra copper. 


But in the Duke of Edinboro’s mind, 

Which seems to strict economy inclined, 

Such largess to the divers does not find 
Justification ; 

Although he never thinks his own big “‘ screw” 

One farthing more than is his rightful due, 

Or hints that it should be subjected to 
Abbreviation. 


’ 





ides, per 





The causes of some facts aren’t always clear ; 
And what on one occasion may appear 
A natural effect, looks rather queer 
At other seasons ; 
Why ducklings dip their head beneath the 
wave 
We know—not why the Duke should thus 
behave : 
The divers’ pay he cannot want to save, 
For divers’ reasons, 





Ir their iz one thing moar plezzent than 
anuther it iz feeling ekwal tew the wurk set 
befoar yew. —O. E. Potts. 


SPORTING NOTE, BY ONE THAT KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT. 
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ADDITIONAL ARRIVALS. 








THE EVERY DAY DIARY, 


10 -0.—Wike up. Feel awful. Is my head going round? Is the 
bed going round? Is 

yee ae * the room going 

round? i 
must be turning round. 
Where was I last 

_ night? Can't think. 
Couldn’t, if I wanted 
to. I'll have an end 

- to this sort of busi- 


me! 


How 


me, don’t 
There’s 
grinder playing a 
Caroline Lowthian in 
the street below. 
Why don’t they hang 
‘em? Hang ‘em all 
up, I say. That in- 
fernal waltz will go 





sently, Why is it 
you can never get 
a good grilled bone 


will, if I die for it. 

2 P.M.—Forget that I wasa City fellow. Guvnor made mea City 

fellow. Said I should look about me. I don’t want to look about me. 

I hate the beastly business. Will I havea hansom? Yes. 

3 P.M.—Just looked in at Capel Court. Young Johnson, beastly 

cad! Was with me at Magdalen. Go with him to Birch’s. 

glasses of punch. Feel a bit better. Got to drop in at Fitzfaddle’s. 

4 P.M,.—Just looked in at the Polyphemus. ad two games and a 

curagoa. Jack Orridge told me a yarn about Fred Archer setting a 
up in an apple stall. Wish somebody would set me up in an 

apple stall. Prefer it to Capel Court, anyhow. 

4.30 P.M.—Chaffed girl in shop by Cri. about button-hole. Wanted 





Something | 


ness. No more for | 
| we? 

12.—Got up. How | 
I got up, don't know. | 
ellows do get | 
up when they’re like | 
know. | 
an organ- | 


| want any more in here. 


off in my head pre- | 


in a Mount Street lodging shop? I’ll change these rooms of mine. I | 


Two | 





Only cads have stephanotis and violets and 


me to have stephanotis. 
Know my way about 


brown leaves. Ain't quite such a fool as all that. 
a bit. I had white heather. 

5.20 P.M.—Sitting in that confounded Fitzfaddle’s a 
drinking hot tea. My head nearly fit to split all the while. Girl in 
plush will bore me with talking about Chopin. Am I fond of music? 
Of course Iam. I've never missed one of Arthur Roberts’ benefits yet. 

8.30 p.M.—Never turned up near my people. Jack Orridge and I 
Café Royaled it. Two bottles of Volnay, a magnum, and the rest just 
made us all comfortable. 

11 P.M.—Why don’t they make these gates at the Aquarium wider? 

12.30 A.M.—Good-bye, old chappie. Had a high old time, haven't 
You can open the door, X 22. Jolly day. Good-bye, old—. 
Light the candle with your lantern, X 22. Good—good——. 





Two More Acts from the Life Drama of Penelope 
Poltwattle. 
Act I. 
Scene—Ludeate Station, Time—Midnight?, 
just starting. Mrs. P. gets into a carriage with 
therein. Somebody else tries to enter, 
PaNneLopE (fo lady who is sitting near door), Hold the door ; we don’ 


Last train fer Dulwich 
only three other: 


WovULD-BE PASSENGER. Oh, do let me in! [But they don’t, 

PEN. (as train glides away, speaking from window), You should have 

come earlier. [Aesult— Loss of train to W. B. P. 
CURTAIN. 


Act I, 

Scene and Time as in Act /., except that Mrs, P. is the Would-be Pa 
senger this time, and is kept out by those within the only carriage in 
her reach. 

Pan. Oh, do let me in! [But they don’t. 
Pen. (as train glides away). What selfish things they are in that 
iage ! 
PERSON IN CARRIAGE (fo P. P., as the train is disappearing from 
station). You should have come earlier ! 
Pen. Agony! It’s the woman / wouldn't let in last night. — 
[ Resuli—Same as in Act 1. 
CURTAIN. 
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THE AGE OF REALISM. 
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new play. 


Mr. Quicksilver hits upon an idea fora As the plot turns upon certain legal complications, he takes 


Counsel's opinion.” 


Then goes in for cultivating the lowest Society, witha 
view to studying character from life. 
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months,” in order to get materia! for his 
prison scene. 


Gets himcelf “ lagged,” and dces " six Goes in for a little practical experience in love-making. 


co 





etd 





And sets a couple of artists to work to make sketches 


for his scenery. 
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exaggerations, his sentiment affected, and his law defective. 





Leaving the critics to assert 
that his types of character were 
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A ScorcHMAN was throwing the hammer (twenty pounds weight) | 
the other day, when he lost his balance and hurled it among the spec- 
tators. In the course of its flight it came in contact with the head of a 
stout joskin, and felled him to the earth as if he'd been struck by light- 
ning. ‘‘There’s a man killed!” was shouted by fifty witnesses; but 
did not depart for /erra incognita; on the contrary, he 


jum to his feet, rubbed his cranium, laughed joyously, and said, 
| “ Hoot, awa, Jock! the next time ye try to hit a flea on the starboard 
side o’ me lug, fling straight, ye fause loon !” 





THE moast plezzent task a krittik ken bev iz tew hev tew express his 
approbation of a good thing.—O. E. Potts. 
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ae pi several DIVORCE IN GENERAL, 
SHORT while back, a good-looking, stalwart young farmer, had, by Girt got the divorce after all. Well, did she? A good thing, too. 
the depression of the times, become in arrear for his rent ; so his land- | If I my way, I'd have every i a ‘iw taken to the Dtvored 
lord sent for him, expostulated with him on Court, and have them held down till they had heard a dozen cases, 


the subject, and hinted to him that, with 
his handsome face and manly figure, he might 
easily obtain a wife among some of his richer 
neighbours, that would soon enable him to 
pay up, and place him in better circum- 
stances in the world, The young farmer 
listened respectfully to the advice, looked 
thoughtful as a pelican, and departed. In 
a few days he returned, and told his land- 
lord that he had been seriously pondering 
over their last conversation, and would fol- 
low his most excellent counsel. At this 
interview, the prettiest daughter of the 
wealthy landlord was present. A short time 
afterwards, it was discovered that the young 
farmer had effectually taken his landlerd’s 
hint, and, by an elopement, had become 
the dutiful son-in-law of the gentleman who 
had bestowed upon him the sage: advice. 
Cute boy! And, what’s more, the prettiest 
daughter of the wealthy landlord has persuaded pa to forgive them both, 
Clever girl ! 





A STOUT, bouncing woman attended before a magistrate a few days 
ago, and gave a brief account of her matrimonial misery. ‘‘ My name's 
Betsy Grummit, yer washup,” she commenced, ‘‘and there’s truth in 
the hold provub as ses, ‘ There is more people married than keeps good 
‘ouses ;’ the wich some twenty-five years ago I was a fine, sprightly 
gal, and noomerous was the loviers I refused, until one fatal day a 
trooper hin the Lancers, ‘came, saw, and conquered.’ But! yer 
washup, I soon found out that a soldier’s wife gets as little of his pay as 
his company, soI leaves and sets up for myself. I discardured him ! 
I throwed him horf! He then laid down his milingtary rank, yer 
washup, and takes up with the cats’-meat line, and tries to get me 
back. ‘No,’ ses I, ‘the smell of soap-suds I can endoore, but the Rutewe 
of cats’ meat I will never abide.’ Well, yer washup, last Saturday I 
was surprised by a visit from him, and I ses, ‘ You low reskel, what do 
you want?’ A haltercation ensooed, doorin’ wich he gives me the fine 
pair of black eyes I persents before you, and please, yer washup, wot I 
wants is a divorce—a dekree nicey!” And didn’t she give that magis- 
trate a bit of her mind, when he politely said he wouldn’t oblige her 
with a ‘*dekree nicey.” 


THE Japs are going in thoroughly for European music. At a concert 
given at Tokio recently, before the Emperor and Empress of Japan, 
the rendering of ‘The Ghost of Benjamin Binns” by an adipose alto 
was delicate, yet robust; the clear enunciation of the tenor who sang 
** Don’t leave your mother when her hair turns grey” enabled those at 
the farthest portion of the room to hear every word she uttered ; but a 
violin solo by Professor Billjones, entitled, ‘* Mary turns the mangle,” 
with variations, undoubtedly carried off the palm. After the musical 
treat the Emperor made a lengthy address, impressing on the audience 
the necessity of ‘keeping up with the times,’ and finally distributed 
decorations and diplomas among the performers. 


A DISSATISFIED Benedict, residing in a country village, recently sold 
his wife by auction in a barn. The first bid was from a gardener, who 
offered 3s., upon which the wife, a good-looking girl of twenty-three, 
said, ‘* Thank you, sir.” A miller cried 5s. 6d., and a cobbler 7s. more. 
A tailor topped the bidding by offering 18s. at once; upon this a 
chimney-sweep named £1; and the husband crying, ‘ A lucky hit,” 
the hammer fell, The money was instantly paid, the transfer of pro- 
perty took place, and the happy pair ambled off together. He called 
her dear before they had gone a hundred yards; and then she slapped 
him hard, and bolted back to her lawful protector. 


THE Victorian shopkeepers find that compulsory closing destroys 
trade, benefits nobody, and sets class against class. They petition fora 
repeal of the compulsory law, and declare it to be a humiliating and 
unbearable deprivation of English freedom. The shopkeepers opine 
that the Government is so grandmotherly that it will shortly forbid the 
sale of onions as a provocative to sin and a falling away from grace, and 
that tobacco will be condemned as sinful when purchased from unmar- 


ried women who don’t attend church regularly, 





** How many convicts do you think our new scaffold would accommo- 
date at a pinch?” said a recently-elected sheriff to a well-known public 
functionary. ‘‘I couldn’t answer for putting up more than five com- 
fortably,” was the grim reply. 





It’s the only sensible institution going is the Divorce Court. Don’t I 
remember old Cresswell? Cresswell, how he used to enjoy the whole 
business. Do you remember that Yelverton case years ago? That gave 
you an idea of how women could worry your miserable life out. I like 
old Bramwell for a judge, I do. He doesn’t forget to give it to the 
women. He can show ‘em up, confound ‘em! “Dye remember that 
breach of promise years ago, when he made out the sneaking, lady-like 
housekeeper to be a perfect grimalkin. I alwa Saaleed the old man 
for that. I went to hear him, too, give his judgment in the Aylesford 
case. I like a fine old English judge who knows what humbug women 
are made of, and isn’t afraid to say so. That’s why I like Vaughan at 
Bow Street, too, He isn’t taken up with the women. Bless you, no. 
It’s quite a pleasure to stop in the court and hear him commit ’em. 
There’s no pretence about me. I hate ’em all, and mean to own up 
to it, whenever and wherever I can, I hada brother who’s dead, who 
was divorced from his wife. She was a nice woman, she was. She 
used to break all the looking-glasses regularly every quarter. Nice 
sort of thing, that. And that’s what you call the joys of married life, 
eh? Because a woman condescends to eat your food, and to wear 
clothes you pay for, you’re to be contented to hear her abuse you, and 
have to say you like it. That’s about what it all means, Well, that 
woman who married my brother—why, she was milder even than a 
Paz de China when she was first married. They’ve only got to be 
able to stand with their back to the wall, and shake their marriage 
lines in your face, and, bless you, they know that they’re all right. I 
don’t agree with any of these remarks about making divorce too easy ; 
but, sir, make marriage a good deal more difficult, and divorce a great 
deal easier, and then, bless you, we should live respectably enough, 
Marriage indeed ! DIoGENRS TUBBS, 














BILBERRY was ill fora long time. Gout in the lower chest com- 
bined with a severe attack of jim-jams are not complaints to be thrown 
off in a jiffy, don’t you know. Well, while Bilberry was laid up, his 
valet was accosted every day by a sleek, venerable man, who asked with 
extreme anxiety after his master’s health. When Bilberry was recover- 
ing, his servant acquainted him with the stranger's immense civility. 
Curiosity induced Bilberry to discover who the mysterious, unknown 
inquirer was. He turned out to be an enterprising undertaker, Then 
Bilberry boiled over, and instructed his servant to communicate with 
the stranger, and say he (Bilberry) had razored off this mortal coil very 
suddenly, and wanted burying badly. The valet obeyed his master’s 
order, and the undertaker presented him with a couple of sovereigns on 
being informed that he was to have the job. In due course the man in 
black came to take measure of the ‘‘ corpse,” with a long-drawn, sanc- 
timonious expression of face ; but he had hardly begun to apply the tape 
when the recumbent Bilberry suddenly jumped up, gave him a very heavy 
tap on his purple nose, which permanently injured its rich, ripe beauty, 
and raising a very knobby boot, whirled him into space, crying, ‘* All 
alive and kicking !” 











HE LETTER BE, 
Marian.—“ No, George; break off our engagement if you like, 


but I will not return your letters. How could I bring my action for 


breach without them, I should like to know?” 





nd himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 


In no case will they be returned unless 


To Cc iTs.—The Editor does not bi 
__, iain nicaiaas , . accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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Sgusre.—** YES. 
COVERED HIM WITH A GuN,” 


3 
. 


ALMOST 


My KEEPER CAME UP 


THE NE PLUS ULTRA. 


M. F. 7/.—“* HALLO, SQuriRE! I HEAR YOU’VE HAD TROUBLE WITH THE POACHERS IN YOUR COPPICE,” 
WITH TWO OF THEM LAST NIGHT; AND, AFTER A BIT OF A BRUSH, ONE OF THEM 


MF. H.—“ AH! RASCALLY THING THAT TO POINT A GUN AT A MAN. I SHOULD AS SOON THINK OF DOING IT TO A FOXx— 








A Heart-y Lover. 


SWEET summer night, so dark and bright, 
O hide my love in woodland cloisters ; 

Tell her, O moon! Ill meet her soon— 
But first I’ll stow some stout and oysters. 





I know she'll wait, although I’m late, 
She’s had experience of me—plenty ; 
I’ve had a score, John, bring some more— 

I think I'll have another twenty. 


She'll be put out, and scold and pout, 
And call me cruel thus to treat her; 
But I'll be bound I’ll bring her round— 
Just one cigar, and then I'll meet her. 
I've done my weed, I'm late indeed, 

Ha! she has left the place of meeting ; 
What bores girl are! I'd better far 

Have stopped and gone on oyster-eating. 


Just Out, Price Is.; post-free, 1s. 2d. 


HOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR i887. 





PRESS NOTICES. 

** It is long since * Hood’s Comic Annual’ has appeared 
to such advantage as in this, the nineteenth year of its 
merry course."”—/)ai.y Telegraph, 

** One cf the wittiest and most interesting of its class. 
The pictures are plentiful and of quite exceptional 
merit." —J/ornine Post. 

‘* Replete with amusing reading and playful pictures, 
this excellent shilling’s-worth is not behind any of its 
predecessors. '"— loch seller. 

** Well calculated to suit the tastes of the laughter- 
loving portion of readers.” —Aeynolds. 

‘* A brave show fora shilling.”—Fudy. 

** Has an established reputation, and may be regarded 

one of the literary institutions of the winter season. 
This issue is conspicuous for brilliant wit, irresistible 
humour, and remarkable comprehensiveness.""—// ¢s/ern 
Da dy Pres S. 

“Every page is bright, cheerful, and entertaining, 


and a!! the contributions, whether pictorial or literary, 
are in the best possible taste”"—News of the World. 

‘* More comic than usual.” —W<ltshive Tives 

‘A capital budget of pictorial fancies and humorous 
contributions in prose and verse.”— Daily Chronicle. 

‘** Hood’s Comic Annual,’ with its funny anecdotic 
‘ Bismarck in London,’ by George R. Sims. and its smart 
literary and artistic contributions may be safely recom- 
mended as the very best of travelling companions ; full 
of fun and rich with drollery.”— Penny Illustrated. 

**Since it was launched—some 19 years ago—it has 
seen many comic annuals come and go, but the genuine 
character of the wit and humour of ‘ Hoop’s’ has always 
maintained it in the estimation of the reading public.” — 
Liz é rpool Merciu ry. 

‘*The contributions are all short, but bright and 
pithy, and the illustrations are uncommonly good.’ — 
Ne weastle ( hrontcée. 

** Much above the average of the season.” —.Sfectavor. 
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DON’T BE CHEATED! 


“a JAMES) 


‘DOME? BLACK 


Used in the Royal Household. 


No dust, or small particles fly about to Infure nae, 
Drapery, Pictures, Carpets, Furniture, Ornaments, &c., 


its brillant polish increases the attractions of the fireside 














LEAD. 








AGL ALAR 


Blue 


See that you get it! 


As bad makes are often sold 












QUARANTEED 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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“1 OR’! if Every Thing AN T AGLAZE | “ Ste SAID LATER, 














DEAR! HOW STRANGE! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


TH GRAND,—I suppose Messrs. Williams and Roberts design their 
four-act drama, Zhe Secret of a Life, for provincial consumption only, 
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Tux Gaand.—WILLIAMS AND His SHOW. 


in which case I have no doubt it will serve their turn well enough ; at 
such a theatre as the Grand, too, it might enjoy the usual week’s run 
robustly. It is not, however, the kind of piece to do well in a first-class 
theatre unless the author could jerk in a railway accident, or a horse or 
hound or so, However, it was not presented at a theatre of the first- 
class order (except in design and comfort), so these remarks are idle, 








To the experienced theatre-goer the plot is clear from a very early 
stage, but I’m not going to indulge the inexperienced one by placing 
him on the same level by describing it. 


THE company engaged was largely recruited from ‘‘ the other side of 
the water,” and conspicuous for an ability to express strong emotion (by 
permission of Mr, Abrahams) was Miss Harriet Clifton, although there 
is a certain high pocmnes and want of variety in it. Mr. A. C. Lilly 
proved himself (also by permission of Mr. Abrahams) well acquainted 
with all the points of the melo-dramatic villain. Mr. Edmund Gurney 
wore (by permission of Mr. G, Conquest) a somewhat unaristocratic suit 
of clothes for a young man, not rich, perhaps, but not very likely to 
deny himself the luxury of “‘ tick” at a swell tailor. Mr. W. Steadman 
was a very fair hero (by permission of Mrs. S. Lane), and had nothing to 
reproach himself with on the point of clothing, although he might look 
better after the foster-father to whom he owes so much, But this, after 
all, is best as it is, perhaps ; for where would the old man’s low-comedy 
chances be if he were placed beyond the reach of necessity ? 


Mrs, BeNNetr made a very good heroine (by permission of Mr. 
Conquest), and the comicality (by permission of Mr. Augustus Harris) 
of Miss M. A. Victor was of great service. Miss Beatrice Roby played 





Tus ALHampra.—Goossy Goo-Tz1Ganper. 


a ‘semi-scheming sister to the villain; and Mr, Arthur Williams, part 
author of the piece, personated the showman with his usual flow ot 





Tue ALHAMBRA.—They have a very fine show of china here in the 
new ballet Dresdina, which we commend to collectors, Many of the 
pieces are probably unique, and it would be difficult to match most, 
The ladies of the corps de ballet—each Dresdina costume elaborately 
suggestive of some kind of German ceramic ware—go through a series of 
striking evolutions in anything but a pottery way. The costumes are 
sO iadiibeme that each lady’s dress is calculated to show her to best ad- 
vantage, and so make her ceramicably di to the world at large, and 
enter into her work with zest, the result being to make each (sh)ina 
star—or nearly so. When I saw these imens of ware (or of wear) 
waltzing, galloping, and quadrilling for the first time, I understood the 
china-maniac, and felt I should rather like a complete set myself. One 
thing I was specially charmed to see—a number of young ladies who 
came on with gracefully poised vases of the ware they were supposed to 
represent, thus roving themselves adepts at the very unfeminine accom- 
plishment of ‘‘ holding their jar!” 


I pon’r know that there is anything specially clever in the new 
“* premiere danseuse assoluta,” Signorina Sozo ; but she is a good dancer 
enough, and goes through the usual evolutions with deftness and skill. 
I like Mlle. Marie best myself; she dances with a great deal of spirit, 
has a rather ready command of expressive pantomime, but of course her 
dancing hasn’t the finished grace of the reigning Sozo-rain, or of Mlle. 
Cormani—I may say ballet-corps-mani. M,. Jacobi has again proved 
himself all there with the music, which is lively, graceful, spirited, and 
descriptive ; and M. Besche is in his element among the elaborate 
dresses. I should think Dresdina would dresd-in-a prominent place in 
the Alhambra for some time to come, and rival 7he Aivouac, with its 
three hundred representations, 


THE VAUDEVILLE (Morning).—The ‘‘ Dramatic Students” gave 


eae 4. 
j re, Doh 
iG 


| aa Ne t// { a 
(1 if Gaye, oir ¢ 3 
| \ a 


SL % f 
ie 


% © > 
_ 
au | } Hi 


~! j 


‘ 
























t 





ALHAMBRA.—MLLE, (RiFLE) CoRPS-MANI. 


their sixth performance here last week, 7/e Good-Natured Man being 
the play selected. Of course the piece might have been better played, 
but, in face of the objects of the society, criticism (except in so far as it 
can be of use to the students) is disarmed. Miss Norreys appeared as 
Miss Richland, and a very charming pocket Miss Richland she made ; 
but there was something wanting somehow—something of the ‘old 
world air” not quite caught, which made the representation savour of 
the incomplete. Mr. Lugg’s Croaker was rather wanting in richness; 
but the young actors, Messrs. Fuller Mellish and H. Eversfield showed 
remarkably well ; they have the true fire in them, The Society deserves 
every encouragement, and will, no doubt, have an appreciable effect for 
good on the future of dramatic art. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Messrs. Virtue and Co, send me a copy of an 
illustrated description of A Run of Luck at Drury Lane. It is published 
for Drury Lane Theatre, so haps we may excuse the introduction of 
the ‘‘ oft-told tale” of Mr. Harris article from the Fortnightly Review, 
which we have grown familiar with in the Drury Lane programmes. 
Apart from this, the compiler, Mr. W. L. Crowdy, has done his work 
well, and the get-up artistically is in the best style, although the 
portraits are no more successful usual—than our own, for instance. 
—Preparations for the Covent Garden Theatre Circus are proceeding 
with great activity, and Messrs. Foster and Henry (the manager and 
equestrian director respectively) announce engagements of many import- 
ant artistes) who will take the ring, if not ‘*the cake,” when the time 
comes.—Mr. C, Duval is now appearing at the Prince’s Hall twice 








humour, and seemingly without the permission of his manager, 


daily. NESTOR. 
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The Ooal and Whine Dues, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


SINCE the dues on coal and wine 

Bold Lord Randolph did decline 

Any longer to sustain 

Upon principle, ’tis plain 

He is rapidly advancing 

In the region of financing, 
Where there’s fame to gain. 


This decision must cause grief, 

Deep and poignant, to the chief 

Of the Metropolitan 

Board of Works (unhappy man !) 

While the City Corporation 

Must, too, suffer perturbation— 
View it how they can. 


Such a thing they might expect 
From the Radical elect, 
Members of the Eighty Club ; 
But from him, ‘* Aye, there’s the rub !” 
And they’re feeling very poorly, 
Being hurt, and fretting sorely 
At this dreadful snub, 





JUVENILE suicides are vastly on the increase 
in Paris. A girl danced into the Seine recently, 
and sought the sweets of repose, because her 
little sweetheart unkindly refused to buy her a 
box of bon-bons, and her papa objected to her 
taking dancing lessons at10 P.M. Her funeral 
was largely attended by sympathetic boys and 
girls, 





SPORTING NOTE, BY ONE THAT KNOWS NOTHING ABOUT IT. 
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‘* MEETING His ENGAGEMENTS,” 








AS HER WORLD WAGS. 


10 A.M.—How dreadfully done up I am, to be sure. 


where was I yesterday? 





: Wear Makart 
~ greys and yellows, 
Veilow dre Bonnets in the Stalls. 


hist wate ‘oni quite fetet comité, you know. At Fadaise’s I had some red lavender. 
b ] 


people! Three | Courts, I shouldn’t dream of going without Aer. No, no, I know 
da ‘th S 4" ‘s mn what I owe to myself and society better than that ! of i 
Smit see _ : 5 P.M.—Really the Balcarras case was too awfully awful. Aunt 
i gy Neel quite crammed her handkerchief into her mouth, He! he! I wonder 
© wad how it suited those new teeth of hers! 
4 “igh + oth bail . 8 p,M.—Really, it is too absurd. Smithson absolutely putting on the 
: ss *p ad ri. indignant because I have been to hear the Balcarras’, ‘‘ Everyone 
a husband oF tie | goes,” I said, He said, ‘‘The more shame for them.” Really, the 
name of — 
son! But then | ording Th : 
: ry e. e man isa perfect bear. He was really born to 
one can't have | jive in clap m, or some other awful place too dreadful to reflect 
everything. Oh! upon. 
it Rae wy 3 A.M.—Such fun. Danced six times with poor Gus, Twice at the 
it es, Fitzfidgets’, twice at the Mashvilles’, twice at aunt’s crush. When we 


have my Pekoe | were driving home, Smithson began something about ‘‘ Madam.” As if 





and a dry biscuit | 7 were going to be awed! Dreadfully sleepy. Yes, Parker, I'll have 


“gry hg 9fl some coffee and curagoa. Good night—beg pardon, morning,—girl. 








Yellow droll, isn’t 
it? I mean to 
hear that awful To THE LADIES. 

MADAMS young and—we had almost said ‘‘old,” which would, in- 


Balcarras affair in 
the Law Courts | deed, have been a serious / sues lingua ; for well we know, and are 


this afternoon. | ever ready to maintain, that never grow old; nor are they ever 
It’s better than | opposed to favourably receiving a suggestion, so long as that suggestion 
making calls, | is offered with all due respect to the non = a Fam yer judgment of 
better than any | these fair ‘‘ rulers” and regulators of society. Now, what we wish to 
suggest—and it is offered in the merest whisper, and in the most gentle 


matinée, We're terrible creatures, of course. Everyone is, well—a 
‘ _ tones possible—is that the ladies, when they condescend to grace the 


leetle, eh?—outré. I’m sure it’s no fault of mine. 


theatre at a matinée performance, when ladies do not come in evening 


, .M.—D in at Fadaise’s, * Daren’t even look at any- 
| he PP eehtfal | ’ - dress, they should be so far considerate for the comfort of those 


thing, there’s such a frightful bill against me, What that poor, unhap 


unfortunate fellows who may chance to have a seat immediately 


Smi ill hen it to his and they're lo enough 
mithson will say when it comes to his ears ( re long enoug their own, to regulate the height of their bonnets and feathers to—say, 


for anything to come to, poor man !), / can’t say. 


old cousin Gus, 


the other day, on the strict Q.T. He offered to, as he called it, ‘‘ give er not more than three feet, that is, thirty-six inches ; as beyond 
me a bit.” t don't see why you shouldn’t be able to take a cheque om | this we humbly submit to their tender consideration it is oe 
approaching an im lity for any fellow, even with the 
on 


your cousin. 
come into anything then. 
when he meets me. 
from Gus. His impertinence—shocking ! 


1.30 P.M.—Lunched with Aunt. I ought not to take anything but 


What good friends we used to be. Poor Gus., he hadn’t 
I wish he wouldn’t call me little woman 


Of e, I shouldn’t think of taking a ue 
ones obese the other fellows ; and we are sure the very last thing they would wish 


record, to get faintest glimpse of what is going on on stage. 
The ladies—bless their hearts !—go to the matinée to be amused—so do 


is to cause annoyance to any who come for this purpose. 





claret at lunch; but I did, Only the girls, Aunt, and Gus, were there ; 


: Why should women take red lavender for their nerves? It only makes 
I saw those wretched Fitzfidgets. Horrid you silly and stupid. O/ course Aunt is going with me to the Law 


poor man is a perfect wild Indian. He knows nothing of the usages of 
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THE LATEST BOTTLE TRICK. 


[In a recent trade-mark case it came out that it was the custom of the trade to use indiscriminately any bottles, bearing any trade-mark, which came into their hands, 
and thus defraud the purchaser.] 





And sometimes the contents will be comparatively harmless 
—say damaged verjuice or soap-suds. 


A pessimistic friend of ours foresees what it will come to, in a few years. with that pleasant Custom 
fthe Trade. You wil! go to your wine merchant and purchase a bottle of Mumm or Koederer. 
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But then, you know, at other times it may turn out to be spirits of salts, or cor- 


~~ While at other times they may have happened to put in—say assafitida, or ? . eS i pe ee 
rosive sublimate, or tincture of verdigris. ‘Lhis will be harder to bear. 


paraffin, or a mixture of train-oil and cabbage-water. 
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Then you will go and complain; and the wine merchant (under the wing of the law) wil] merely say, ‘Oh, well! perhaps we had better reduce the size of the quart- 
bottle, and that will lessen the danger.” And you wil! have to grin and bear it! 
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THE COAL AND WHINE DUES. 


AND IF YOU DON’T GO AWAY, I'LL GIVE 
YOU ‘IN CHARGE,’ AND YOU’LL GET YOUR DUE,” 


? 


Lord 8, C.—“'I REALLY CANNOT ASSIST YOU, MY GOOD MEN; 
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QUOD NON ERAT DEMONSTRANDUM. 


(SED DEMONSTRATUM FuliIrT.) 


WE now sincerely regret that we went. 

_ Vinegar and brown paper may be efficacious in the long run, but the 
vinegar stings horribly. 

It is untrue to state that a black-eye can be effectually painted out, 
not to speak of two: it 
cannot really be concealed : 
we do not speak from im- 
perfect knowledge or hear- 
say: we are taking obser- 
vations by the glass at this 
moment. 

As for the rest—well, 
broken bones heal in the 
Hifi fi course of time; but they 

Wil), | hurt. 

WH ‘ . ‘ ‘ 
Wit We did it all for the 
best. We were moved 

simply by compassion for 
our fellow-creatures. We 
had not believed in the 
existence, in large masses, 
of honest workmen “‘ out 
of work through no fault 
of their own.” We own 
we went to Trafalgar Square on that Sunday ina spirit of scepticism ; 
but when we beheld that vast concourse of people—‘“‘ every man of 
whom,” we mused, ‘‘is starving through no fault of his own”—our 
heart was deeply touched, 








is] DH | 
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influence with all those in hig 
tunate, 

There were hundreds of well-dressed, contented looking parties all 
around us ; so, without further ado, we said to the nearest of them :-— 
‘* Poor fellow! Now, Mr. Democratic-Unemployed-Socialist-Working- 
man, pray confide the whole of your troubles to us, and we will see what 
we can——”’ 

But we were pulled up short by the aspect of that well-dressed, con- 
tented-looking party, He had drawn his comfortably-proportioned leg 
back, and the next moment we felt ourselves impelled into the air. 
‘*There!” we heard him remark from the earth below us; ‘that'll 
teach you to call a respectable sight-seer insulting names again ! ” 

We had mistaken our subject ; that was all. The thousands of de- 
cently-dressed persons, then, were not the Unemployed. This reduced 
the crowd of unfortunates by about one-third, and no doubt made our 
task easier ; so we addressed a low, ruffianly, dirty, scowling, blas- 
phemous, ill-mannered, loathsome, degraded, bloodthirsty, revolting, 
repulsive, bestial party with an evil eye and a bludgeon, with our former 
remark :—‘‘ Poor fellow! Now, Mr. Democratic——” 

The bestial gentleman’s red eye lighted up with a sudden joy. His 
opportunity had come. A word addressed to him was his cue: he 
raised his bludgeon with unalloyed contentment. There were seven 
crashes—the earth and heaven reeled—we saw a myriad stars, compared 
with which the fireworks at the Palace were a dull thing—and we lay 
weltering on the roadway. 

When we arose we had formed the conclusion that the thousands of 
bestial parties with bludgeons were not the Unemployed. This reduced 
the crowd of unfortunates 

by about another third, — 

making our task compara- — 
tively light, 

So we addressed one of 
the thousand poor, creep- 
ing, attenuated individuals 
with our former remark. 
He had not much spirit, 
but we had aroused the 
little he possessed ; and he 
threw mud in our eye. 
‘Don’t you git callin’ me 
a Demmycrat agen,” he 
explained, ‘* Unimployed 
I am, and I ’opes to keep 
so; but I don’t grumble at 
it—quite the reverse. But 
I won't be called bad 
names,” The thousand at- 
tenuated individuals, then, 


places, in the interests of the unfor- 








were not the Unemployed, at least not the Demonstrating Unemployed. 
urely the seventeen thousand little boys and girls could not be so, At 





5o we determined to inquire for ourselves into the wrongs and desires | 
of that down-trodden ee with a view of using our unbounded | 














last a happy thought struck us: there were many blood-red banners 
bearing misapplied quotations ; these must be borne by the real Unem- 
ployed. So we addressed a very small errand-boy who held one of 
them, and he said, ‘‘I ain’t no Hunnimployed. That gen’l’man as is 
speakin’ arsed me to hold this ’ere, ’cos he ’adn’t got ernuf Hunnim- 
ployders for the dooty.” 7 

Can you tell us, then, where the Unemployed are?” we asked. 

‘* He are hup there on the lion,” said the small boy. _ 

So we addressed a dirty savage employed in pulverising one of the 
lions with his hob-nailed boots, and he replied—‘* Wot do I complain 
hov? Wy, Lord Sorlsbry won’t hupset his regler ’abits and darnce 
attendunce on me on the day I dictate ; and the Queen, and the Bench 
of Bishops, won’t hupset horl their arrangements wen I demand it ; and 
nobody won’t compel himployers to ruin ‘emselves and pay me a guinea 
a hour; and I wants blood and bread—in sepprit plates, ov corse. 

Even our influence failed to persuade Her Majesty and the rest to 
alter their decision. By-the-way, that same Sunday we chanced to 
stroll in Victoria Park, and noticed a quiet, worn-looking man sitting 
on aseat. ‘*Whomight you be?” we asked. 

“Me?” he replied. ‘*I’m the workin’-man ; but I’m sorry to say I 
haven’t got any work just at-present. But I s’pose that can’t be ‘elped, 
as trade’s so bad. I sometimes wonder why the Gov’ment don’t find a 
bit o’ work for me to do—in necessary defences and sich-like.” 

* - a * * * 

And we must confess we wonder why they don’t, teo—for the Man in 

Victoria Park, mind you ; not the Trafalgar Squarist. 
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THEY WENT FOR FUNNIMAN! 


Hostess. —** How d’ye do, Mr. Binks? How d’ye do, Mr. Spinks? 
I’m sorry you are both so late. I’m afraid the Girls have given away 
all their Dances.” ; aM 

Spinks. —** Awfully sorry! Fact is, we got lost in the Fog. 

Binks, —“ Yes ; had to find our way from the Station with torches.’ 

Hostess.—‘** Ah ! then that was what Mr. Funniman meant, I sup- 
pose, when he spoke of you both as ‘ Missing Links.’ ” 


+ 











Contested Wills. 


Tue style’in which Wills has of late smartly pleaded 
For his share in the Lyceum play, 

Is another strong proof (if fresh proof were needed) 
That ‘‘ where there’s a Will-s there’s a way.” 


A DAMSEL of uncertain age and pinched appearance applied to a 
magistrate for his assistance. The applicant stated that she had been 
discharged by her mistress, and the lady refused to give any other 
character of her than that she laced so tightly that she couldnt work. 
The magistrate blushed a pretty rosy-red, and, in a modest whisper, 
conf his ignorance on the subject of screwed-in corsets interfering 
with domestic employment, being, as he said, a confirmed bachelor. 
But he assured the ex-servant that he would consult his maternal parent 
on the matter when he went home to tea, and give the applicant advice 
if she chose to call on the morrow. The damsel of uncertain age 
shook her head sadly, put her handkerchief to her eyes, and meandered 
out of court in a dolorous manner. It seemed as if her heart were too 
full. She spoke not a word. 
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(It was the usual sort of business. 


THAT LAST NEW SONG. 


Three verses of ‘‘ Love” and ‘* Dove,” ‘*Oh, why did we meet?” ‘*Oh, why should they part us?” 


and so on.) 

















Lord Randolph “On Change.” 


LorD RANDOLPH is on the Conservative stump, 
But for old Tory notions he don’t care a dump ! 
His ‘‘ Gladstone ” is full, as a Gladstone should be, 


Of the G.O.M.’s measures of Rad. pol-i-cee ! 


Lord Randolph declares the Conservative schemes 
Have long been the substance of Liberal dreams ; 
That from Tories the measures of G.O. M.’s band 
Were stol’n by the Old Parliamentary Hand ! 


Lord Randolph is following Dizzy’s old game, 
Educating his Party to swear by his name— 
Pass Liberal measures—economise ‘‘ tin ””— 
And keep the Conservative Government in ! 


The minds of the Tories were known in the past 
To change very slowly, but now they change fast ! 
The times are so altered that all must be quick, 
Or very soon lose the right end of the stick ! 


‘* They say,” cries his Lordship, ‘‘ I’m changing my mind ; 
They're right—so am /—as they'll very soon find ; 


I shoved Gladstone’s measures aside on the shelf, 
Because I determined to pass them myself. 


** An old adage has it that men who are wise 

Change their mind ; but fools, never !—this no one denies ; 
So / change mine often—and change it again— 
To prove to the world I’m the wisest of men !” 


MANAGERS of theatres sometimes receive funnier letters than editor: 
of papers. The following effusion is an exact copy of an epistle that 
was handed in at the stage door of a provincial show recently :— 

‘*To Mr. J——, MANAGER, P—— THetre, W 

‘¢S1r,—This cums, hopping u ar wel, to enform u ise got a noshun 
as i can hact as wel as most pepel, an i shud like to hact at your Theter, 
if u pleses. ias been learnin’ Ham/et for the last nine munths, and i 
think in 3 or 4 more weeks as i shal be Quite perfek, an’ i will call on u 
in a fu days an rehus tou the of ham/et, an i thinks u will engage me 
in a minnet, so no more at this present time from your humbel sarvent, 

** CLARINSE FITZJHON, 

‘¢ Poscrip to this letter. This is not my reel name, as i dusent wish 
my friends to no i can hact til after i dus hact. i has seen Mr. Hirving 
hact, an i thinks ican do it has wel, an’ i has a better woise, an’ can 


speke more louder.” 
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STAND BACKER. 


{* Not only British-made cigars, but British-grown tobacco, holds a recognised 
position in the market.”— Daily Papers.) 

Tobacconist.—“*Eh? No, thank’ee; no more Foreign Cigars, 
Capt’in. We grow our own now.” 





— = -— - oo 


The Tory Terror; Or, Bogey Randolph. 
{Lord R. Churchill is described by an evening paper as “‘ The Mephistopheles of 
the Tory party,” because he has made them “‘ drink deep of the Democratic spell.” 
The Tory ergans call on Lord Salisbury to ‘‘ disown” Lord R.] 
THROUGH every part of London town—through every county, too— 
A thrill of herror chilled all men who held a Tory view. 
From the Mansion House to John o’ Groats, from John o’ Groats to Bow, 
Each Primrose Habitation seemed to stagger ‘neath the blow. 
** Alas ! and can it be,” cried those who had the strength to speak, 
‘* That he, the one we boasted of, that 4e has turned a sneak ? 
No end of times his wavering and whims have made us pause, 
But we never thought he’d go and be a traitor to the cause.” 


And our cultured City Aldermen, and pompous Civic Knights 

Were petrified with horror—worse, they lost their appetites ! 

Of Coal and Wines dues whispered they, and fixed a stony stare 

On Gog and Magog, who, ’tis said, were heard to grimly ** swear ;” 
And through the land the wailing of Conservative M. P.s 

Made hearers shed most bitter tears, and caused their blood to freeze; 
And all the Tory journals raved and roared in language strong 

In fierce denunciation of the Leader who'd gone wrong. 


That night all Tory Babies by their Mas to sleep were rocked 

With grim threats of ‘‘ Bogey Randolph,” and their little hearts it 
shocked ; 

That night all Tory lovers, when they meant of love to speak, 

Forgot their tender passions, and talked only of the ‘‘ sneak ;” 

That night all Primrose Dames forswore the vile Lord R, for life, 

And sympathised intensely with his lovely little wife ; 

And Tory Peers in various parts in rage stood on their heads, 

Or jumped upon their coronets and tore their robes to shreds, 


At many a Tory club that night, the clubbers lingered late, 

And when they wandered homewards, they were in a touching state ; 
They wept upon each others’ necks, and some, still more upset, 
Confided in the lamp-posts, but could no answer get ; 

The eyes of some so much were dimmed with tears of drear despair, 
Chat they could not discover on which side their keyholes were. 

And when their wives the reason asked of all these strange affairs, 
They answered, ‘*’t’s-all-thro’-Randy!” and then slumbered on the 
stairs. 

And many a night, poor Tories’ rest was broken up by dreams, 

All showing how a so-called friend at first upheld their schemes— 
And then, he pulled a mask aside and showed a demon face, 

On which there was a weird moustache, and lineaments most base. 
And then there danced around him certain Liberal fiends, who cried, 
** Aha, oho, he’s one of Us—the Paddingtonian Pride !” 

And when those Tories woke in fright, in terror, and in pain, 

They found Lord R. a traitor, but he’ll doubtless change again. 








A BIBULOUS party, who during the day had looked at the glass very 
freely, put his foct in it the other night by strolling through a provincial 
town and kicking windows to pieces. He did damage to the value of 
£100. The pains and penalties of the law will probably cause the B,P. 
to abstain from smashing panes during his moments of glee in future. 








FIRST FROST. 


“Jack Frost” has come. Has he? Well, will you have the kind- 
ness not to indulge in any nursery twaddle with me? The frost can 
come and the frost can go, as farasI care. Oh! it’s so seasonable, is 
it? Well, you can expect it to be hot in a stoker’s hole on a Red Sea 
steamer, but that doesn’t make it any better. Because a thing’s season- 
able, that doesn’t make it any better. Bah! I don’t want the house 
swarming with plumbers, smelling of putty and corduroys, Si ply be- 
cause it’s seasonable, all the pipes have burst, and the kitchen boiler had 
an explosion. Don’t talk tome about frost, I tell you! What's the plea- 
sure of seeing a lot of filthy boys sliding in the gutters? What’s the pleasure 
of always having a red nose? I don’t pretend to be ic, and all that, 
but I would sooner see flowers on the plants than chilblains on my feet. 

I shall enjoy sitting snug by the fire. I should like to know how you 
know that! Is there any pleasure in scorching your knees, and watch- 
ing the best Wallsends blaze away, at twenty-eight shillings the ton? 
No one but an idiot would > this, I should think! Will I sub- 
scribe to the soup-kitchens? No, I most certainly will not subscribe to 
the soup-kitchens. I hate the smell of pea soup, it nearly drives me 
crazy! The air is so fresh and clear; the frost makes it so fresh and 
clear. What’s the good of the air being clear! It only makes the poor 
see things that they can’t afford to get ; not that I care a rap about the 
poor, mind you, for I’m not going to subscribe to anything, so make no 
mistake. A good fog is a deal better than a hard frost, I can tell you, 
because then you can’t see how wretched everything is, 

And perhaps you like frost when you’re travelling. Well, anyhow, 
I don’t, I can tell you. Every train you get into some wretch comes 
up and says, ** Will you have a foot-warmer, sir?” That means six- 
pence, Frost! That’s to say you like to have to pay sixpence for the 
privilege of stretching your frozen feet on a box of tepid water that has 
no more heat in it than a fishmonger’s shop. Then, when you want 
anything to warm you, there’s nothing at the railway-bars but scalding 
tea you can’t swallow, and coffee that tastes like stale beer, When 
you re trying to get a doze, too, the guard fellow keeps opening the door 
and letting in draughts that are enough to give you your death. But 
there, what an appetite it gives you. What's the good of that, you only 
eat more than usual and make your liver likeastone. Don’t talk to me 
any more about Jack Frost, I hate such babble. DIOGENES TUBBS, 



































STRAIGHT TO THE POINT. 


Erudite Professor (e jating).—*‘* Women, my boy, are insanely 
nervous. Suppose, for instance, that I went up in a balloon, and my 
Young Wife did not happen to hear of me for forty-eight hours. 
Well——” 

Senseless Masher (interrupting).—‘ Well, Professor, I—aw !— 
think she would be quite justified in marrying me straight off.” 

[ The Professor, much upset, goes out for a dose of Khoosh Bitters. 
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KNIOKNAOKS, 


A MONTANA gentleman was so thoroughly charmed with Miss Minnie 
Hauk’s singing lately, that he presented her with an Indian’s scalp, a 
tomahawk that was instrumental in “ re- 
moving” his uncle, a necklace of bullets 
that have each brought down a man, a stock- 
whip that bas flayed a dozen or so horse- 
thieves, and a couple of pet snakes. The 
prima donna was almost overwhelmed on 
receiving these valuable and interesting gifts. 


One of those wiseacres of Justices pro- 
pounded the following profound question to 
the governor of a gaol the other day :— 
** Supposing a man, by the laws of his 
country, should be condemned to death, 
what effect do you think it would have on 
him?” ‘A nasty, choky sensation, very 
possibly,” laughed the governor, ‘“‘ with an 
entire loss of consciousness supervening.” 
‘*Dear me!” said the great Unpaid One, 
‘* Very interesting, to be sure. I'll make 
a note of it.” 





THE Austrian authorities have prohibited the American game of 
poker, as it stirs up the fire for gambling that is latent in most natives 
of Austria. The Austrian Government have become excessively paternal 
of late, and supervise the morals of their boys and girls with exceeding 
vigour ; and Vienna, which used to be one of the naughtiest cities in 
the world, is becoming almost Scottish in its goody-goody goodness, 


AN indignant clergyman has been denouncing the meanness of the 
well-to-do in modern society. His mind, it seems, was much exercised 
the other day, at finding in a collection a number of worn-out three- 
penny bits, bright polished farthings, ginger lozenges, metal buttons, 
pewter check-tickets, and tin-foil capsules. He opines that Bogey will 
have some of the sinners, and supply them with ginger lozenges gratis, 
if they don’t shell out more liberally. 


A NICE pink-and-white young bridegroom, who is spending his honey- 
moon at Brighton, went fora stroll on the pier the other morning during 
a gale, and returned home minus his head-covering. __ His flaxen locks 
were most terribly wet and out of curl. ‘* Gracious, Edwin !” laughed 
the bride, as she surveyed her husband's wofully dishevelled appear- 
ance ; ‘‘I see you've lost the felt, and felt what you have lost.”” Then 
a hectic flush concentrated in the end of Edwin’s nose. ‘“ Cruel, 
unfeeling girl!” he hissed, and, popping on another hat, he adjourned 
to an adjoining bar. They had their first quarrel that night, and 
Angelina wrote home and told her Ma all about it. 





W. K. VANDERBILT'S new billiard table will cost the trifling sum of 
£4,000 before it is finished and fixed up in his house in New York. 
Vandry talks of very little else at present. Saints help the first man 
who cuts the cloth! Wonder whether he'll be allowed ten minutes 
grace to settle his mundane affairs, before being lynched ! 


ACCORDING to an average taken of coins weighed in several leading 
banks, the circulation of gold in this country is decidedly light. The 
English jangler is not now adored abroad with that reverence it was 
wont to receive in days of yore, when its reputable heaviness was a 
voucher for its thorough respectability. Foreigners delight in light 
things generally, but they bar gold not up to weight. 


Tue Emperor of Austria, having knocked his nerves to pieces and 
thoroughly deranged his Imperial digestion by over-smoking, has been 
ordered by his physicians to discontinue the habit of puffing bad tobacco 
incessantly. Francis Joseph generally managed to get through twenty 
cigars of more or less inferior brands during the day. Five cigars per 
diem, as they are manufactured omg continong, would soon ruin the 
stomach of a hardy Highland soldier, and one swallowed by an ostrich 
would ‘make that case-hardened bird, who can digest copper-filings and 
brass-headed nails, feel as if he were going to his long home. 


VisITING cards are no longer used among the eau monde in the 
United States, Slates hang in the halls of swagger mansions, on which 
the visitors are expected to subscribe their names. Kitteny girls find 
plenty of scope for playing larks with the said slates. So much so, that 
Divorce Court lawyers are rubbing their hands. 


Prince ALEXANDER of Hesse has bought the chdteau and park ot 
Charlottenfels, near the Falls of Schaffhausen, for £12,000, It seems 
grim irony that the fallen Prince should have chosen his residence near 
such universally admired Falls. 








Not Fog-gotten. 
OF all the ills that flesh is heir to, 
Vilest in the catalogue, 
Is (and this I'll gladly swear to) 
—Is the Fog. 


I can stand the Hyndman howlers 
And the Warren-hunted dog, 
And the blithe burglarian prowlers 
— But the Fog— 


Why, it scores my epiglottis, 
And my larynx it doth clog ; 
And I need the grog that hot is 
"Gainst the Fog. 


It soils my face and hurts my optics — 
When I’m through it bound to jog, 
- My complexion’s like a Coptic’s. 
Blow the Fog. 
Oh! won’t some M.P. of position 
Add to the Senate’s catalogue 


A measure for the abolition 
Of the Fog ? 





A BOTTLE-NOSED biped was charged with throwing his wife out of a 
window. The prisoner defended himself by saying, ‘Och, and be 
jabers, me woife’s a witch, and she took a short cut out o’ the windy to 
fetch a kittle o’ watther for herself!” The woman, who was in a 
very limp, rumpled condition, denied her spouse's statement in (ofo, 
and said the old man dropped her in the ** airey” because she sliced a 
**Spannige hinion” they had for supper too thickly for his liking. 
Moreover, he threatened to cut her into thin slices, just to teach her the 
proper way of shredding a ‘‘ Spannige hinion,” being a man ‘nice in 
his tasties.”” 
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POOR MOTHER! 
Giles.—** Ah, lor! My poor Mother! How she did cry, to be 


sewer.” 
Hodge.—** When?” 
Giles. —** When I was a bit of a boy.” 
Hodge. —‘* What for?” 
Giles. —** Cause I was so pretty ; she thought I ought to have been 


a girl!” 
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EMPLIOYMENT FOR W 
A FEW MORE SUGGESTIONS ADDED TO THOSE WHICH HAVE APPEARED IN RECENT NEWSPAPER CORRESPONDENCE, 


or 























A Love Game, Said I, ‘* Then why not take me? Just Out. Price 1s.; Post Free 1s. 2d. 
, » fe 6 e? int” 
Su wore a wreath of nettles The eee Love‘ to “ld. il HOOD’S COMIC ANNU 
That stung her soul to tears ; Said she, No, naught eer hey eme, AL 
Two lovely golden kettles Because you've got no ‘tin’! FOR 1887, 
Depended from her ears. - ene ; II 
Her be were full of sorrow SREMPSTRESSES Should be good when it comes PRESS NOTICES. 
er oak ead to debate ; they are so habituated to faking up ‘* It is long since Hood's Comic Annual’ has appeared | 
1¢ agony and pain— the threads, On the other hand, it is to be | * such advantage as in this, the nineteenth year of its / 
Of one who's tried to borrow one Cae GEeee 7. ee oe merry course."—Daily Telegraph, i 
A sovereign in vain ! feared that the (Queen does not invariably “(One of the wittiest and most interesting of its class. | 
r confine herself to the question at issue; she | The gictame are | cries and of quite exceptional 
U po b is { tennis is os ; ; wy see svander | merit.”—Morning Post. ; 
A ; 'w - vt i ye ; piecing ? — oe ey eee | _ ‘*Replete with amusing reading and playful pictures, 
nse gepellmeer lage hm [TOME ERE SULTETS. | this excellent shilling’s-worth is not behind any of its 


I put the question, ‘*f When is predecessors.'—Bookseller. 
The happy day to be?” a's ee oa — ? ‘A brave show fora shilling.”"— Fundy. 
Pps J Neady. Price 2d, 5 £4 . i, ‘“* Has an established reputation, and may be regarded 


: No: thre 
Nhe ce ‘ » Ic — | ° ° ° > : 
She lool ed up at me laughing | as one of the literary institutions of the wanter season. 
Looked through her tennis bat E U N A M A | This issue is Conspicuous for brilliant wit, irresistible 
And said—it seemed like chafting | humour, and remarkable comprehensiveness."— Western 
t | Daily Press. 


é sree , > y + ' ad . » 44 | . . ae 
There’s time enough for that ! FOR 1887. | “Every page is bright, cheerful, and entertaining, 
| and all the contributions, whether pictorial or literary, 
| 
| 
| 








I vr her a shilling — FULL OF PICTURES BY THE BEST COMIC | are in the best possible taste.”— News of the World. 

,\* tency 3 was bad) ciahd ARTISTS. ‘* More comic than usual." —W4ltshire Times 

She said that she was willing aR pee 
To take what could be had, | 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. . 








PS 04D MEDAL, LIVERPOOL INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION. - 9 
co ares Gadd VS. 
toa otf A IRCULAR DENS Vad ur S 

PURE AND Cocoa 





CSCS COCOCCOESS Newagia” 


—Lancet. 
‘*Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Mus 











proved effective in all those cases in which we Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch nor spurt, 
have prescribed it."—Afedical Press. the points being rounded by a new process. SEVEN PRIZE SOLU BLE. 
MEDALS AWARDI Ask your Sta ver for a Sixpenny 
. Assorted Samp e Box, or send 7 stamps t BRANDAUER and 
2 g., 4 6., and ll/-. Of all Chemists. . % PEN WORK BIR MIN gb r to thea Wholesale BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
Warehouse, 24 King -dward Street, London, & ' 





N.W.. a I r the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 1 Fleet Street, | 
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WHY CAN’T I SLEEP? 
To THIS CONUNDRUM, PROPOUNDED BY A PROMINENT MONTHLY, WE OFFER THE ABOVE SOLUTION, 
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XLIV,—NO, 112% 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 























Tar Giore.—"* Tue PickrocKker.” 


somewhere about it, I think, but nebody cares, 





of exhilaration alf around. 


erstwhile virtuous heroine appearing as a ‘‘ bold, bad thing,” the some- 


the piece is still in charge of Villain-Nye, however, and the play goes 
well, but not well enough, perhaps. 








THe GRAND.—Lord"Marple’s Daughter, written by Mr. Frank 





Harvey, and produced here by Miss de Grey, on Monday in last week, 


THe Prince or WALEs’s.—First pieces are looking up in the 
market, but Zie House Boat just produced here, is scarcely of a kind to successful. Mr. J. D. Beveridge plays the hero, and Miss de Grey the 


be quoted at a very high figure, Still I have seen worse /evers de rideau, 
and expect to see some more. There are two old men in it, two young 
ones, four young ladies, and a property-fish. There is also a house boat 


4 
THe two old men were funnily and cleverly played by Messrs. S. ‘ 
Warcourt and W. Cheeseman. Mr. J. Leverett sang a song, and every- \ 
body seemed to like it very much as he gave it. Then there was Miss 
Leslie Bell, as Ethel—more cause for satisfaction. Za ABearnaise isa 


comedians ‘‘ tell’ every time. Mr. E. J. Lonnen, in particular, is one 
of those born actors whose mere presence on the stage conveys a sense 


uTre \ 
cocr \ 
THe Surrgey.—Mr. Mark Melford’s fame—or his greatest fame—has Roe | 
been made in farcical comedy. Perhaps that is the reason that some of wr Weetuls 
the audience persisted in regarding much of his Secrets of the Police from ae ' ' 
a humorous point of view. Otherwise the play is—albeit a weak speci- My pe eA 2 as 
men—pretty much of the type usual and desired on that side of the water, Wy 2 ——=— “U1, : g 
although it doesn’t divulge many police secrets. Fi Tr | 


‘** ALL the old favourites’ are to the fore—most of them, however, in 
characters which the regular Surreyites must find rather bewildering, the 


time ** juvenile” drafted into character, and soon. The Villain-ny of | 4 Ring of Iron. New parts to follow. When Mr. Terry has departed, 


2 manager. This leayes room for the burlesque of Monte Cristo, which 

is mot by Messrs. Stephens and Yardley, mor by Mr. Fred Leslie, but 

bee by Messrs. Richard Butler and Henry C. Newton—otherwise ** Richard 

Henry ”—as I could have told you long ago.—Miss Lingard is wot going 

Tue Prince or WaALRs's,—THE ORIGINAL PRODUCTION oF THE “ House Boat.” | to be Mr. Conway’s leading lady up to latest advices.—‘‘The New 


Mr. Harvey’s usual line, and shows little sign of the eye for a certain 
broad colour and dramatic situations, which have made his melodramas 


heroine; there is nothing to object to in either performance. Mr. 
Matthew Brodie plays a conventional character with a discretion that 
cannot be too much admired, and Miss Maude Digby also makes a hit 
in a small way. 


St. JAMEs’s HALu.—Mr. Sydney Shaw (of whose intention we had 
ample notice) produced a brand new oratorio here from his own pen and 
brain, entitled Gethsemane. The work, as far as one could *‘ get at it,” 
fostered the suspicion that the composer had been somewhat led away 
by ‘‘ vaulting ambition” to attempt something, at present, beyond his 
powers. Some scattered bits of evidence there are that Mr. Shaw has 
geod ideas—but undeveloped. The condition of orchestra and chorus, 
however,—the former uncertain and the latter often out of tune,—gave 
neither composer nor critic a chance, and no reliable verdict can be given. 


Nops AND W1NKs.—On Tuesday last (30th) Mr. Edmund Russell 
commenced a series of twelve lectures on Art Principles and Criticism, 
in the French Chamber at St. James’s Hall. They will be continued 


thorne, having been to Paris and ‘‘completed arrangements for the 


sorrowing Olympic, and resumed the part of Mary in A Ring of Lron. 
Mr. Edward Terry takes up his quarters here on the 16th with 7%. 
Churchwarden, and during his tenancy, Miss Hawthorne will oblige us 
with continuous Wednesday matiné/es, commencing on the 8th with 


y 


capital opera bouffe, and mellowed with usage, the humours of the low 





a 


Tue Rovatty.—" BLACK BURYING.” 


Miss Hawthorne will burst upon us in all the magnificence of 7/eodora ; 
and may good luck attend her. 


Tue &cho is getting quite lavish in its dramatic criticisms. It gave 
recently two notices in one week of Coercion, a by no means extrava- 
gantly successful farcical comedy, played once at a Gaiety afternoon 
performance. I suppose there’s not much use in being an £cho 
though if you don’t echo something. 

WE shall soon have a nice lot of old Comedy available. Miss Vaughan 
opens at the Opera Comique with her cor~s some time in February, 1887, 
and after giving her a fair start, Mr. Conway and his will appear at the 
Strand in the following May, on the same mission. The breach between 
the two cannot be so very serious after all—only one narrow roadway 
will divide them, across which nothing but the passing “busses will 
prevent them kissing and being friends—passing busses in fact! But 
the vehicles will “‘ serve ” no doubt. 





On the 21st, Dorothy (it is finally decided) trots off to the Prince of 
Wales’s, which, from that date passes for a while into the managerial 
hands of Mr. Geo. Edwardes, with Mr. Horace Sedger for his acting 


Theatre ” is the title chosen by Mr. Hollingshead for the one he is going 
to ** prepriet,” and for which the arrangements are nearly complete. 
NESTOR. 





production of 7heodora in London at an early date,” has returned to hex}; 


. . ; : P 
is but another version of the Maitre des Forges story. It is quite out of 


on successive Tuesdays until the series is completed.—Miss Graee Haw- |; 
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On the Road to the Cattle Show. 
(SEE CARTOON). 


Ir entails severe exertion 
To administer coercion, 
When the victim’s strong 
And can struggle long, 
For you cannot by that measure 
Quickly make it do your pleasure 
As of course ; 
And on any such occasion 
One should rather try persuasion 
fa gentle kind, 
For you'll surely find 
That, applied as a corrective, 
It is often more effective 
Than is force. 





Now, Lord Salisbury (who’s lacking 
In persuasiveness) goes whacking 
With a stick that’s big 
An obstructive pig, 
Yet he, spite of all his striving, 
Little progress makes in driving, 
Don’t you know ; 
For that lively Irish grunter 
Is a most persistent hunter 
After ways which lead 
To one’s being freed ; 
And, if Piggie e’er should let him, 
It will take a while to get him 
To the Show. 





THE following curious advertisement, combining pathos 
with business, appeared in a German newspaper, lately. 
** After a sickness of a few days, my beloved husband 
died yesterday. Deeply afflicted, with my six children, | 
I repose in the hope of his resurrection, and I beg to | 
recommend myself tor the sale of coffee, tea, sugar, butter, 
cheese, ham, Brunswick and Frankfort sausages, and 
many other such matters. Gretchen B——. Address,” 
etc. 





A cOUPLE of Chinamen, consigned to an American | 
gaol, went wildly mad recently, because their pigtails 
were shaved off. The governor immediately ordered | 


and tintacks. The operation had barely commenced | 
when both celestials regained their senses in a marvellous 





THE SOCIAL PEEP-SHOW. 


ss , : ; Showman,—**On THE RIGHT YOU OBSERVE WIRTUE A-TRIUMPHING OVER 
false pigtails to be affixed to their craniums with glue | wc,” 





Fohnny.—‘** PLEASE, SIR, WHICH 1S WICE AND WHICH 1S WIRTUE?” 
; - Showman,—** WHICHEVER YOU PLEASE, MY LITTLE DEAR; YOU PAYS 
manner, and are now as sane as tame guinea-pigs, | -youR MONEY AND YOU TAKES YOUR CHOICE.” 











~ 


GETTING RHADY. 


CHRISIMAS cards, indeed! Fancy talking about it now. I don’t 
fancy it at all, I can tell you. Why, it’s Christmas business all the year 
round, I believe Charles Dickens invented all this nonsense about 
Christmas. Who cared anything about the poor and plum-puddings 
before he took it all up? Christmas Caroli, indeed! Bah! I say. 
Why, all the stationers’ shops are filled with the rubbish. Sailor boys 
returning home to their grandmothers, and all that kind of bosh. The 
only time sailor boys turn up at home, excepting in Christmas cards, is 
when they come to borrow something. They’re a parcel of young black- 
guards, that’s what they are, and I hate ’em all, Then there are 
Christmas cards of soldiers doing sentry in the desert, and all that kind 
of thing. Do you suppose any soldiers think about their families at 
home? Not they, you bet, All they think about is beer, and screwing 
money out of nursemaids that are fools enough to go walking with the 
ruffians. Soldiers, indeed! I wish they were all hung, drawn, and 
quartered, every one of’em, I detest ’em all, I say, 

Then look at all their idiotic cards for children about kittens. Why 
should all children be pleased with a Christmas card with a kitten on it ? 


foolery about bringing in the yule-log and the wassail-bowl. Who in 
his senses would care to have logs burning about him? A lot of spitting 
and hissing noise, and sparks going on to the hearthrugs, and burning 
holes in them. And pictures of wassail-bowls, too. Bah! What’s 
wassail, I should like to know? If it’s anything at all like punch it’s 
the beastliest stuff that ever was invented. 


wait till they get married. There won’t be much billing and cooing 





ill 


Why, indeed? The only time I like to see anything in the cat way is | 
with a brick round its neck at the bottom ofa pond. Then all that | 


is p 


Cards, indeed! Then your sentimental cards. Young chuckle-heads | Emi . : 
kissing girls under the mistletoe. Girls think it all very fine. Let ’em | in his other hand the charming waltz composed for him, 
| should get this lively waltz. 


LtA 


then. 


pudding. 
ready for Christmas, 


Mrs. Langtry on the cover. 
throughout, which is sure to win universal approval. 

The ‘‘ Jersey Express” Galop is by the same composer. 
best word to express its stirring liveliness, 
‘*Cwsarea Gavotte” by the same composer, and also dedicated to 
| Mrs. Langtry, is tunefully quaint. . ; 
“‘ That’s You !” Polka, by Reginald Foy, is most delightfully fresh in 
style, and has two very pretty photos of a little girl pensively drawing 
on a slate, by C. Hesse, of Leipzig. : : 
‘* Dorothy,” a song by Vincent Barwell, the music by H. R. Marriott, 
retty in every sense of the word, though rather sentimental. 

Messrs. Enoch and Sons we have received ‘‘ Ally Sloper’s 
It, has a decidedly unique picture of the 
Eminent Ally bearing his well-known umbrella as baton in one hand, and 
All dancists 


From 


Waltz,” by Charles Godfrey. 





All the billing will be butchers’ bills. 


Ditto the mistletoe nonsense. Don’t talk to me about getting 
DioGenes TOBBs, 





Music Oritiques, 
WE have lately received from Frederick Pitman, Paternoster Row, 


some charming music. 
‘‘ Lillie Waltz,” by H. Elliott Lath, has a beautiful photograph of 
The waltz is full of sweet pathos 









































Besides, most young hus- 
bands now-a-days take to drink. Quite right, too, if they want to forget 
the ton weight of a wife lugging on to their skirts. an! 
The fact is, all this preparation about Christmas makes me positively 
It makes any sensible man ill only to think of it for a moment. 
wish all the turkeys were at the bottom of the sea, and all the plum- 
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OTHER LITTLE INCONVENIENCE, 


tent at the house of a Cabinet Minister. ) 


THE BUILDER’S FLUE.—AN 


( See recent account of ait incides 





Tenant He happe ned to put his finger into a cuy board on y i to poke a hole in the wall-paper with another finger, and there 
d him to draw it out again with a yell. burst forth a little jet of flame, nice and§convenient for lighting your pipe by. 


ing’ Caus* 











Then he had asion to go to his bookcase, and for all the world it might On another occasion he took some clothes from a press, and incautiously put 
ve been the Brocken. them on: then he had to be put out by Captain Shaw. 








“Wrong?” replied the Builder. ‘‘ No; it's a beautiful house 


 L 
? 


ed a fire in the kitchen grate, haven't you! 
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MRK 
ON THE ROAD TO THE CATTLE SHOW. 
“COERCION” NOT SO EASY AS IT LOOKS. 
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OCONVHRSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


OUR PUBLIC MONUMENTS. 
IL—Anxious CARE, 


BRITISH PuBLic. Who are all these very important gentlemen 
assembled about some very important matter or other? 

SPIRIT OF THE Times, They are the Parliamentary Committee on 
the proposed new 
bronze work of 
art for London, 
They areconsider- 
ing the very im- 
portant question 
what public place 
it shall be set up 
in, 

B. P. Oh! I 
presume the de- 
tails connected 
with this com- 
mittee will cost 
me a few thou- 
sand pounds? 
Ah, I thought so ; 
but of course, as 
you say, we must 
not grudge a few 
thousands for the 
beautifying of London. And what is this other mmportant committee ? 

S. oF THE T. That is another Parliamentary Committee charged 
with choosing the eminent artists who are to form the Art Committee to 
choose the design for the new work of art. 

B. P. Oh, indeed! I presume the details of ‘Azs committee will also 
cost me afew thousands? Yes. And the details of the Art Committee 
another few thousands? Yes. And will there be any more committees ? 
‘* About a dozen or so,” eh? At a few thousands each, of course? 

S. OF THE T. What are a few thousands compared with the beauti- 
fying of London? Does not a work of art live for ever? You see, the 
most anxious care is absolutely indispensable at every step of such an 
undertaking as this. 

e * % 2 * s 
| “ P, Dear me! bow dreadfully ill and knocked up those gentlemen 
ook, 

S. OF THE T. Yes, It is anxious labour that has made them so, 
They are the sculptors engaged on the new work of art, and they are so 
anxious to make it worthy of London that they have not slept a wink 
for months. 

B. P. Oh! I suppose the work of art will soon be finished now ? 
5. OF THE T, Eh? Bless me, no! It will be another fifteen years 
before it is completed ; and, first and last, it will stand you in some fifty 
thousand pounds, But then, just consider ; when it ¢s finished it will be 
immortal ! 

* * ’ * * * 
B. P, Oh! there’s the work ot art up at last. 
5S. OF THE T, Oh, dear no! That is only the plaster east of it, just 
put into position to see how the judges like it. It is a most important 
thing to see how it will look before it is actually made, in order that 
every little detail may be adjusted. 
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5. OF 1HE T, THeke! There is the work of art itself up at last! 
Is it not lovely? Mark the delicate perfection of every detail, The 
sculptor’s chisel has been a whole year carefully touching up the minutia 
after casting. Mow London has something to be proud of—something 
to cherish and preserve with unflagging care and solicitude. Such a 
piece of work is for all time ! 
B. P, Then I suppose I ought to hold all sorts of grand banquets and 
rejoicings on the occasion? Very good, 

a * * . 7 . 

INTERLUDE,—SEL¥-CONGRATULATION, 

B. P, What childish idiots the French are, to be sure! It really 
makes one sick to read of their follies. Here is an account of their 
destroying another public monument in political spite. I’m thankful 


we are not given to those pranks anyhow ! 
a * 7 * * * 


APATHY. 


B. P. Dear me! There's a rough with hobnail boots climbing on to 
the new work of art to hold forth. He is emphasizing his remarks with 
a hatchet on the head of the principal figure. Now he knocks off the 
nose. Now he has split open the skull with an unusually energetic 
blow. 

S. OF THE T, Yes. Heisa Social Democrat. He will succeed in 
reducing the work of art to a shapeless mass in about six demonstrations, 








By-the-way, have you paid for that work of art yet? Yes? Oh, then 
I su you will be thinking about ordering another new one for the 
fuetliar bexutifying of the metropolis. Remember, such monuments of 
art are undying. 








The Potato. 


tercentenary of the introduction of the potato into Britain was celebrated a 
day or two ago. One of Fun’s numerous bards begs to be allowed to offer a little 
tribute on such a momentous occasion.) 


THEN, oh, for the wisdom of Plato, 
To properly praise the potato, 
Which has grown in our land for three hundred years ; 
It has fed folks of every station, 
In this our most glorious nation : 
And so let us give the potato three cheers. 


CHORUS, 


For ’tis always the same, 
Whatever its name— 
Be it “‘spud,” ‘‘ murphy,” “tater,” or Aomme-de-lerre ; 
Boiled, baked, mashed, or /r7¢, 
It delights the B.P. : 
Then shout “‘ hurrah” for our floury ware ! 


The potato’s a noble invention, 
Well worthy poetic attention, 
If well-cooked ’tis ‘‘ immense ”’ in its jacket, or peeled ; 
Then long may that veg. grow and flourish, 
The Englishman’s system to nourish, 
And joy to the Englishman’s palate to yield. 


Then view not in manner satiric 
This brief tercentenary lyric ; 
Pray pardon the bard, if his views you can’t share ; 
For he, without any persuasion, 
Can feed, upon every occasion, 
On all sorts and conditions of floury ware. 
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CHARACTERISTIC, 
Mrs. Prenaerghast (to Mrs. Pollington, in a whisper of the most 
confidential kd ).—‘* You would not suspect it to look at him ; but 
his character is dreadful, my dear!” 
Mrs. Pollington (to Mrs, Prenderghast ).—** Really! I didn’t know 
he had any.”’ 
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A LITTLE MIXED, 


Our PRIVATE VIEW OF THE INSTITUTE OF PAINTERS IN OIL COLOURS AND THE SoOcIETY OF BRITISH ARTISTS, 
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ENICKEN AOKS. 


A Russian official, residing? in Bulgaria, got drunk and disorderly 
recently, and threatened to pepper the police with a six-shooter. The 
Great White Czar was so charmed 

with his conduct that he sent him the 
Cross of St. George. Why don’t 

» some of an erecesions Irish 
| «‘ patsiots” t service in Bulgaria 
| under the Emperor of Holy Russia ? 
' They would soon be laden with 
 henouss and pelf. 


It is remarked of a certain theatre 
in Germany that it is divided into 
three parts; in one you cannot hear, 
in another you cannot see, and in the 
third you can neither hear nor see. 


One of Wagner's pi was put on 
the other night. audience con- 
sisted principally of deaf and blind 


folk, who carefully selected their 
places, and seemed to thoroughly 
appreciate the performance. 





Tue advent of Prince Batty’s son and “their” has afforded the 
Radicals another chance of complaining anent the expenses the country 
is, and will be, put to by Teuton princes, They carefully explain that 
the whole revenue of many a German potentate would be expended by 
the purchase of the beer, butter, vinegar, bacon, and mustard consumed 
by Royalty in this country. 


A SHOPKEEPER in the North of England had in his cellar a barrel of 
gunpowder ; in the same vault he kept meal, &c. His servant went 
down one night lately to get some of the latter article, and, not knowing 
which barrel it was in, opened the gunpowder keg first, and did not 
re-cover it. She presently re-ascended, ‘* Where is the candle, Matilda 
Jane?” said the shopkeeper. ‘‘I’ve left ‘un a-stickin’ in that black 
sand!” was the reply. The tradesman turned the colour of Dutch 
cheese, but he pluckily descended, and, putting his hands together like 
a funnel, he placed them round the candle, extracted it from the barrel 
of gunpowder, blew up the domestic till she had fits, brought her to by 
pouring a jug of hot water over her head and sticking a mustard-leaf 
over her mouth, and sat down, had a pipe and a stiff glass of grog. 
Some presence of mind about this man, eh? 


A woman who has been chargeable to the Union o1 her parish for 
nearly ten years has become entitled to a considerable fortune. Her 
trustees will have to pay £216 for the board, lodging, and washing she 
has received, It must be irritating to the Salvationists to know that 
this wealthy lunatic is in confinement. 


A poLice officer had occasion to visit a cottage recently, when he 
found several dead hares. On taxing the we of the cottage with 
poaching, he received the following reply :—‘‘ Bless ’ee, zur, we catches 
a good many o’ they theer things through these black noights, The 
r animales can’t zee theer way, so they tumbles down the rocks 
in the dark, and breakes their necks. We picks ’em oop as we goes to 
work, becos, zur, we be oop earlier in the morning nor other folks.” 


Mr. Faunce De Laung, High Sheriff of Kent, rightly objects to 
the ridiculous law which compels English gentlemen being forced to 
fulfil the class of office he holds, at a risk of being fined £500 in case of 
a point blank refusal todo so, This complaint is of long standing. We 
find that in the year 1827, one Henry Ladbroke, Esq., citizen and 
grocer, paid a fine of £600 and 20 marks to be discharged from his 
election as one of the sheriffs of London and Middlesex, for the year 
ensuing, Henry justly kicked up a rare hubbub at being so cruelly mulcted 
for not taking an office that he felt he was totally incapable of doing 
justice to, 


A VAST number of American ladies in Europe have gone spoony on 
silver s , and collect these small domestic utensils in every city 
they visit. This craze, even when it runs to kleptomania, is not nearly 
so idiotic and eres as the crank for buying titles, by marrying 
decayed foreign noblemen. 


SCHOOL dinners for the poorer children are now supplied by certain 
Birmingham experimenters at the moderate rate of a half-penny per 
head. ‘They believe eventually that they will be able to reduce the price 
to a farthing. Bread and jam with pea soup is said to be the favourite 
dish. Jam with pea soup sounds queer at first thought, but we don’t 
see why it shouldn’t be quite as appetising as jelly with jugged hare— 
when the taste is once acquired. 








Tide-borne Tories. 
le oe holds that all the “Old World Tories are going out with the 
Tue River of Progress is swiftly running 
Into the Sea of Reform ; 
And slow-coach old Tories, once full of cunning, 
Now dread some approaching storm. 
Conservatism, once prating of glories, 
Is now by our Randolph guyed ; 
And ’tis easy to see that the Old World Tories 
Are fast going out with the tide. 


The Tory notions, so old and crusted, 
Are fast growing out of date ; 

By Radical Randy they’ve all been ‘‘ busted,” 
And so must succumb to Fate. 

The “‘ Forward ” party, which well to the fore is, 
All ancient ideas doth deride ; 

And therefore the once-petted Old World Tories 
Are all going out with the tide. 


Farther and farther from all its moorings 
Now drifts the old Tory boat, 

And nobody heeds its crew’s imploring, 
While Churchill stands by to gloat. 

That vessel most rotten, indeed, to its core is, 
With no one its course to guide ; 

And nobody grieves that the Old World Tories 
Are fast drifting out with the tide. 








SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ONE THAT KNows NOTHING Aso0T IT.) 





‘*EVEN WEIGHT MAIDEN.” 








Fust Out. Price 2d.; Post-free 3d. 


CHRISTMAS NUMBER OF “JACK AND JILL,” 


CONTAINING 
“A LONGSHORE MYSTERY,” 
By A. T. PASK, 
And other Stories. Crowded with Pictures. 





OFFICES—153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 
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A TALE OF A TERRIBLE EXPIATION. 

T was the Belgian fishing- 
boat Voleur. She as 
scourge of the British fish- 
ing fleet in the North Sea : 
even now she was in the 
act of cutting through a 
half-mile of British nets. 

But the brow of the mas- 

ter suddenly darkened with 

a gloom that had never 
visited it ere that moment 
iN} s$is : , =e —a gloom of fearful and 
aia. UF gtu. Rie + deadly foreboding, as 
3 : = meae-| | though the Angel of Fate 





Ml! had es before him the 
+) "s ge page of his approachin 
= TH $3: oe =: | doom, He dunal hi 
== Nig 252 ai te aD brow for an instant, then 

= =: Seo gazed away toward the 
horizon, as if looking for 
something which he knew 
woukl be there; and on 
the horizon was a small 
black cloud—a mere dot. 
At the same instant the eyes of one and all on board turned in the 
same direction, and a speechless, hopeless, unearthly pallor of fore- 
boding overspread each weather-beaten face. Without a word the 
master took a slip of paper, wrote in it a last farewell to the dear ones 
at home; in deathlike silence he placed it in a bottle, corked the re- 
ceptacle, and threw it overboard. Each of his companions followed the 
solemn example. 

But a sudden flash of desperation lighted up the eyes of all that crew; 
the end about to come should at least be met with defiance, and hurled 
back upon itself until it overcame and crushed its victims. Each man 
armed himself. The master beckoned to his side the youngest of them. 
‘* Take this, my pistol,” said he in sepulchral tones; ‘‘ go below, and 
at the moment when the executioners shall spring aboard, send all six 
bullets through our vessel’s skin below the water-line, and scuttle her !” 

The small black cloud had grown. It was the smoke of a steam- 
vessel rapidly overhauling the hapless fishing-boat with its doomed 
freight. On she came, the vessel of the destroyer! Now she was but 
half-a-mile away—black, like a coffin, with frowning and relentless bow 
of steel. She wasa British cruiser, there to avenge the outrages on 
many a British fisherman, As all the little band on board the smack 
stood at their posts, came the hoarse summons to surrender, thrice re- 

eated ; then on the echoing wind burst the awful thunder of a gun, 
Thrice did the deadly instrument—loaded with blank cartridge—belch 
forth its lethal fury. With colourless faces the brave yet dishonest Bel- 
gians stood their ground ; not a man fell. 

At length the vessels touched : six fatal cracks resounded through the 
fishing-vessel’s hold ; the hour had come ; the commander of the British 
cruiser leapt aboard the defenceless craft, and 
ENDORSED THE MASTER’S LICENCE, 
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New Leaves. 

‘‘Jupy’s ANNUAL,” edited by Chas. H. Ross (Judy Office), With 
such a host as Chas. Ross and his merry lot of boon companions, authors 
and artists, the ‘‘ Judy Annual” is this year furnished with such a feast 
of Reason and flow of Soul, that it is a pleasure to look upon its pages, 
to feed on its illustrations, and drink deep of its delightful humour.— 
‘‘ Father Christmas Annual,” 1886-7, with Supplements (172 Strand). 
At the coming season such a Father Christmas as this will be the good 
genius of little children, laden as it is with the loving and lovely labours 
of such good geniuses as May Bowley, Clo. Graves, Horace Lennard, 
Frank Hudson, Edgar Lee, J. W. Houghton, A. T. Pask, L. Wain, 
&c,, whose Art and Literature are on a par in purity and purpose ; and, 
strange as it may seem, this Father Christmas will be more gladly 
greeted for bringing with him a very pleasing though ‘‘an unwelcome 

uest.” 

: More CurisTMAs Carps.—In the parcels of these Cards sent us by 
Messrs. Raphael Tuck and Sons, by Messrs. Philipp Brothers, and by 
Messrs. M. H. Nathan and Co., we find the same good taste, el ce, 
and refinement in which all those firms excel. Novelty is not absent, 
but variety is almost exhausted; whilst, from an art point of view, 
though they are mostly very good, it would be flattery to conceal that 
many are indifferent, and some are bad.—Mr. Rimmel’s preparations for 
the season, as usual, are almost in perfume and prettiness. 

CRACKERS.—The usual fanciful features are to be found in Messrs. 
Sparagnapane and Co.’s Christmas Cosaques and Crackers, and at the 
fast-coming season, when people pull themselves together, they ought 
to go off well. 
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NEAR THE LAW COURTS. 


He.—‘* Well, Miss Gadabout, the Colinderies is done with at 


last.” 
She.—‘‘Indeed! Isit? I didn’t know. What was the veraict?” 

















The Sufferings of a Suffolk Streeter, 
(By On& OF THE OLD SCHOOL.) 

I’M an artist by pro- 
fession, and my 
name is truthful 
John, 

With the school 
known as Impres- 
sionists I never 
could get on ; 

So, in language free 
from passion and 
from _ prejudice, 
I'll tell 

How they upset our 
Society at Suffolk 
Street, Pall Mall. 


For nothing could be 
finer or more beau- 
tiful to see 

Than the picture 
shows the first few 
years of our So- 
ciety ; 

Till in an evil mo- 
ment we were led 
to think it well 

To elect as a fresh 
President a _ real 
artistic swell, 


comaeinetBiicen 


Now, it’s always 
been the motto of 
our Society 

That the style of thing the public likes is, ‘‘ Mammy, dear, kiss me ;}” 

Domestic scenes must always go with patrons such as ours, 

Especially when eked out with some landscape-bits and flowers. 


But no sooner was he seated in the Presidential chair 

Than he changed our exultations into wailings of despair ; 

For he broke up our traditions, and went in for foreign 

Turning out the work we’re noted for, and making us look fools, 


In the place of neat interiors and cottage scenes so fair 

We're bedecked with Few? curtains, = a nocturne here and there. 
And if the british public will placidly look on 

Then Art’s a mystery to one whose name is truthful John, 


And, since he’s in possession, there’s nothing to be done 

But to start upon some other tack, and find some other run; 

But I’ve told, in simple language, how this nocturne-loving swell 
Has ruffled our Society at Suffolk Street, Pall Mall. 








i< 3 ‘Lo CORRESPONDENTS.—Zhe Editor does not bind himsel/ to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 


in no case will they be returned unio 


accompanied by a stamped and directed emvelope. 
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A LITTLE FAT AT THE CATTLE§{S'H'Ojw. 

























A 


for persistently alluding to a prisoner at the bar as “‘that gentleman ! 
The prisoner was an itinerant vendor of cats’-meat. 





A FEW evenings ago, as a grocer was counting his receipts of the day, Fust Out. Pricets.; Post-free ts, 2d. 
which were arranged in piles along his counter, a young fellow entered ’ 
and asked for a pound of the best figs. ‘ What ! a said the youth, ‘‘ is H OOD ° COM IC AN N UAL for 1 887 
this a proper time to expose your money? Sup any loafing fellow 
should take a liking to two or three of these piles, and put them into Pronounced by the Prem to be 
his hat, ‘Ais way.” At the same time he suited the action to the word, THE BEST ANNUAL OF THE YEAR. 
to give more weight to his observation, and then ran off. The grocer 
pursued the moralist without success, and cussed dreadfully. Now Ready, Price 2d.; Post-free 24d, 





FUN ALMANAC FOR 1887, 


COURTEOUS witness was called to order by a judge the other day FULL OF COMIC PICTURES, 





FUN OFFICE—153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 














~ 


¢>°e >°€ F%e” 


e = 


A 
») 
2. 
Z 
2 
y 


” 
v 
» 
7 
. 
om 
- 
. 
‘ 
’ 


_* 





’ 





P'S PS PERE TSE PERCE DE PE PE r Cr" 
‘ . ° Py “* ee e - v* 


x TY \ fi \ \ ‘ 
A i a de Oe A ee ee 


gecars 


Soap: 


NAN AANA AVANANAENAN 


+> Tere eve eee eee ee ere Pee Pe 2 Pee 





Cadbury's 
j0C0a 


LIPID LHALYSY 


oH Pe 4 >. 4 ee Pew 





PURE AND 


> 


st 








See that you get it! 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. As bad makes are often sold 
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HOW TO GET UP A TOURING COMPANY. 
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Too.r’s,—Mr. Toole has come home, and brought his new Butle 
with him. Whether the latter gentleman is strong enough for the place 
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Toots Tig Lani LabyY AND THE 
only expenence of his capabilities can show ; but he c with a good 
character {rom his last place (at Manchester), and seeiis well enough up 
to the mark. Mr. and Mrs. Merivale have not surmounted the difticulties 
involved in the modern praetice of elongating a farce plot into three 


become 


acts, and so raising its dignity that some seriousnes necessary, 
The serious points always havea ** patchworky ” and incongruous appear- 
ance, and in not one three-act farcical piece in a hundred is the dithculty 


OveTCcoine, 


Tiik authors of 7/e Autler have this much excuse—that they fail in 
large and excellent company. ‘The point raises a large question which 
it is impossible to go into here, where I have only to note results ; but 
that what I say is true is observable in a marked degree in the farewell 
interview between Mrs, Tracey and Miss Marie Linden (whose play 
name I forget, having mislaid the comical little programme supplied on 
the occasion). aaa 

Tus little scene, calmly; examined, is most naturally conceived, 
ind most excellently played, both by Miss Thorne and Miss Linden, 
but just because all the surroundings are more or less extravagant, and 
the audience is wrought up to the pitch of hilarity, this neat expression 
of the real nobility of the two women goes for nothing—unless it is to 
cause a sense of bewildered discomfort while it lasts, and a sigh of 
relief when it is over. 


Tiik piece moves on ina state of progressive improvement, and its 
last act is decidedly the best ; but, on the whole, it is not absolutely 
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Toor s.—Orr, bet Soon BaG AGAIN 

satisfactory. I seldom—or ever—see Mr. Toole except on first nights, 
so I put it down to the excitement of such occasions that he every now 
and then appears flustered, and unable to finish his sentences; this 








latter fault seems to grow upon him, and mars his impersonations not a 
little. His personation of the limpet-like Butler, whom nothing but 
insult to his fond, faithful, and fiery cook will induce to leave ‘‘ the 
family,” is as comical as the conception itself—which is certainly a 
comical conception,—and the play is likely to serve for a long time to 
come, 


Mr. TOOLE is improving in the ‘lady department ” of his company, 
and has ‘‘ just added to the collection” the handsome and clever Miss 
Kate Phillips, whose performance of a not very natural or original part 
is good at all points—as long as she is cook, I should think Mr. Toole 
would have no difficulty in getting a house-made—and a Miss Vanbrugh, 
from the provinces, who is excellently cut out by nature for an attractive 
representation of the part she plays—a young lady apparently of <-sthetic 
tendencies. Mr. Shelton once more proves his ability to play character 
parts. Mr. Ward is hearty as usual, and Mr. Lowne plays a not dif- 
ticult part—easily. Mr. Billington is pretty much as usual, safe; and in 
the last scene makes the most of a good chance, Misses Thorne and 
Linden I have already referred to—they both play excellently; and 
Mr. Brunton’s performance of a deaf cabman is to be commended. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Mr. J. N. Ellaby gave the first and second ot a 
series of three recitals, in the French Chamber at St. James’s Hall, on 
the 4th and 1ith inst., with his usual success. The remaining recital 
will be given on the 18th inst.—Mr. Isidore de Lara sent me a ticket for 
the first of four vocal recitals, given by him on the 3oth ult.; the 
ticket, however, arrived too late for use. The remaining recitals will 
be given in January, February, and March.—l rom Mr. Howard Paul 
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Tooe’s.—Miss PuHILtivs IN HER ‘‘NEW PLACE,” AND Miss LINDEN IN HER 
OLD (OUR HBARTS). 


and Havana (seemingly), I hear that he recently gave an entertain- 
ment there, under the patronage of the Governor-General of Cuba.— 
To-morrow afternoon, the 16th, at 2.30, Mr. Compton produces, at the 
Strand Theatre, a new three-act piece, by Mr. T. Housfield, called 
Bachelors’ Wives. Mr. Yorke Stephens, Miss Lottie Venne, and Miss 
Lotinga, daughter of a celebrated ‘‘ Insurance Case,” will appear 
therein, the latter making her first appearance on any stage.—Mr. EF. 
Russell is lecturing on Art Principles and Criticism, at the St. James’s 
Hall, on successive Tuesdays. The remaining dates are December 21st, 
23th ; January 4th, 11th, 18th, 25th, and February Ist, Sth, and 15th. 

To-morrow afternoon, December 16th, Mr. Hasluck, assisted by Miss 
Edith Hamilton, will give a dramatic recital at the Steinway Hall. 

Mr. F. Grove Palmer is writing, in conjunction with Mr. George 
Thorne, the pantomimes for Sadler’s Wells and Miss Sarah Thorne’s 
Kentish tour. NESTOR. 
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THE executive committee of the Liverpool Exhibition indignantly 
protest that the charge of grogginess made against the visitors of the late 
exhibition is false. An authority assures us that most of the men who 
were discovered to be ‘‘three sheets in the wind,” or ‘‘on the lee 
lurch,” in the show, were foreign sailors out for aspree, and that the 
Liverpool boys themselves were positive paragons of sobriety. True, 
you bet! 





A PARis insurance company, opining that death lurks in dye, refuses 
to grant policies in future to any ladies who are in the habit of staining 
their tresses. It is supposed that they will crowd down on powder- 
puffs, cosmetics, and fancy soaps next, 
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POLITE (?) PARTIES. 


Miss Horkesforde.—** We never think of going to the Hardeggins’ 
parties, though they always invite us.” 
Miss Belcaeur.—** V’ve heard, love, that that’s the reason they give 


for always thinking of inviting you.” 


The Gold-Time Coming! 


[‘‘ Silver has gone clean out of fashion. All is gold. We shall see golden 
girls in golden gowns showing glimpses of gilded stockings. The gifts of the 
season are gold or gilded,” &c.— County Gentleman. } 

THE latest fashion, we are told, 

Is to have things made of gold. 
Gold-hued dresses, all a-glow, 

For ladies now are comme-tl-faut. 
Golden trimmings, rich and rare ; 
Golden stockings—golden hair ; 

In fact, from what we now are told, 
Everything will be of gold ! 








If ladies thus sport gold, why then, 

Why not golden garb for men? 

Golden shirts and golden suits, 

Golden hats and golden boots, 

Golden pipes and — ties— 

Till we all look golden ‘‘ guys,” 

And we everywhere behold 
Nothing but the glare of gold ! 


Our household goods we, too, may find 
Will all be of a golden kind— 

Golden tables, golden chairs, 

Golden mats and golden stairs, 

Golden saucepans, golden grills, 
Golden plaisters, golden pills. 

And Fun, mayhap, lest fashion scold, 
Will print his jokes on Sterling Gold.” 


*(Not much !—Ep.] 





A PIKE recently choked himself by trying to swallow an ancient duck. 
He measured 4 ft. 2in. long and weighed 20lbs. When this big fish 
was opened, it was found that he had carefully stuffed himself with sage 
and onions before making for the quack-quack, He was picked out of 


an American fish-pond. 





THE COMFORTABLE CLIMATH. 


ENGLAND’s a healthy country. Is it? Oh, my! the water’s 
streaming out of my eyes. Kish-a! I know I shall sneeze my very 
head off. Have I got a cold? I should think that I had very much 
indeed of a cold. Howdo I feel? Well, I feel as if half a dozen penny 
ices had been let down my back, and I was sitting with my bare feet in 
the gutter. Try onion porridge. No, I won't try onion porridge, I can 
tell you. I’m not going to make myself smell like an Italian organ 
grinder. Put my feet in mustard and water. What's the good of that, 
with adulterated mustard coloured with turmeric, or what not. You 
can’t get such a thing as good mustard now-a-days. <A glass of rum- 
and-water with some butter in it, piping hot, and taken in bed. Not I. 
I don’t care about any of your rums. I wasn't brought up in the fore- 
castle. I would as soon think of chewing tobacco. No, I have got 
sufficient respect left for my liver not to go in for rum drinking. Am I 
going to have my nose tallowed? No, I’m not going to have my nose 
tallowed ; and perhaps, sir, you mean that for your confounded imper 
tinence, 

Perhaps I had better have a Turkish bath, and get rid of my cold that 
way. Yes, that’s a good way of getting cured. Do you think I’m going 
to strip myself and stew inan oven like a confounded Normandy pippin 
Do you think I am going to sit trussed up in a towel, like a champagne 
bottle in a serviette, while idiots keep asking how my perspiring's getting 
on? I don’t stand on my dignity either; yet I’m not going to be laid 
down on a marble slab like a cod-fish in a fishmonger's shop, while a 
wretch punches me all down my spine. I should feel light and airy 
after a Turkish bath, I should almost be ready to doa dance, Well, 
I never did do dances, and I never want to do dances. It’s only fools 
who do. <A good harmless remedy is to take some gin and spirits of 
nitre. I’d just as soon swallow spirits of naphtha, I don’t mean to do 
anything of the kind, I can tell you. Lay up for a day, and read all the 
Christmas Annuals in bed. Well, I’m not quite such an idiot as all that. 
I might put on a good thick ulster and sit before the fire and drink 
liquorice tea. /ijuorice tea, sir; none of your impudence. Do you 
think I’m a whey-faced chit of a girl ata boarding school? Don’t begin 
recommending any of your remedies. I’ve gota cough, have I? I've 
got a snuffly cold, have I? I’ve got chilblains—so much the better. 
Bah, sir! Bah! DIOGENES Topns, 





A MARRIED man, residing in North Carolina, has been sent to gaol 
for swapping wives with another Benedict. As the = got a much 
better-looking woman than his own spouse by the deal, he was obliged 
to throw in one dollar and some odd cents before the bargain was fairly 
clinched. The second party to this amicable agreement has vamoose« 
to some out-of-the-way spot from the plain-looking matron, so both 
ladies are left disconsolate. 
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my best this term to assist you in reading up Ovid’s * De Arte 
Amandi ;’ and if your charming Dad happens to invite me down to 
” 


Pz 
PUTTING IT PLAINLY. 


Aesthetic Monitor. —** Now, Jones secundus, you know I’ve done 





his place for Christmas—well—er—well—er . 

Philistine Fones,—‘* Well—er—well—er—you'll be bound to have 
your hair cut, and wash your neck thoroughly before you come, that’s 
an.” 
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IN ADVANCE SYSTEM. 
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PECULIARITY; OR, THE CASH 
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seven years of his life to grouping us ; he 


" The P grapher devoted = 
I'he Photograp our head in the best pose. The result was 


day we went to the Bhotographer and said, '‘ Fhotograph us; we are the Great Fun. ( 
large stock of spirit and Dumpy levels, and T squares, and compasses, in the sustained effort to get every hair of 
; and he {a vast number of our photos to the public 
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used up a 
BOTR. 





It wasn't a success; in fact, he hadn't pointed me 
The 


» | : ~~ © wy « ee 
** That'll do wel! enouch," he said, and the thing was done. 
‘*Can't do anything further for you,” he remarked ; ‘' good day.” 


Then he shied us hastily in a corner anyhow 
Camera straight ; and it had only taken the tip of our left car and a large piece of the wall. 








cash in advance system has many advantages—to the payee 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL, 


AS SUNG IN THE NEIGHBOURHOOD OF WILLIS'S ROOMS. 


‘“NOW, SAVE YOU, MERRY UNIONISTS, | DON’T LISTEN TO THE GRAND OLD MAN, 


MAY#NOTHING SYOU DISMAY, WHATEVER HE MAY SAY.” 
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THE BAFFLED ENOCROAOHER. 


A TALE OF SHAMELESS GREED AND FAIRY INTERFERENCE. 


WE almost hesitate to tell the story of Jones the Encroacher, It is 
very painful to learn the full extent to which human nature can stoop to 
take advantage 
of open-hearted 
generosity ; but 
conduct like 
Jones the En- 
croacher’s must 
not pass without 
comment, 

Jones was a 
layman, a mem- 
ber of the public 
—a Consumer, 
in point of fact. 

ow, it was 
just before 
Christmas ; and 
the year we treat 
of will be re- 
called to the 
memory of our 
readers by a 
circumstance quite out of the common which marked it out. This cir- 
cumstance was, that a dealer in something —we forget what — was 
seized with a wild yearning to give away instead of selling. The cir- 
cumstance was quite unique, and excited much attention and admira- 
tion; and we recollect that, among other things, the dealer was 
invited to attend a meeting of a society interested in psychical pheno- 
mena, with a view to arriving at the mental and moral origin of his 
impulse. Anyhow, the dealer resolved to give away, out of pure 
generosity, one hundred thousand pounds’ worth of articles; and for 
this purpose he made up one hundred packets, each of the value of one 
thousand pounds; then he advertised in the newspapers that one packet 
would be sent to each person who forwarded seven penny stamps to 
defray the postage. We all remember how, before inserting his adver- 
tisement, the editors of the newspapers called upon him and attempted 
seriously, but in vain, to reason him out of a design which, although 
benevolent in the highest degree, was intensely imprudent, involving 
(as he himself admitted in the advertisement) absolute ruin to himself. 
He was firm, and the advertisements were inserted. One little point 
was never quite explained—why, when displaying such lavish indiffer- 
ence to money in each gift, he should have troubled himself about the 
few pence for postage ; but this does not bear on our story. 

Now, Jones was one of those who read the advertisement ; and as he 
read, greed, unqualified by the restraining influence of self-respect, took 
possession of him. The advertisement contained a clause appealing in 
the most eloquent terms to the generosity of the reader not on any 
account to apply for more than one of the packets, as the advertiser 
earnestly wlsked to supply no more than one to each applicant, and the 
pain of having to refuse a request would be more than he could bear. 
But Jones’ greed made him deaf to this appeal ; and, without the least 
apparent shame of encroaching upon such generosity, he enclosed four- 
teen penny stamps and asked to be supplied with ¢zvo of the thousand 
pound packets. Then Jones the Encroacher awaited the result without 
remorse, without compunction, only with greedy and sordid anticipa- 
tion ; for he actually designed to make capital out of the uncalculating 
generosity of an- 
other, and pawn 
the thousand 
pound parcels 
for five hundred 
a-piece ! 

Now mark the 
fulness and 
whole - hearted- 
ness of the ad- 
vertiser’s _libe- 
rality. On re- 
ceiving theletter 
he was pained ; 
he was positively 
ashamed of his 
kind; but he 
could mot bring 
himself to frame 
a refusal; and 
he sent the two 
packets in return for the fourteen stamps to defray the postage. 

When Jones the Encroacher saw the postman bringing the two 
packets, he chuckled disgracefully at the success of his bold stroke—for 














he was so far gone as to boast of his action—and went straight out and 
ordered in luxuries for himself to the value of nearly a quarter of a mil- 
lion ; for he purposed to actually demand more packets of the adver- 
tiser—aye, as many more as his kindness of heart could be prevailed 
upon to forward. 

The generosity of the advertiser seemed absolutely inexhaustible. As 
fast as the ignoble Jones sent sevenpences, the advertiser sent packets ; 
until it was calculated that Jones’ house must contain property to the 
value of seven times the national debt. 

And here the fairy part comes in. Nobody could ever understand it ; 
so it must have been fairy work ; but, although Jones was seen to make 
several journeys to the pawnbroker, he never was a dit richer than he 
was before his mean escapade ; while poor, generous dealer, in spite of 
his having ruined himself, is quite as well-to-do as ever! 





s> 
“A 
a 





THE WEATHER. 


Clara,—‘‘ Mary, is it fit to go out?” 

Mary,—‘** Well, Miss, it was a-freezin’ like anythink when I was 
downstairs, and as I was a-coming up it thundered and lightnened ; 
now it’s a-’ailing and blowing fit to blow the Moniment down,” 





A Strange Proposition. 


{‘' Take away Money and Petticoats,” says an evening paper, ‘‘and there is no 
doubt the world would live happy ever after.”] 


THIs statement’s very funny, 
Re Petticoats and Money, 

For surely both possess their uses ? 
Would such an abolition 
Improve the world’s condition, 

And free mankind from all abuses? 


Well, as for ws, we doubt it, 
So why this fuss about it? 
Of Lovely Woman Fun’s a vot’ry ; 
So Petticoats for ever ! 
’Tis plain that this endeavour 
Is,but to suit some petty-co(a)t-rie ! 


Important and Urgent. 


Ar this season of the year, when so much that gladdens our homes 1s 
brought to us by British Seamen, Fun deems it his duty to plead with 
his ever-generous readers on behalf of the Royal Alfred Aged Merchant 
Seamen’s Institution, which supports 100 old destitute sailors at its 
home at Belvedere, Kent, and 200 at their own homes. There are 150 
applicants, whose ages range from 67 to 87, on the list for election in 
January, but, owing to the low state of the funds of this deserving 
charity, only 15 can be chosen. Most of the others, therefore, can only 
look forward to the workhouse. To the charitable (who are so numerous 
in our land) Fun need only add that the secretary is Mr. W. E, Denny, 
and that the office is at 59 Fenchurch Street, E.C. 


In lamenting his loss of popularity, Rossa says he can hardly under- 
stand the reason, as he is the best-known man among the Irish ** patriots. 
Let’s see, Judas Iscariot was a well-known man ; but evidence goes to 
show he was hardly a general favourite in consequence. 
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ANECDOTERS BEWARE! 





\ b ofl 
PO ee te, LUST Ny —Z 
. ' 
4 


Rey 




















“! 
ia, 

here) \ 
J i 


a2,~) 


7 


ig 
ae 
LAY 


) Gy dy) \\’ 


\ 
" 


rH 








——~ ee + es 


‘Hullo, Brown! Glad to see you. Got such 
a capital story to tell you!” 


“* Just sit down and have a smoke while I 
give it you !’ 


“I think I've given it every fellow I've met but you. 
Haven't seen you for a month, you know !" 
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And then he launched out. A gleam of in- 
telligence frequently played over Brown's visage 
during the recital. 


And, when the culminating point was reached, 


“ Bravo, Jones, old boy!" said he. ‘I told you 
that a month ago, and you've improved it wonder- 
fully since |" 








NEW LEAVES. 


Le Figaro lllustré. |The happy possessors of this will find much 
evidence of superior talent pervading all its pages, much to delight them, 
and much to give them serious satisfaction.—Zz/e Annual presents its 
admirers with two pleasing coloured prints, and the literary parts are so 
well coloured that they may be properly termed ‘‘ pleasing prints ” also. 
—The Ladies’ Gazette of Fashion has a Christmas Number which will 
outstrip many others in the gratification it will give to ladies by its plen- 
tiful provision of new dresses.—Ze Fo//et will also win the ladies’ favour 
—The Household Words December number, and its Christmas Number 
together, form an abundant supply of lasting enjoyment.— Zhe Boy’s 
Own Paper and The Girl’s Own Paper each have a Christmas Number, 
full enough of good things to charm both girls and boys for many a long 
day.-— Zhe Leisure Hour and The Sunday at Home have no Christmas 
Number, but afford their usual gratification.—S¢, Nicholas is as charm- 
as ever, It is useless attempting any detailed description of its delights. 
—Men and Women is a weekly biographical and social journal, an 
attractive feature in which is the admirable portraits of popular persons, 
and notices of their lives and works.— 7he Monthly Magazine of Fiction 
gives a complete novel, which, though always good, is no great novel-ty. 

CHRISTMAS CARDS,—There is great variety in the ‘‘stock”’ of cards 
sent us by Misch and Stock. Purchasers will be pleased to pick out 
the prettiest.—Mr. Harding also produces a pleasing assortment, which 
will be most admired by the lovers of sport—hunting scenes, horses, 
and dogs occupying prominent positions.—Much amusement may be 
obtained by using ‘* Cremer Junior's ” card game of *‘ John Bull.” His 
‘¢ Knicknacks,” also being of a recreative and instructive character, 
combine education with pleasurable pastime in a way peculiarly attrac- 
iive and advantageous to children,—**‘ A Mayoral Album ” is issuing by 








George Faulkner and Sons, of Manchester, which’ contains authentic 
pecieaste of the mayors and provosts of the principal towns of Great 
ritain during the past year. 

‘The Insurance Year Book” is what it professes to be—a guide to 
persons effecting insurance—and gives them ample information.—-‘‘ A 
Celebrated Playhouse,” by Frederic eos (Henry Vickers). This 
short history gives many reminiscences of the old Richmond Theatre, 
which is now extinct; and of the many prominent and popular per- 
formers who strutted and fretted their hours upon its stage.—‘“‘ Penny 
Dinners.” We commend these prize essays to all and sundry who are 
charitably disposed enough to learn ‘‘ the best means of dealing with 
children who are ill-fed and who do not pay,” and who are wishful to 
lend them a helping hand.—‘‘ Two Trips to the Emerald Isle,” by 
‘“* Faed ;” illustrated by George Moore (Iliffe and Son). In this enter 
taining book the author takes us with him on cycling trips to Dublin 


and to Killarney. 


Not Tax-idermy, 
(Mr. Auberon Herbert has, it is said, presented to Parliament a petition for the 


abolition of taxation.) _ . 
To do away with taxes were, of course, a consummation 


Devoutly to be wished ; but, oh, alas! 
We have a lurking fear that abolition of taxation, 

Is not a thing to quickly come to pass, ia 
Why, even Herbert taxes us, and that with great facility— 
That he should fancy he’ll succeed, quite taxes credibility. 








SIGNALMEN, as a body, are close reasoners, No matter where they 
go or may find themselves, they always come bach to the point. 
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KNIOKNAOKS, 


A GRAVEDIGGER was recently charged with “geen a beadle by 
tripping him up by the heels, and laying him flat on the pavement. 
The magistrate asked the gravedigger whether 
he had been suddenly seized with a professional 
fit, and wanted to bury the beadle. The grave- 
digger said that he was rather merry on the 
morning of the alleged assault, having just come 
from a funeral. He did not know exactly what 
he was about when he came across the beadle, 
and he was surprised to see him measure the 
ground as if he been laid out for it. He 
vowed that if the magistrate let him off, neither 
churchwardens, nor overseers, nor beadle, should 
ever have it in their power to complain of him 
ord he would never hurt the feelings of any 
of them. The magistrate said the least thing 
that could be done would be to fine him five 
shillings for being drunk. The gravedigger said 
the parish must pay the money, or the conse- 
quences would be very disagreeable. He did 
not mean to break the law; but if the beadle 
happened to go first, there should be very little 
mould put over him, Later in the day the fine 
was paid by a friendly undertaker. 





Tue Mayor of a department in the Isere, who is a *‘ tote,” has issued 
the following order :--** All persons drinking and ‘ tippling’ on Sundays 
and holidays, in cafés, etc., during the celebration of mass, or vespers, 
are hereby authorised to depart without paying for what they have 
imbibed.” How Sir Willie Lawson must envy that Mayor his autocratic 
power ! 


A COCKNEY sportsman mistook a Sussex sheep for a sea-gull, a week 
or so back, ‘This crack shot had to make good the value of the animal, 
and has been living on mutton ever since, It’s beginning to get a trifle 
high. 


499 

A YOUNG girl, possessing a magnificent head of hair, being unable to 
find money to purchase a wedding-dress, parted with her golden locks 
for a good price. When her lover found out what she had done, he 
declined to carry out his contract, saying he only loved her for her hair. 
Then she pulled his ears till she took all the stiffening out. A breach of 
promise case is pending. 


- 





AN Australian murderer was sentenced to death a short while back, 
and from that moment up to the time of his reprieve no one could be 
more devout or apparently penitent ; but, immediately on hearing the 
news that mercy. had been obtained for him, he handed his Bible and 
Prayer Book to the chaplain, saying, ‘‘I reckin I hain’t now no furder 
occasien for these ’ere.”’ 


IN accordance with a special by-law of the Catholic church of St. 
Anne, Montreal, a man was recently arrested and fined for refusing 
to kneel on both knees during service. The defendant’s excuse was 
that he had rheumatism, and a gaudy pair of new pants on at the time, 
and that the floor was damp and sandy. 


A POACHER, on his return to his parish after three months’ incarcera- 
tion in one of her Majesty’s gaols, was found to have increased over a 
stone in weight, and half a ton in morality. Thereupon the village 
parson gave him five shillings, and instructions never to leave game at 
the rectory any more. 4s i 
A BARBER recently brought an action against his assistant, for loss 
and damage incurred by excessive boskiness on the part of the said 
assistant. ‘* Deary, deary me!” said the judge, ‘‘ suppose he had cut 
a man’s throat!” ‘* He did cut a man’s throat,” ejaculated the plaintiff, 
with solemn emphasis; ‘‘ but whether willingly, or Rocihonalie, I do 
not know.” The judge remarked, ‘‘ It has been held that a man is not 
drunk so long as he can lie on the floor and hold on by the leg of a 
table,” The barber hinted that the theory might work out well enough 
in courts of law, but he was certain it would result in a horrible catas- 
trophe if regularly practised in hairdressers’ shops, 


A HEARTY old lady, living near Atherstone, has recently reached 
her hundredth year. She attributes her green old age to the fact of 
having always possessed an intensely happy disposition and a nature 
boiling over with energy. In her younger days she was very fond of 
gadding about, and once walked thirty-two miles in one day to see seven 
men hanged. She ate a most excellent supper on her arrival home, and 
was not troubled with nightmare after retiring to rest. 








Clearing the Court. 
(A Divorce Court DOGGEREL.) 


IN frippery of silk and lace, 

In ecstasy to watch the case 

The modest British matron sits, 

And listens to the choicest bits 

Of dirty scandal, Sir, that come 

From lips of lackey blackleg scum, 
Oh, clear the Court ! 


‘Oh, women, in your hours of ease, 

Uncertain, coy and hard to please,” 

How many years have passed away 

Since on the £* Roman Holiday ” 

You watched the bleeding Dacian die? 

You watched, and gloated o’er his sigh ? 
Oh, clear the Court ! 


‘‘Thank Heaven! no wretched men,” you say, 
‘‘ Are butchered now for holiday,” 
But, as perhaps there’s no such sport, 
You spend the?morning’s hours in court, 
To note the blush and down-cast eye, 
And *‘ butchered ” reputations die. 
Oh, clear the Court ! 


THE very careful wife of a millionaire, about to travel og coniinong, 
wishing her two sons to remain at boarding school during the Christmas 
holidays, visited the establishment they are at in order to arrange with 
the principal and wish good-bye to the youngsters. Previous to her 
departure, she appeared in much silent agitation. ‘‘ How awfully 
upset the mater is,” whispered the elder boy to the younger; ‘she 
can’t bear to tear herself away from us.” ‘‘ Get out, you duffer!” said 
the younger, sotto voce; ‘she’s only deeply debating in her mind 
whether she shall give us half-a-crown or two shillings apiece.” 


A WOMAN found guilty of murder in Utica, some fourteen months 
ago, has been apprised that her swan-like neck will be encircled with a 
hempen collarette on the 29th December next. In the States assassins 
are given more than ample time to settle their accounts before being 
nicely ** worked off.” 


























A WET ENDING. 


Mr. Lipperslip.—** Drunk himself to death, Sir!” 
Mr, Cregimottle,—‘*1I knew he’d been in Liquidation.” 
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A GOOD DAY—A GOOD GIRL. 


7 A.M.—Oh, dear me! To think that it’s seven o’clock, and I’ve 
got to getup. Of course it’s very nice to be good ; but it’s rather a 
bore sometimes. 
Papa’s so nice 
and High- 
churchy. But 
these matins are 
rather dreadful. 
7:45.—I’ve 
just dressed. 
Dear me! how 
awfully red my 
nose is in the 
cold. Dear Mr. 
Missal; papa’s 
new curate. Oh! 
he is so dear, 
nice, and good. 
And doesn’t he 
move his eyes 
quite like a St. 
Sebastian! 
George, who has 
just come from 
the Curragh 
(where he kas 
spent a lot of 
money, and papa 
won’t he swe Oh ! ot course he never does that) saysthat Mr, Missal 
has got some sort of internal cold, and that makes him move his eyes so 
sweetly. George is very coarse and brutal. 

8.30.—How dull it is here in the Vicarage. Shall I read a bit of 
** Annals of a Quiet Neighbourhood,” or ‘‘ The Gentle Life” ? George 
has got two or three yellow-bound French novels, I wonder if he would 
lend me one. He says, ‘‘ You are a nice sort of a young party fora 
model good girl.’”” George is very coarse and low, not at all like Mr. 
Missal. 

12.30 P.M.— Went’ for a walk in the town. Met Mr. Missal quite by 
accident, of course, don’t you know. He advised me to read the “ Life 
of St. Francis de Saies.” He pressed my hand at parting. I shan’t 
try to read any French novels, 

2 P.M.—It is really disgraceful. Looking out of my bedroom window, 
I saw Mr. Missal walking across the pastures with Mary Greenwood. 
Deceitful wretch! I would throw St. Francis in the fire, only I am a 
good girl. Good girls don’t throw good books in the fire. I should 
like to scratch that Mary Greenwood. I should like not to be a lady 
but for half-an-hour. Only I ama good girl Oh! .. . IfI could 
only throw something at them ; I would if I were not a good girl. Yes, 
I have thrown St. Francis in the fire. 

6 p.M.—Had to dine early because of penny readings. Papa says we 
must always dress nicely so as to please the village folks. Of course I 
shall dress nicely. Iam going to sing, ‘‘I muse on thee,” with Mr. 
Missal. I mean to wear plenty of pink in my dress, because that Mary 
hasn’t such a good complexion as I have, and my pink will make her 
look horrid. It’s not kind of me, you know; but then she zs such a 
horrid creature, and it serves her right. Of course it does. 

9 P.M.—Of course we got applauded the most. That horrid, really 
horrid, girl sang, ‘I stood on the beach.” She looked more like a 
scarecrow standing in a field. Her dresses look as if they were thrown 
on and’stuck to her. Oh, thé horrid creature ! 

11 P.M.—Happiest of days. What do you think? Mr. Missal—I 
mean dear Sebastian—has proposed to me. He pressed my hand and 
moved his eyes so beautifully. Yes, he did 47ss me. Only I mustn’t 
say anything about that, Oh! how nice it will be to see Mary’s face 
to-morrow morning when she hears of it. £400 a year, too, of his 
own. His uncle dying too, poor dear! Oh! what a happy girl I ought 
to be. I hope, though, my married life won’t be too slow. Ahem! 














THE condemned Chicago anarchists, who are not likely to be de- 
livered over to the tender mercies of the common hangman till the gentle 
spring, have ceased to bluster, boast, and blaspheme. They seem to 
look forward to the neck-stretching operation with the greatest appre- 
hension, and are mournful and staid in their demeanour as well-regulated 
undertakers’ assistants when the eye of the master is on them. 





. 


Tue Irish and Irish-American advocates of dynamite policy have now 
found to their intense disgust that hitherto it has cost an enormous sum 
of money to injure a comparatively small amount of British property. 
The money, through the medium of whisky, has been instrumental in 
causing a vast amount of destruction, though—to dynamitards’ stomachs. 








A Christmas Carol, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Our in the cold, Hartington, too 
Through rain and mist, Looketh $0 glum— 
Trudging, behold Strange (although true) 

Unionist That he’s not mum ! 
Leaders (poor chaps !) 
Singing, you see— Woful indeed 
Carols perhaps, Is it that they 
Hardly a glee. Now in their need 
; Carol away ; 
Dear Johnny Bright | Sad that such men 
Ill at ease seems ; Thus you behold ; 
Chamberlain quite | Pity them, then, 
Painfully screams ; Out in the cold. 


HOTCH POTOH, 


AN American submarine torpedo boat, recently constructed, possesses 
such terrible powers of spreading destruction, that the inventor has 
playfully named her the Peacemaker, He believes her to be the first 
of a class of boat that will render naval warfare a most unpleasant 
est and sea sickness and faint cries for ‘‘ stew-ard” utter impossi- 
ilities. 











A PHYSICIAN divided modern headaches into two classes—the male 
and the female. The male headache he described as the headache of 
excess, and the female headache as the headache of convenience. Then 
the lady patients, who were ‘‘nuts on him,” said he was a dreadful, 
unkind, naughty, wicked man ; but the gentlemen patients said nothing, 
they only thought a great deal. 


A ScoTcuH deer-stalker, in the absence ot better game, shot off his 
big toes the other day. Both these extremities were gouty, so his friends 
warmly congratulate him on his feat. 


A TITLED Englishman refused to pay an exorbitant bill presented by 
a French tradesman, and was proceeded against accordingly. The 
plaintiff naively argued that, as the nobleman lived en Prince, he could 
well afford to be cheated. He also expressed his extreme astonishment 
that an English mz/or should expect to be charged at the same rate as 


a wealthy dourgeois. 


‘* PET-LAMB” Winans has secured another large tract of land in 
Scotland, to breed deer on, He didn’t get it ata cheap rate. No, he 
paid dear for this lot. We calculate he intends buying up Scotland by 
degrees, and being crowned King of Caledonia eventually. 





SPORTING NOTE. 
(By ON& THAT KNOws NOTHING AsooT IT.) 








‘Tur Ditch Mite Weter.” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
THe Comgepy.—When 7%e Beggar Student was a failure, on its 
original production in England, at the Alhambra, in 1884, it was patent 
that the principal—if not only—cause of its want of success was to be 
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Tue Comeov.—Jenny Witton anp Gang-RaAt (OTHERWISE COLONEL). 


found in the utterly incompetent libretto. The plot is a good plot, 
a by some of the most deplorably dull dialogue in existence, 

hough altered in some respects for the better, with the hero in the 
musically competent hands of Mr. H. Bracy instead of a lady, with the 
chorus singing in parts instead of in unison, and so on, the entertain- 
ment is but a dull one after all, __ 


THERE certainly was some liveliness imported into matters at one 
point. Towards the end of the second act, it seemed to strike even the 
performers that something really must be done, and, accordingly, com- 
mencing with a spirited chorus of prisoners, the remainder of the act 
was worked up in thoroughly efficient style, bringing down the curtain 
to a well-earned burst of applause. The fact is, it depends upon the 
music and the performers solely—the *‘ words” being unheard—and 
they “‘ pull it through” in capital style. 


Tue general ** proteeien ” partakes pretty largely of the washed-out 
character observable in most metropolitan successes on tour. This is 
all right, no doubt, for country consumption, and in the face of the 
difficulty of deporting scenery, necessity of curtailing expenses, &c. ; but 
when it is decided to present the combination to a London audience at 
a first-class West-end theatre, surely something might be done to raise 
its character, I believe some of the principals were indulged with new 
dresses for this occasion. I am not able to identify these, but the cos- 
tumes generally are pretty trying. How Miss Franklein can bear to 
appear in her second dress, or even her first, is a marvel. 


Tue performance is really rather good on the whole; if not quite up 





Tus Comapy.—Tus Heroine Dec givVED—a Heroes Case. 


to “‘town” standard, at least much above country ditto. Miss Ada 
Lincoln is a poor substitute for Miss Marion Hood, who played the 





| heroine at the Alhambra—though even Miss Hood’s was not a four de 
force. “Miss Lincoln has some merits as an actress, and she, no doubt, 
does her best, but her singing is unlovely to listen to; by the judicious 
use of a “top note,” she obtained an unwelcome encore to her so 
Mr. Bracy’s performance of the hero was marked with a decided advance 
in the acting line over his previous efforts, and his singing was as sweet 
as ever, 


Mr. JOHN CHILD bore his part well. I say dore it, because he wore 
such an air of patient resignation all the time, that I am sure it was 
nothing but a great trial nobly sustained. There was a weariness of 
spirit about his acting which we all deeply pathised with. His 

ing was very fair and pleasant, however, the only thing I really 
can’t forgive about his performance is the introduction of ‘‘ Only once 


more” in the place of the duet between himself and Stephanie, 


STEPHANIE, by-the-way, was prettily acted and sung by Miss Elinor 
Loveday, a dainty little lady, who had the luck to wear the only pretty 
costume in the piece—a short-skirted grey silk dress, trimmed with 
cords and fur of the same colour, and surmounted by a coquettish Polish 
cap. By-the-way, the costume designer seems to find something particu- 
larly characteristic in cording as a form of trimming, and use scarce any 
other a-cording-ly, 


Miss Lucy FRANKLEIN does full justice to the part of Palmatica, and 
Mr. Fred Mervin is nearly as good as he thinks he is in his original part 
of Colonel Ollendorf, Miss Jennie Wilton (what a pity she hasn’t a 
dance !) is very sprightly—‘‘ all very fine and large ;” at least, that de- 
pends on the way you look at her !—as Ensign Richtoffen, and Mr, 
Arthur Watts looks much funnier than he is. 


THE VAUDEVILLE,—Mr, G, Lubimoft appeared here on Thursday 

















Tue Comepy.—A CuILp or CIRCUMSTANCES. 


afternoon as Grimaldi, in Boucicault’s play of that name. I suppose 
some purpose useful to Mr, Lubimoff is served by these performances, 
but I can’t say that I think him much improved since I last expressed 
an opinion upon his efforts. On this occasion he was assisted by a 
Miss Mary Mordaunt as Violet, who exhibited sufficient talent to justify 
** encouragement to persevere” being meted out to her. In the second 
act, the cachuca—curiously called ‘‘a novelty” in the programme, and 
obligingly described as ‘‘a Spanish dance” to prevent mistakes—was 
gone through in the Green-room scene, under the direction of 
Mr. D Auban, Songs and Recitations by ‘‘eminent artists,” such as 
Mr. Basset Roe and Mr. Lubimoff himself concluded the entertainment. 


Nops AND WINKs.—Miss Hawthorne is said to contemplate taking 
Theodora to the Empire. Well, the Olympic zs too small, but I venture 
to think that the Empire will be found too large.—Messrs. Paulton and 
Jakobowski’s new comic opera, Mynheer Yan, will be produced at the 
Comedy about February 12th.—Mr. Purkiss will open the Holborn 
Theatre himself for Christmas, NgsTor. 





A SENTIMENTAL German lady cast a crown of flowers into the lake 
of Starnberg lately, at the spot where the body of the late mad King of 
Bavaria was found. This lady’s crown should be carefully examined by 
a specialist in matters of insanity. 
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YET ANOTHER WINTER’S TALE. 


WELLINGTON FIDDLER, a close-fisted Bachelor, was invited by the wealthy Widow, Tallowsoap, to spend Christmas at her Villa in Stoke 
Newington. He chartered a hansom in Leicester Square to get to his destination. Towards the end of the journey the inquisitive cabman 
peeped down and observed Wellington pick a very bare fare out of his Ulster pocket. Therefore, after receiving the said bare fare with ironical 
thanks, he drove rapidly away, leaving the unfortunate Wellington shivering in the snow, loaded with luggage—AT THE WRONG DOOR. The 
gamins of Stoke Newington having carefully twigged the situation, had a high old time, till Wellington made a strategic retreat. The whole 
of his baggage fell into the hands of the enemy. Wellington not only lost his property, but he lost the Widow, who, from the other side of 
the way, witnessed what she was pleased to call his *‘ ignominiously disgraceful defeat at the hands of a parcel of unwashed boys,” 

















The Jubilee of Father Christmas, To turn to a different sort of pup, _ 
Lord Randolph, arrayed as a festive clown, 
arom CARTOON.) | On Salisbury’s shoulders is mounted up, 
THERE’s a sound of a jovial Ho-ho-ho, And doesn’t seem willing to clamber down. 
And its echoing sentiment Ha-ha-ha, : : 
When kind Father Christmas (whom well we know), Thonet aieaee rt ema + amy — 
Appears, and is welcomed with Hip, hurrah ! If that were the manner of tree which he 
The people betake them to feast and song, Did show himself eagerly pleased to fell. 
And dancing and gambols at once begin, While pantomime fairies of course abound, 
As the merry old gentleman trips along, And other blithe revellers frisk in view, 
And smiles on them all with his wonted grin, Where holly and mistletoe both are found, 
Britannia lovingly clings beside And beef and plum-pudding come steaming, too ; 
The friend who arrives at the tide of Yule, ’Tis thus, to a chorus of Ho-ho-ho, j 
Whilst Erin, forgetting her pain and pride, Enlivened by echoes of Ha-ha-ha, 
Indulges herself in a pas de seul, That the annual ce ae — — sit 
med wi ip, hurr 
Thence, scared at the sight of his own good cheer, — re - C ee sd 
Some terrible spectres before him fly, And thus, in a spirit of harmless fun, 
Of pests that have sadden’d the passing year. Commixed with a generous, kindly glee, 
And wrung from us many a tear or sigh. Dear Old Father Christmas has now begun 
To celebrate gaily his Jubilee. 








Warn’d off by the note of his trumpet-blast, 
Consut Morey says that Ceylon tea infused for fifteen minutes in 


Those heralds of evil he drives away, 
And leaves his fond votaries free at last, } 
To banish their dismals in laugh and play. boiling water produces an aromatic liquor strong enough to make hair 
bristle up on a bald man’s head, 








Perch’d on his hobby, the Prince of Wales, 
May spur the Imperial Institute ; may : 
While bold Sir Charles Warren attempts and fails, ENGINE DRIVERS never lose themselves in discussions. Whatever they 
To catch or to muzzle a bow-wow brute. may assume, they always come back to where they start from. 
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WONDERFUL CASE OF DISINTERESTED CHARITY. 
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A FEW OPINIONS OF THE FESTIVE SEASON, 








True Heroes, 


TWAS a raging night, and o’er land and sea the tempest howled and 
dashed, 

And as it swept on its mad career the buildings rocked and crashed ; 
‘Twas awful on land, where the moaning wind screamed with a fiendish 
JOY, 

Like a long-pent prisoner now set free, and panting aloud to destroy ; 
But out at sea it raged still worse, and it tossed the waves in air— 
Mountains high did the billows rise, till the boldest felt despair ; 

And many a good ship’s crew toiled on, through the angry, thund’ring 
waves 

And many brave sailors went down at their posts—went down to their 
watery graves. 


And while the whirlwind roared and raged, till the sea rose up like a 
wall 

Came the gallant men of the lifeboat crew, whom danger can ne’er appal ; 
With a hurried good-bye to their wives and bairns, they laboured with 


might and main, 
To succour those sailors who, far from shore, worked manfully, but in 


vain. 


Scores of men did those life crews save, at the risk of their own brave 
lives, 

While on the shore, in terror and prayer, stood the rescuers’ friends and 
WIVES ; 














Cheer followed cheer, as the lifeboat’s lights were seen on the moun- 
tainous wave, 
And louder cheers from all hearts came whene’er they were helped to 


Save, 


Down on the Lancashire coast, that night, three lifeboats’ crews went out, 
To drag from the clutch of the angry sea the brave tars that battled 


about ; 
And while their women-folk lined the shore, and with anguish held 


their breath, 
Alas, nearly all of two of those crews went straight to the jaws of death ! 


In the midst of their errand of mercy there, overturned was each brand- 


new boat, 
And could not right itself again to enable its crew to float ; 
And so nearly thirty courageous hearts by the surging waves were 


stilled 
And the nation, aghast with woe and grief, almost wondered why God 


so willed, 
“‘ Thy will bedone!” We can but bow, and pray He will comfort those 
Whom these humble heroes have left behind to suffer bereavement’s 


throes. 
To the widows and orphans, then, freely give, for Acir dear ones freely 


ave 
Their /:ves for the lives of their fellow men, whom that night they went 


out to save! 
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THE JUBILEE OF FATHER CHRISTMAS.—DRIVIN 
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THH MAN WHO WAS SUSPENDED. 
A TALE OF A LONG DROP, 
Ir was just before Christmas; but it did not promise to be a very 
merry eet eee ven Det 
He was a middle man, clerk to Messrs. Mincing and Mark 
of E.C. Twenty odd years his father had died intestate, leaving 
real property of a moderate 


Z 


the legal heir, had disappeared in the wilds and could not be found, the 
ome we | had remained in F.’s hands to be held in reserve until his 

rother's return, Finsberry had kept every bo qpmmed for twelve 
years, memgerey effort to find the heir ; after which, strong evidences 
pointing to the latter’s death, the proper formalities had been gone 
through, and Finsberry had enjoyed the little income from the property 
until a week before our story. 

But a week er elder brother had suddenly arrived in London. 
Thus Finsberry suddenly found himself confronted by the fact that 
he was, without notice, to lose three-fourths of his income (a very 
moderate one to keep a large family on); and just at the same moment 
he had heard from a f of a wonderful certainty of making a large 
fortune by putting a thousand pounds into a Company for Manufacturing 
New-Laid out of Cotton Waste, which the friend was just getting 
up; so, in his dilemma and desperation, he had borrowed the thousand 

unds from the cash-box of his Sa re any fully intending to replace it 
in seven days, by which time, his friend had solemnly assured him, a 
vor dividend fifty per cent. larger than the original capital would be 

When the dividend day came, however, the friend was overwhelmed 
with grief because the secretary of the new company had absconded 
with the capital subscribed—seventeen hundred thousand pounds, in 
forty-five million, three hundred and thirty-three thousand, three hun- 
dred and thirty-three and a third shares of ninepence each—in a bag ; 
and more would have to be called in at once. 

Meanwhile G » an innocent, good man, and Finsberry’s 
fellow-clerk, had been suspected of the theft and dismissed ; and ‘this 
preyed upon F,’s mind too, 
ow, the little fact of the borrowed thousand notwithstanding, Fins- 
berry was a good fellow and an honest fellow; so, oh the Conley 
m on which our account he had made up his mind to do 
his duty all round, and face the consequences. There was no chance of 
his d uency in the matter of the cash-box found out, and 
ne ee than likely to get penal servitude; but Finsberry had 
resolved to go to Messrs. Mincing and Mark and make a clean breast of 
it; he had resolved to scrape ee the little capital he possessed, and 
pay that call rather than cheat pr ny Fo itors by turning bank- 
rupt ; he had resolved to go and welcome his brother (who had behaved 
an the worst manner towards him in long-past years, and was a horribly 





uation ; and as Finsberry’s elder brother, | 








bad lot), and hand over his capital, together with all the money which 
remained over from the call; and he had resolved to then return home 
and conduct his wife and children to the female side of the workhouse, 
and retire to the male side himself. 

There was a thick brown fog that Sunday morning, and, while on his 
way, happened to mistake a parapet for the pavement, and 
fell down ten feet on to the top of his head. 

When he regained consciousness he felt as though he had no body— 
no weight—nothing whatever in the solid way to carry. 
He had started from his house at nine a.m to walk to the 

f residence of Messrs. Mincing and Mark, a walk for him (a 
slow waiker) of fully one hour and three-quarters. He had 
fallen on his head about five minutes past nine ; and when 
he found himself before his employers’ door, his watch 
indicated about five minutes past nine. He decided that it 
must have stopped, and asked the time of a policeman. 
‘* Five minutes past nine,” said the policeman. I[t was 
very strange, but poor Finsberry’s heart was too full of other 
matters for that to make a lasting impression, or he would 
also have noticed that the policeman had turned deadly 
pale on seeing him. 

He found Mincing and Mark in the study at Muscovados 
Villa; and another strange thing happened. As he entered 
both Mincing and Mark glared at him as though he had 
been a mad tiger coming in, and turned ghastly pale, and 
sank into their chairs with drops upon their foreheads. As 
Fiosberry told the tale of his guiltiness, they sat with 
straining eyes; and when he had finished their eyes met, 
and Mincing murmured to Mark :—‘* M—Mark, I am not 
a superstitious man, and always scoffed at these things until 
now, but He was a faithful servant to us all along, 
and we must never let the world know of his one act—ow. 
His memory shall not be blackened by us.” And Mark 
shuddered and said solemnly, ‘‘ Amen !” 

Then Finsberry found himself at the house of his friend 
Skroul, the promoter of the Company ; and, as he entered 
his room, the first object which caught his eye was a clock 
on the mantelpiece: it indicated five minutes past nine. 
Skroul was bending over papers, and did not a to 
hear him enter; but Skroul moved uneasily, shivered, 
passed his hand across his forehead, turned towards him 
as if drawn in some way, then uttered an awful yell and 
fell on his knees with clasped hands. 

‘**Oh, forgive me, forgive me!” he gasped; “‘I see—I 
know—J'caused it! I drove you to it! Oh, do not come to me, 
and I swear that your family shall have every farthing back, and more ! 
I have mot lost the money: I told you that to swintile you. I invested 
it for myself and have made a lucky hit with it—quadrupled it in two 
days. I have sold out, and shall realize at once ; and I will write a 
cheque for the whole four thousand now—now! See! it is here—here ; 
and I will send it at once to your poor family. Oh, spare me—leave 
me—do not come to me again !” 

Finsberry was bewildered ; but, almost before he knew it, he was on 
his way to his brother, the heir. His brother was not up yet ; as Fins- 
berry entered, he was in the act of replacing his watch in the pocket 
over the pillow. 

‘* Only five past nine yet,” he was saying to himself, when he broke 
off and dropped the watch ; his jaw fell, and he gradually sat up in bed 
stiffly, and as if made of iron; then he began to jibber wildly, his 
finger pointing at Finsberry. 

hen Finsberry found himself at a police station, where a policeman 
was just saying to a newspaper reporter, ‘‘ Fell on his "ead off a parapet ; 
middle-aged man, stoutish, with no front teeth; brown whiskers and 
grey hair; little cut on his chin with black sticking-plaster on it, 
probably done in shaving; dark check tie, tall hat with ‘F. P.’ 
inside.” 

The description was that of Finsberry’s self. He passed in, every- 
body turning pale as he brushed by; and there was himself, lying on a 
shutter, and the police-surgeon was saying, ‘* Must have been killed 
instantaneously—concussion of the brain.” Then Finsberry knew how 
things stood: he was a ghost, and he understood it all. 

With a desperate effort he wrestled with a power that was drawing 
him home; he felt himself begin to glide, or saii, through all objects 
towards that place, but he struggled wildly to prevent himself appearing 
to his wife. ft was a desperate struggle, for his lightness told severely 
against him, especially as he had always been a stoutish man, and was 
unused to the new state of things ; but presently he seemed to be getting 
heavier, heavier, heavier, until he could not move at all; his head 
ached fearfully ; he opened his eyes and stared:round ; he was lying on 
a shutter in a bare room, with handcuffs and sabres on the wall above. 

The surgeon and the station-clerk were considerably startled as he 
walked out, but congratulated him; and he went home, somewhat 
dazed, and went to bed, and was nursed by Mrs. Parke. 
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CHRISTMAS CRINKLES. 








(BY OUR CRAZY CONTRIBUTOR.) 
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CHRISTMAS in the bush, Christmas hardy annual, | Christmas in the ‘‘ suckle,” Christmas on board, 

An unexpected rush, Quelled by spanks manual. A “ drap twa muckle.” ** Plum-duff” abhorred, 
Christmas in the tropics, Christmas ’cross the line, Christmas loving cup, Christmas “‘ on the bat,” 
Wild, exciting topics. A short cut to dine (?) Sweet sentimental sup. *“* Waitersh, watsch-yer-at ?” 
Christmas gaysome cheer, Christmas toothsome fair, Christmas goose-club, Christmas pretty poem, 
Sharp sensations queer, Perhaps a deadly snare ! ** Preparin’ hof the grub!” A mad, proem ! 








Within an hour a cheque for four thousand pounds arrived, drawn on 
the account of Mephistopheles Skroul ; and the next day a lawyer arrived 
with a deed drawn by Finsberry’s brother, assigning the whole of his 
small property to Finsberry, as some reparation for past ill-treatment ; 
and with it was a note, stating that the assignor would never be heard 
of again—and he never was, 

Finsberry Parke paid back the thousand to Mincing and Mark, and 
is now a partner in the firm, and is more than contented and comfortable. 

The whole story is strange, and perhaps savours of the romantic, but 
the explanation is simple. Why should one wait until one is dead, to 
have a ghost? What right has a temporarily inanimate body to expect 
its spirit to sit by it, twiddling its thumbs, until it (the body) chooses to 
a it in again? We don’t believe any spirit with any spirit would 

o it. 





—— aera 
NEW LBAVSES. 


The Publishers’ Circular and The Bookseller. Each orm a tolerably 
complete gallery of pictures out of the illustrated books emanating from 
the numerous publishing houses. — 7he //ustrated London News with its 
Chistmas Number gives but the one coloured print of Sir John Millais’ 
‘** Little Miss Muffet ;” and it is no less interes because of all its 
other numerous and beautiful illustrations being in and white.— 
The Graphic, on the contrary, besides its large coloured print of 
** Yoicks,” gives all its varied illustrations in colour. The loss of Ran- 
dolph Caldecott, if not unfelt, is in some degree compensated for by 











the skill of his successor.—7he Penny Jilustrated Paper gives a capital 
coloured print, ‘‘ Don’t be Greedy,” a remark that would be very - 
plicable to any one desiring more of good art and literature than 
supplied in this Christmas Number.—Ze//s’ Diaries (Cassell and Co.) 
are unsurpassable for their completeness and their appropriateness to 
almost every purpose known to the nobility, gentry, tradesmen, or 
housekeepers, 

The Theatre Annual, issued from the Stage Office, and edited by 
Clement Scott, contains cleverly written stories and poems relating to 
the footlights and its votaries, by George R. Sims, Henry Pettitt, aul 
Merritt, Godfrey Turner, Austin Brereton, Bram Stoker, E. L. Blan- 
chard, Beerbohm Tree, and Effie Raleigh. A big array of names! Also 
there are portraits of Miss Ellen Terry, Miss Mary Anderson, Mr, |, 
Willard, and Mr. George Alexander in the 7Aeatre’s style. 


‘* The Skeleton Key,” by Richard Dowling (Ward and Downey). The | 





S, K. unlocks a mystery and wards off a calamity which would have 
been a (D)’owling sin had the scheme for effecting ye been successful, — 
‘“‘Brently Hall, and other Poems,” by Cygmet (London Literary 
Society). These poems (?) are in blank verse, very blank verse. ,, Cygnet s 
lines are not as 1 as the swan.—‘‘ Madame Bertrand,” by Mrs. 
Charles W: (same publishers). Madame B. is a lovely-unlovely 
and much-loved character, and the story is tow told, 

One hundred and sixty-five thousand copies of the first number of 
Scribner’s New Monthly Magazine have been sold, forty thousand of 


which have been issued by Messrs. F. Warne and Co., London; 
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ENIOKNAOKS. Suited. 
Tue craziest old man in the world fet secently in a workhousé” A RHYME FOR CHRISTMAS TIME. 
This monomaniac’s was matrimony, € was wont to boast : 
that he intended to raise riots MY te ile: : 
bor a eee number of eigen Though, I confess, t more or less 
“law fx a ae ee Attuned to fun and feeding. 
had ever up ames the ces Fi And yet it’s true there are but few 
of the F ~y tern rT a Delights my love is rare for— 
P i © contracted & = 4 But stop a bit, if you'll permit, 
eee ree? Soe I’ll tell you all I care for. 
the minions of the law ; 
down on him and attired his | A day that’s short’s about my sert, 
fascinating person with a_ very With ev’ning long and any 
superior straight jacket, In his My love of beef’s beyond belief, 
latter days he i ned himself to And so’s my love of turkey. 
be the Sultan of Turkey, and For sweet mince-pie you'll find that my 
daily ordered his keepers to Affection’s not a dumb one, 
‘*sack” one of his wives in the And I adore a pudding more— 
Bosphorus. Especially a plum one. 


IN reporting an accident to a 
gentleman in the hunting field, a 


contempor leasantly says :— 
‘‘We are happy to find that 
Mr. C——’s injury is not likely to 
be attended with any serious con- 
sequences, though he will doubt- 
less feel the effects of it during 
the rest of his life.” 

Lorp RosgBery is charmed to find the bagpipes have admirers in 
Hindostan, and that the chief point which strikes the travelling Scots- 
man on landing in India is that Eee obtain toddy. It is only pleasant 
little discoveries like these that prevent the noble lord from becoming 
ghastly home-sick. 

















AN Englishman who took up a tract of land near the Nile recently, 
writes home that it is the most fertile ground he has ever seen, produc- 
ing fifty bushels of frogs to the acre, and alligators enough to fence them, 

One of those male animals, shaped like a human, who think that 
women are ony made to be punched, kicked, and jumped on, was 
recently found guilty of cruelly assaulting his wife. With ma imous 
condescension this abominable rascal aieuned the judge that he did not 





at all mind agreeing to a separation. The dispenser of justice thought The song and rhyme of pantomime 
it was — very wise of the prisoner to take such a broad view of the Are high in my affection ; 
matter, after complimenting him on his good sense, arranged a For breezes—those that nip the nose— 
separation for five years, during which time he will receive free board, I have a predilection. 
washing, and lodging. A Christmas-box to each who knocks} 
I joy to give (such numbers !) 
FIvE little ed to make their escape, the other day, from I like the Waits about my gates 
a provincial police station, where they were detained on a suns of To rouse me from my slumber:, 
shoplifting. After meandering about the country for some hours, doing 


all the mischief they possibly could, the urchins began to feel the pangs Upon the whole, the wassail bow] 


of hunger, so they approached a farm-house, caught a fine fowl, wrung _’S the only drink, my hearties ; 
its neck, and carried the defunct bird to the farmer's wife, telling her, Each night I'd haste (with rapture chaste) 
with sympathetic tears in their eyes, that they found the poor thing To balls and ev’ning parties. 
lying on the railway close by, and that it must have been run over by a The mistletoe for me, you know, 
train. The farmer’s wife, a good religious soul, was so charmed with Has limitless attraction ; : 
the tender consideration and honesty displayed by the urchins that she And so this rhyme to Christmas-time 
regaled them with a real old-fashioned tea, and, after the meal was I pen with satisfaction. 
over, dismissed them with her blessing and 6¢. The boys then wended 
their way back to the station house, where they were very warmly 
received. ‘* WHAT have you got to say man?” said His Washup to a thick-set 
a ae coster, charged with cruelly beating his donkey. ‘‘ He’s a werry old ‘ 
A SLEEPING beauty has been lying in a state of lethargy for the last | moke, yer washup, and don’t think nothing of bein’ whopped,” replied ; 
three years and a half in the French village of Thenelle. She is fed on | the coster; “but I won’t hit ’im on the raw so sharp agin, please yer i 
peptone. A stern, practical medico undertakes to rouse her, and effect washup.” ‘‘I must fine you a little, just to make you recollect,” said 
a complete cure, by putting a mouse in her bed every morning at 8.30 | the magistrate in a sweet, forgiving voice. ‘* No, yer washup, I ’ope 
until she recovers completely; but her parents consider the suggested | not,” exclaimed the coster, nervously. ‘‘Upon my word I must, my 
treatment too drastic. friend,” answered the magistrate ; ‘‘you struck the poor animal eight 
F __ : desperate blows, and, without any jest, you must pay five shillings 
PRINCE KRACKPIPKIN, the Anarchist, maintains that it has not yet apiece for the whacks.” ‘‘ Please yer washup, I ain’t got the money. : 
been proved that a community could not exist without a government. | | ain’t got even five bob in the world,” cried the coster. ‘‘ I’m very 
There is one government Anarchists will never succeed in destroying, glad to hear it,” replied His Washup, blandly. ‘* You go to prison for 
O, Prince Krackpipkin, and that is—petticoat government. a month in default, and I'll endorse the conviction, ‘ No Christmas Fare!” 


‘*WHeERe’s my razor, Billy?” growled a hard-faced Whitstable ; 
yay who was making himself spruce for a Christmas dinner-party. A BURGLAR, found guilty of ‘‘ crib-cracking,” before Mr. Justice Day, 
**Oi'm a-openin’ hoysters with it, feyther,” replied the lad. ‘Darn | facetiously whispered to a gaoler, who escorted him out of court, that he 
your skin !” cried the old man, ‘‘ you just run and rub it ona brick-bat, | had lost by day what he had got by migh#t. The gaoler chuckled, and 
or I shan’t never be able to rasp this ere beard of mine off afore the | hinted he sorrowed that his Trcial position did not admit his asking 
wisitoms harrives.”’ the burglar what he would take in the way of liquid refreshment. 
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The Bells of Christmas, 


As the fitful firelight flashes 

In my eyes, then, while I gaze, 
Seem to rise from out its ashes 

Phantoms of Sy Christmas days ; 
And the years all fully freighted 

With the burden Time brings, seem 
For a while annihilated 

Like the ‘*‘ fabric of a dream.”’ 


Boyish laughter, loud and hearty, 
Ringing through the frosty air ; 

Ah ! that happy Christmas party 
When to me all things were fair ; 

When, with youthful voiees singing, 
Forth we went across the snow, 

While the keen north-wind was bringi 
To our cheeks the healthful glow. 


Yet another vision rises : 
Holly-berries deck the wall, 
And the bush which lovers prize is 
- Hanging in the ancient Hall. 
ingers tightly clasping fingers, 
Whispered aed eon not miss, 
While the parting guest still lingers, 
And Love claims yet one more kiss, 


This is Dreamland. Does the waking 
Seem, then, than the dream less fair ? 

Hark ! the Christmas bells are making 
Music in the listening air. 

Bells, ring in your hope and gladness, 
‘Tis the song you aye have sung ; 

This is Christmas ; there’s no sadness 
In your cheering iron tongue. 


Drifting. 
A SONNET. 
DRIFTING, drifting over Time’s wide ocean, 
As the wandering breezes choose to blow— 
Vaguely drifting ever to and fro 
With a lazy, sleep-compelling motion, 
Probably without the faintest notion 

As to where you tae f ought to go ; 
Never even caring—if you know 
Sweet Nepenthe’s all-effacing potion ! 





Free and easy—dolce far niente— 

This is not the proper mode of life ; 
Objects to be battled for are plenty— 
Joy in winning—pleasure in the strife. 
Be there—nemine dissentiente— 

Find life’s joy and battle in a wife ! 


A Dragonnade. 


RONDEL. 


I WANT a lot of dragons’ teeth to sow 

In the fair field of life of one I hate ; 

And some kind demons who will make them 
grow, | 

To compass him around with evil fate— 

To cover him with ill and malice, so 

That life shall be a miserable state. 

I want a lot of dragons’ teeth to sow 

In the fair field of life of one I hate! 


This enemy has had the cheek to go 

And win away the girl I loved of late— 

Not now! She’s proved her worthlessness : 
but tho’ 

I hope he’ll find a dragon in his mate, 

[ want a lot of dragons’ teeth to sow 

In the fair field of life of one I hate ! 


A Christmas Wish. 


Now Yule-tide is here 
To bring us good cheer, 

Let’s all dance as gaily as bubbles ; 
And your Mentor, Friend Fon, 
Hopes that ere Yule-tide’s done 

You’ll-tide over all of your troubles. 
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AND SHE BOXED HIS EARS. 


OF HIS COVER THIS COLD MORNING.” 
THE NIGHT.” 


THE CHAMPION OF THE POULTRY?” 





Wife of his Bosom (who doesn’t Hunt).—‘*‘ Poor LitTLe Fox !—TO BE TURNED OUT 
Sohn Peel, Funior.—** AH! BUT THINK OF THE FARMYARDS HE HAS RAVAGED IN 
W. O. H. B.—“ AND IS THERE ANY SPECIAL REASON WHY YOU SHOULD SET UP AS 


F. Poy F.—* WELL, I'M CERTAINLY RATHER INTERESTED IN ONE LITTLE Goose,” 











Regular Orackers. 
Tom Smitn’s crackers, the greatest of all crackers, are sure to go 
create explosions of Jaughter. This 
cheerful could desire, aud will be the delight of thousands. The 
for many a Jack and Jill.—Cremer, Junior’s, craokers also are 
some fashion, and be in fashion with the frolicsome. 


—— 





a wet sack on the top of a chimney which had caught fire at Friedricksruhe. 








off with a 


PRINCE BISMARCK has nearly recovered from the rheumatic cold he cavght while sitting on 


—-aremenaee (a een -eeaneresaneneRRSR 


bang, and 

year’s samples are as daintily decorated as the hearts of the 
cracker will be a great 

ectly safe to burst up in 
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Gay To Conrzsronpants.— Zhe Editor does not bind himsel/ fo acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. 


accompanied by a stamped and directed emvelote 
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ROUND-ABOUT-CHRISTMAS. 








A DEALER in obsolete postage-stamps, values Mauritius stamps of 


1847 at £80 each, 


The maddest collector of stamps is M. Philippe de 





lerrari, He has managed to pick up over a million and a half of 
imprints, and is obliged to keep a couple of secretaries, who from 
morn till night are engaged in rummaging and sorting the rub- 
bish. What a number of people in this world have more money than 
brains ! 


Fust Onl. 


Price 1s.; Post-+/ree ts, 2d. 


ELOOD’S COMIC ANNVUAL FOR ’87. 
Pronounced by the Press to be the best Annual of the Year. 





Now Ready. Price 2d : Pestfives 2hd. 
FUN ALMANAC FOR 1887. 
FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. 











DON’T BE CHEATED! 


“to JAMES? 


‘DOME § BLACK 


LEAD. 


Used in the Royal Household. 
st, or small particles fy about to injure Ga 
. Pictures, pets, Furniture, Ornaments, &c., 
: polish increases the attractions of the freade 
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Blue 


Seethatyougetit! |i 


As bad makes are oftensold 
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SOLUBLE. 
OF IMITATIONS. 
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BOXING DAY JOTTINGS. 
( Dake Sex cf these 2 ‘/ / , a a Siem J way Gucrrer, * Box *img Day anyth, 
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The dcctor is always most liberal with his 
Christmas (Pill) Boxes. 
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By ‘‘Chest" he meant —well—"' Corporation.” But 
Globular Tubb did not see the connection. 





Oh mamma. here s Mts ) 
Bovacer and allher ten. (4 
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Cheerful announcement! And before they had got over 
the exertions of Christmas Day, too! 





It was rather too rich for the man to ask Lucrelack for 
a Christmas Box when he came to cut off the gas ! 


He was jolly as a sand-boy Christmas Day, 
but—whether it was the Pudding, or the Tur- 
key, or the mixed ‘* Wassail ’"—he was not in 
his usual spirits Boxing Day. 











Poltwattle at a Christmas Party. 


I MIGHT as well say—right out, without disguise—that this is not the 
only Christmas party I ever went to, but it was the only time these 
things happened to me in a heap. 

I was generally in great request at Christmas parties, for I had a 
capital voice—tenor *—and had a new and extensive refer/ozre of songs, 
including ‘‘Tom Bowling,” ‘‘My Pretty Jane,” and ‘Come into the 
Garden, Maud.” And when our local paper noticed my efforts at our 
Penny Readings, it said, in reference to me, ‘‘ Mr. Sims Reeves must 
look to his laurels.” I never heard whether he looked or not. 

Nor was my talent at all confined to the mere singing of a song. I 
was an excellent reciter, though I say it that shouldn’t.f Even Irving 
is allowed by good critics to be less successful with ‘‘ The Dream of 
Eugene Aram” and ‘* The Uncle ;” and with ‘‘ Mary Queen of Scots,” 
the only fault ever found with my rendering was that ‘‘the scene” was 
hardly ‘‘ changed ” enough. 

On tbe particular occasion to which I am about to refer, I had been 
invited to the Jenkinsons’ annual evening, and was a great gun. I had 
been there two or three previous years, but had never recited ‘‘ The 
Baron’s Last Banquet,” nor had I sung ‘‘ The Bay of Biscay” there ; 
and, at the pressing solicitation of Mrs. J., who had heard me sing at 
the Town Hall, I had consented to do both. 


The evening came, and I was there. I wasasked tosing. I excused 
* There was once an amateur tenor who had n> opinion whatever of his abilities, 
but he must have died young : we have not heard of him for years. The other tenors 
we know, from their own accounts, might be a hundred and tenors. We think 
amateur tenors are, without exception, the very modestest class of humans we have 
ever met.— Ep. 
+ Next to the amateur tenor, commend us to the reciter for modesty. —Ep. 


| 


myself for a short time; I alway. do; it enhances the value of my con. 
tribution when it does come; and I always make it a rule to be late for 
the same reason. 

There will be found a wholesome moral in this sketch about ** pro- 
crastination ” being ‘‘ the thief of what’s-his name,” if any of my readers 
are studious enough to look for it. 

Young Ulverston—a fellow I despise, and who calls himself a tenor { 
—was asked, and said, ‘‘/ won’t pretend to want to put off my share 
of the entertainment.” And he picked up my copy from the piano, and 
remarked, ‘Ah! ‘The Bay of Biscay,’ I’ sing ¢Aat.” And he did ; 
that is, he got through it. I never felt so disgusted in my life. I 
wouldn’t have cared if he could have done justice to it. I blush to 
think of the agony he must have inflicted on those innocent listeners. 

Of course I wasn’t going to sing then ; so, when asked again, I had a 
cold, and could not.§ But I would rectte by-and-bye. 7 

However, that stupid old Harris, who knows no more about reciting 
than I know about the Cuniform inscriptions, got up and, hang me! 
if he did not reel off ‘‘The Varon’s Last Banquet” like cotton off a 
spool ; and he reached 
“Stern Rudiger sat dead” 
in about two-thirds of the time it takes me to do it. 

I looked hurriedly at my watch, said ** Excuse me, 1] shall lose my 
train!” and departed. 

* “ * ; . 

That is some years ago, but I have never since been invited to make 
one at a Jenkinsons’ Christmas party. 

{ We eill say this for the amateur tenor, there is never any jealousy in his disposi- 


tion. —Ep. , 14—? 
§ Ihe first time we have ever heard of anyone at a party having a cold. Ep. 
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SLASHES AND PUPPS. 


Tue O_ymric.—Mr. Edward Terry is one of those magnetic actors 
who gain for themselves a large foilowi: g, which is content, and more 





w 





Tue Oryauiic.—Miss Harcourt TELLS HER LOVE STORY, AND Miss 
Jongs conpescenvs To Harc—atT IT. 


than content, to see its favourite, no matter what his surrounding or how 
inferior the piece in which he appears. With such an actor, this dismal 
failure of a theatre stands a pretty fair chance of emerging from the 
cloud which has so long encompassed it. Mr. Terry being a genuinely 
artistic, as well as a genuinely comic actor, there is not very much to 
deplore in this, perhaps, though I for one would rather see him in a 
better piece, if not in a better theatre. 





The Churchwarden will bear less looking into than even the majority 
of farcical comedies—in the matter of construction particularly—and is 
run upon rather old-fashioned lines, The husband who has been to 
town without his wife, and had an adventure with a lady—innocent or 
otherwise—and is in mortal dread lest it should come to the ears of his 
better-half, is not a subject to absolutely paralyze the spectator with its 
novelty; and the dialogue is nothing particular—yet yo often 
and long. 


Mr. Terry's performance, as I have already hinted, was extremely 
funny. So familiar a phrase as ‘‘ All is lost !” becomes excruciatingly 
comical as uttered by him, and practically he carries the piece. Mr. 
Bishop's Bearder, M.P., is a very fine piece of acting within the limits 
of the Ft. admirable in its quiet finish, Mr, T. C. Valentine proves 
himself very useful, and the rest of the anpeey (with the exception of 
Mr. Taylor, who strangely misconceived the ee of the waiter), act 
fairly well in unexacting parts. Miss F. Sutherland in a small part and 
a nice grey costume, looked very pretty; in other words, she did all 
the author permitted her to do, 


THE ALHAMERA,.—Although the management of this house have only 


' 
, TAN 


| 





Tug Ovvuric.—Tersy tn Texe(vjor. 


recently added a brand-new ballet to their programme, they are not the 








folks to let Christmas pass without recognition. Behold them, then, 
producing yet another ballet, elaborate, wonderful: also “‘very fine 
and large!” 


I surpose of all the ballet subjects under the sun, Zhe Seasons may 
rank as the most venerable with age. This is the title of the latest 
Alhambra effort, but there is far more freshness in it than you would 
expect ; indeed, a better title would be Birds and Butterflies, 1 think, 
but I may be wrong—probably I am. 


The Seasons is capitally invented, and the dancing is just the best to 
be seen in London. Birds—fine and large, and with lovely drumsticks 
—are no new thing in ballets, nor are butterflies, altogether ; but the 
latter, in particular, are in this instance very cleverly represented. The 
Alhambra corps is a prize one for lightness and finish, and the principals 
are unsurpassed, as I have said, in the metropolis. Sprightly, ener- 
getic, and excellent as a pantomimist, Mlle. Marie is no revelation to 
us this manya day. Mlle. Zallio, a recent comer, is already a favourite, 
and Mile. Cormani is at her best. Mlle. Paris, an entirely new arrival, 
is a very clever dancer also, and, as (I presume) a queen butterfly does 
a *‘ flutter” to perfection. The scenery is pretty good, with the excep- 
tion of the winter scene, which is a very beautiful picture in the purest 
art and taste. 





THE board-room upstairs was baited with chicken and champagne, 
and some fell into the trap. I never take chicken and champagne my- 
self on these occasions, I consider it a degradation of my office, and set 
myself firmly against it. So I only took two brandy-and-sodas, some 
lobster sandwiches, and a cigar or so, 


THe PRINCE OF WALES’s.—Dorothy never was a funny piece—or 





O._ymric.—Miss CLrara axon Mr, De-clrarer. 


much of anything else of a piece ; but it was rather funny to see it try- | 


ing to fit itself on the stage of this house on Monday week. Otherwise the 
piece, as a piece, was as dull as ever; the performers evidently don’t 
admire it much themselves, and treat it rather carelessly. The music, 
however, and the executives thereof, are of such an unusually high 


order, that they can be thoroughly enjoyed, irrespective of the story |. 


they are attached to, The pleasant freshness of Miss Hood never pales ; 
and Mr, Coffin’s singing (albeit a claim for indulgence was circulated 
for him on the score of a bad cold) was as enjoyable as ever. Miss 
~Idith Chester and Miss Carr-Shaw now fill the parts originally played 
by two Florences—Miss Dysart and Miss Lambeth, neither quite so 
efficiently as her predecessor, but pleasantly enough. Messrs. Hollins, 
Williams, and Cook, and Miss Coveney retain their original parts, with 
their original success, 





Nops AND WINKs.—A private representation, by M. Dantier de }: 
Kolta, of a new series of illusions, was given in the Egyptian Hall last |’ 


Wednesday evening. The Hall has undergone some alteration, decora- 
tion and improvement generally, and is now a very handsome and 
place of entertainment.—A Christmas spectacle, called Cinderella, was 


roduced at the Brighton Aquarium last Thursday, with all the honours | 


am told.—Miss Hawthorne’s matii/e, announced for last Wednesday, 

has been postponed to /Azs, the 29th, and the proceeds of the ormance 

are to be applied to the relief of the wives of the sufferers by the South- 
port Life-boat Disaster; may they make a goodly figure aecordingly. 
NESTOR. 
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SCATHING. 


Mr. Butts (the Butler).- ** Call yourself a good figure, indeed ! 
Well, I call you a disgrace to our family, Mr Jeames. I wonder the 
Duchess ain’t ashamed to take you out. You look as if you were in 
the service of a haif-starved Irish M.P., youdo. If I were Her Grace 
I'd promenade you down to Bow Street, and buy you a Property 
Stomach just to keep up the reputation of the house, I would !” 








The Irish Pantomime, 
(SEE CARTOON. ) 


THAT the ‘‘ Plan of Campaign ” 
Ts illegal, seems plain ; 
And ’tis easy enough of believing 
That the people who're bent 
On annexing the rent 
Due to others, do something like thieving. 


But the deeds which belong 
To the *‘ morally wrong” 
Class of actions, look rightful and nobby 
When perform’d by the Clown 
Who delights to knock down 
And bamboozle the vigilant Bobby. 


On this principle, then, 
P’rhaps those humorous men 
Known as Paddies can’t see any reason 
Why their joker should not 
Steal the rzm¢ he has got 
By a trick at this Pantomime season, 


And the arm of the Law 
May be stretched out to awe, 
And the Clown may be branded a villain, 
Yet the Paddies can chaff 
The Policeman, and laugh 
At the sly peccadilloes of Dillon. 





ae 
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Startling Announcement. 


As we go to press with this issue, comes the intelligence that ‘‘ Lore 
Randolph Churchill has resigned.” This is a serious step on his part, 
especially serious for his fellow-ministers—as he must have cisagreed 
with them—and for the whole ‘‘ combined ” Conservative party, as they 
will have to do without him, Is this their X for Xmas? 


Randy resigned! Boo hoo! (hooroo !) 

Whatever will poor Old Solly do? 

Ministers must be all in a stew, 

And his party without him - Pooh-pooh ! peoh-pooh ! 








AN armless woman, who travels on show, has been married recently 
in Germany. She signed the marriage contract with her right teotsie, ard 
the happy bridegroom placed the wedding-ring on one of her toes. 
She’s not the sort of lady to be put upon, according to report, for, though 
unable to wield a broomstick, she can kick lixe a mule, 
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Courtiers, 
(Mr. J. L. Toole was called as a witness in a recent theatrical libel case. His 
appearance in the box was the signal for a roar of lsughter.) 
WHEN the lawyer stood up in the Justice Hall 
And spoke the comedian’s name, 
The people all chuckled to hear the call— 
And then the comedian came ; 
And they gave to their chuckles a heartier play 
When he took off bis hat in the usual way. 


Then a seedy old gent to the actor spoke, 
While placing a book in his hand, 
And the way he received it was such a joke, 
They laughed till they scarcely cou‘d stand, 
And they laughed and : hey chuckled, and mingled ’em both, 
When they saw the comedian taking the oath, 


Then they shrieked with a frenzied delight to see 
The cut of the coat he had on, 

And they ‘‘ busted” their braces and roared with glee 
When he said that his name was !ohn ; 

And they danced with a rapture I cannot express 

When he quietly mentioned his private address. 


So I said to a party a-standing by, 
** What are they a-sniggering at ? 
I’ve seen many witnesses. sir,” said I,} 
** And few of ’em milder than that.” 
But the party, his voice took a pitying ring, 
And he said, ** Why, of course, that's the fun of the thing !” 


Two gamekeepers have been convicted of poaching in Scotland 
They were fined £5 apiece, and ordered to pay 27s. costs. The 
professional poachers in the district are so delighted, they are hardly 
able to keep their Aazr on. 
































NO IMPEDIMENT. 
Mr. Pebblebury.— 1 should ce-certainl E60 into P-Parliament if 


I ha-hadn’t such a co-confounded imp-imp-ediment in my speech.” 
Mr. Flithers,—“' My Dear Boy, Parliament’s the very place for you 
on that account.” 



































THE PHOTOGRAPHER’S CUSTOMERS; OR, THE OTHER SIDE OF THE QUESTION. 
A “ Puotocrarnic Artist” writes :—“ It is all very well, Mr. Fun, to be down on the cash in advance system but this sort of thing is what happens to us :-— 


_—— 
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“* We take a speaking likeness of a lady client. ‘Dear me, Mr. Jeller Tean*,’ she says, ‘I don't like this at all! Why, you've given me dark hair, and made me 
look tall and thin, and positively plain!’ ‘Well, madam,’ we reply, ‘ you Aave dark hair, and you ave like a skeleton lamp-post, and absolut -ly hideous—aren’t you, 


-, * Bless my soul! says ste; ‘1 don'tcome to you to have a //keness ; | wanta nice fortrait. 1 prefer fair curly hair, and plumpness; acd a fresh, oval, style 
o uty.’ 

















CUUVAN. 


‘So then I patch up a negative from bits of Mary Anderson, and Mrs. Jce Black Piper, and Florence St. John, and Ellen Terry's wig, and Mrs. Langtry’s smile ; 


and then the client is 
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‘So, when the next c ient comes, we soften him down with bits of Conway and Sir Frederick Leighton ; and then he roars :—‘ What's this? I want a likeness 
Can't you see I squint? Where's my squint? Where are my moles? Pooh!’ And he smashes everything in the place, and leaves.” 
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IRISH PANTOMIME. 


Clown ( Dillon).—‘‘ WHAT D’'YE MANE, SORR, INTERFARING WID THE LIBERTY O’ THE SUBJECT?, 


THE 


Pantaloon ( Parnell).—‘‘ PLAZE, MISTHER PERLACEMAN, I DON’T KNOW NOTHING ABOUT IT AT ALL, AT ALL,” 
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A Ballad to the Baby. 
Ou, baby ! (meanirg 87) lo! we here await you, 
For shortly you'll be present in the arms of Time, your nurse. 
| Great preparations are afvot to pet you and to /f/z you, 
And eke to celebrate you in 1mpas-ioned prose and verse. 
And when you come along, oh, babe! to pay your twelvemor ths’ visit — 
And are grected by gvo1 wishes, and no end of ringing cheers ; 
Pray don’t think us exacting (and it isn’t rude, now, 7: it 7) 
If we ask you if you'll kincl, be the best of all New Years. 


Although your hand is small, yet it can hold fall many a blessing— 
And these we hope you'll showe: on our nation day by day ; 
You'll hear r ports of poverty, that really are distressing — 
We bepe that in your reign we may clear most of these away. 
Benevolence alrear y does h r best to soothe this trouble, 
Yet the carnker-worm of poverty in many a home appears ; 
Help all who have the wherewithal their efforts to redouble— 
Be to all the pour and suffering the best of all New Years ! 


Let Peace obtain throvghout your reign, and fill the earth with Plenty ; 
Let neighbour study neighb. ur, and not wholly work for self— 
Oh! that we all might always be quite sem. dissentiente, 
And could put ali sorts of sordidness and sorrow on the shelf 
Let the cruel tongue of slander in the future wag less often ; 
Let not the human family be prone to snarls and sneers ; 
Of those who ve suffered misery. their lot be pleased to soften ; 
To those who’ve been unhappy, be the best of all New Years. 


Be kind unto the lovers, let their love be true and fervent ; 
Be kind to marrie couples, grant them constancy and bliss ; 
Deal health and wealth arvund (including, please, your humble servant, 
He'll ask but little else, if you will kindly give him //z2s) ; 
Make us thankful f r the blessings that are daily on us showered— 
For in gratitude for favours past we're sadly in arrears ; 
In short we trust, O Batvy, tha: to bless us you're empowered, 
So to Fun and all hi- re he the best of all New Years. 


acle r 








New Leaves. 

‘Tue Ba 1s’ Annual,” editei by Alice Corkran, illustrated by Lizzie 
Lawson (Fied and Tur) The numerous contributions and profuse 
illustrations of child life together make up a delightful book —*‘ Drat 
the Boys,” by Max O’Rell (same publishers). Anyone who understands 
boys as thoroughly as the author does, whether his recollections be of 
British boys only, or boys of other lands, may well exclaim, ‘* Drat the 
Boys.” Many a meek-and-mild mother has said it over and over again. 
—** Plays for Young People,” by Elizabeth Still, Dowager Countess of 
Arrington (same publi-hers). As it would be hard to say anything 
against these plays, and harder to say anything in praise of them, our 
voice shall be ** Still.’ —‘**t'ncle Edmund's Fairy Tales,” by G. 
Grandram Jones, illustrated by W. G. R. Browne (London Literary 
Society). The object and purpose of the author is praiseworthy, 
and the effort to accomplish it praiseworthy also, on the part of both 
author and artist, th ugh we have seen better work of both kinds. 








COLLECTED. 
Mamma —‘‘ There will be a Silver Collection after the perform- 
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ance, Chailie. Here's half-a-crown for you. 
Chap lie —** "11 only put that in on one condition.’ 
Mamme,—“ And what is that, pray?” 
Charlie.—“ That they give me nine threepenny bits out of the 
Plate,” 








ENIOEKN AOKS. 


A RING of silly old ladies and crotchet-steeped fanatics, living in 
Boston, U.S.A., desire to put down smokirg ia the streets of their city 
by the means of a stringent local 
law. And the greatest ambition 
of their lives, after gaining this 
point is to compel everybody to go 
to rcost at sunset, winter and sum- 
mer. They likewise throw out 
dark hints as to what they are go- 
to do with folk who wear 
highly tintea noses. Yet citizens 
amble about with nasal appendages 
like unto the purpie of C2 ar’s 
ga:m«nt, seemingly quite undis- 
turbed at the dread fate that pos- 
sibly awaits them. 


Ing 
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AN elderly lady complained to 
a magistrate, the other day, that 
Ntighbours were in the habit of 
injecting gas or magnetic current 
into hes house, and the police actu- 
ally connived at the practice; and 
when the vapour case on she in- 
variably felt as if she were going 
off, while her servant felt as if the 
top of her head had caved in, and 
the interior of her cranium was 
stuffed with crickets and grasshoppers. Tne worthy magistrate looked 
a trifle worried while giving her sound advice, and sipped a colourless 
fluid which might have been filtered water. 





‘*I SHALL fine you for not comi:g in a white necktie,” said the 
manager of a restaurant to a waiter one raw morning last week. 
** Necktie is white sir, I think, begging your parding,” replied the 
waiter, who had evidently tumbled out of bed and dressed himself in a 
violent hurry. ‘ How dare you stand and try to bounce me with your 
confounded humbug?” exclaimed the manager, angrily, **the necktie 
is as blue as you'll look when I give you the ‘ bullet.”” ‘‘ Blue, sir?” 
rejoined the waiter, ** well, sir, all I know i-, it was white when I put 
it on; perhaps ir’s turned blue with the cold.” ‘* I will excuse your fine 
this time, Sam,” chu: kled the manager, ‘‘and you can get yourself a 
drop of hot whisky, just to thaw thar necktie.” 


A YOUTHFUL masher was taking great interest in a stall at a fancy 
fair the other day, when the fair dealer—a fashionable notoriety of course 
—walked upto him and said, ‘* The charge tor your inspection of my 
wares, sir, is half a guinea.” ‘‘ But 1 was admiring your galopshus 
beauty, and not that of your goods,’ remarked the youthful masher, 
tenderly. ‘* Then the price you will have to pay is two guineas,” said 
the little lacy, briskly, ‘‘so out with the coin at once!” He slowly 
stumped up, and stumped away as if he had dried peas in his patent 
leather shoes. 


Dr. Georce Baur, of Yale College, U S.A., filed through an 
ostrich egg, the other day. He had barely penetrated the shell, when 
the highly polished ovum exploded. The doctor was instantly blown 
into a corner, the building was shaken to its very foundations, aida 
dense fog that was suggestive of gunpowder smuke, impregnated with 
the scent of decayed oyster-shells and Limburger cheese, curled through 
the corridors of Yale College. A fire engine or two having been brought 
tu bear on the doctor, he gradually recovered. The egg was eight«en 
and a halt inches in circumference, and the doctor now deducts that 
similar specimens might be exceedingly useful in dispersing Anarchists’ 
meetings. 


A WEALTHY Persian official, convicted of embezzlement, lately, 
swallowed his c1/¢ by eating a huge quantity of gold leaf, and dying 
gracefully immediately after his expensive greed. 


THe great-grandson of Joseph Paisley, the famous Gretna Green 
** blacksmith,” died in Michigan, U.S A., recently at the age of eighty- 
five years. Jo-eph, the patriarchal blacksmith who united so many 
runaway couples, was a very mich married man in his time, and stood 
in silent aw: 31 his wife, wh xX... mally warmed him up with a red- 
hot iron bar. 





It may interest th Jaughters of American millionaires to know that 
the Crown Prince of Greece will find it necessary to marry for money. 
The boy ‘is not bad-lvoking, and gues to the highest bidder, while we 
believe a Paris agency undertakes to purchase any lady a bona fide title 
which will fit her to become the bride of a prince—for a consideration. 
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A NAPPY NEW YEAR. 
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THE PROUD GOOSE. 
A CHRISTMAS MORAL FoR Goop LITTL# Boys—AND BiG ONES, TOO, FOR THE MATTER OF THAT, 
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Oh! fat young Grose, you're a bit too proud Said Kate. the cook, “*’Tis a fine young bird But the Proud Goose heard not what the cook had said, # 
As you strut along through the cackling crowd. For the Christmas board, you may take my word,” So he cackled away, and wagged his head. 
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Fatter he grew as the days went by, Yes! So lazy at last had he become At last we find him, plump and fine, ; 
Till at last he could hardly swagger or cry. Through bis extra flesh, that his voice was dumb. With a carving-knife stuck close to his spine. 
Irish Hot! Fit £Out. Price 4S. 5 Post-Sree Is. 2d. 
, + 
Siuce Dillon catia. | EHOOD’S COMIC ANNUAL FOR ’87. 
Were condemned to go Pronounced by the Press to be the best Annual of the Year. 
To jail for their mad devotion, - i : 
We hope they'll refrain Now Ready. Price 2d ; Post-free 24d. 
From their ** Plan of Campaign,” FUN ALMANAC BFTPOBR 1887. 
Asa (plan of cam )pain-ful notion, FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. 











COLD MEDAL, LIVERPOOL INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION, — 


Tonga: Paes Cadbury g 


COOCOOOCOCOOSOO Nevragia”™ QUARANTEED 


—Lancel. 


**Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Wms ae Bi hae nn eter tl PURE AND 
effective in all those cases in which we Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch nor spurt, 

ve prescribed it."—Aedical Press. the points being rounded by a new process. SEVEN PRIZE| @§QLUBLE. 
MEDALS AWARDED. Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenn 


2/9, 4/6. and 11/-. Of all Chemiete, Ave! Saupe, Bor. cr send? amps to. DRANDAUER and | oo a Pe OW IMITATIONS. 


Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E C 












































